

  

    Cover




    [image: Sway.jpg]


  




  

    title page




    Sway




    Nicki Elson




    ...




    [image: Omnific logo.jpg]




    Omnific Publishing




    Dallas


  




  

    Copyright Information




    Sway, Copyright © 2011 by Nicki Elson




    All Rights Reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.




    ...




    Omnific Publishing




    P.O. Box 793871, Dallas, TX 75379




    www.omnificpublishing.com




    ...




    First published by OmnificPublishing as part of the anthology Summer Lovin’ Breeze, July 2011




    Published by Omnific Publishing, February 2012




    ...




    The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.




    ...




    Library of Congress Cataloguing-in-Publication Data




    ...




    ISBN: 978-1-936305-11-7




    ...




    Cover Design and Interior Book Design by Coreen Montagna


  




  

    Sway




    by Nicki Elson




    THE FIRST NIGHT ROSE heard it, she thought hooligans were in her yard playing their music too loud. She reached for her hearing aid on the nightstand and turned the volume all the way up to see if she’d recognize any of the voices. But what she heard was music. She had no idea what genre the kids were into these days, but she could be fairly certain it wasn’t the big band swing that leaked into her room through the closed window. These were the songs she and Henry used to dance to…back in the day. She turned the volume down a bit, but kept her hearing aid in that night, and fell asleep with a smile.




    The following evening, she sat up in her chair a bit longer than usual. She heard it again. She stood and directed her walker to the window and leaned tentatively forward to peer through the gauzy sheer, but she couldn’t see anybody. She leaned forward more and more until her forehead pressed against the pane. It felt cool despite the muggy night that hovered on the other side, and she stayed there. She still couldn’t see anything, but thought perhaps the next night she’d be brave enough to open the drape.




    She was. Yet even still, she saw nothing. Her eyesight wasn’t what it used to be. But she had a new realization that night. She didn’t hear a band or an orchestra playing. It was just a voice—a rich, smooth, melodic voice. Strong and seductive. He was singing all her favorite songs. He was singing to her. She blushed immediately at the thought. Not to me, she told herself. And yet…he was outside her window. Who else could he be singing to?




    The next night she opened the window, but just a few inches. The music drifted in with the warm summer air. She didn’t need violins, trumpets, or pianos. His voice was enough to carry her away. He began a tune with a mambo flavor, and Rose remembered it well. She returned to her chair, leaned her head back, and closed her eyes. Then her shoulders started to sway, because even though there were no instruments, her body recalled the beat perfectly. Her toes tapped lightly on the floor, and she gripped the arms of her chair, thinking about standing, but decided against it. The romantic mood would be ruined by her walker. So she relaxed her grip and let her shoulders again roll gently with the rhythm of her youth.




    By the fifth night, she was reckless. But not really. She trusted that voice, somehow knew its buttery intonations were there only for pleasure and meant her no harm. How could such angelic harmonies be connected to anything malicious? So she used up most of her breath to push the chair all the way to the wall and lifted the second story window as high as it would go. Then she collapsed into the chair and waited. Sure enough, the crooning began. She leaned forward to peer down into the inky night, but could only make out the shapes of the tall shrubbery below. Perhaps he stood in the shadows.




    He belted out a melancholy, sentimental tune that seeped into the room and flowed over her. She bent forward with her elbows on the sill and her hands cradling her dreamy-eyed face. With her head out the window, she detected mellow percussion and a soft cadence beyond what the singer himself produced. Crickets and june bugs seemed to have united to be his back-up. A thousand twinkling stars in the clear sky provided the lighting. She’d ceased to wonder where the stage was and simply inhaled the warm night air, rocking her head slowly back and forth, letting her eyes droop closed. In her mind, she was out on the lawn, wearing a sequined evening gown that caught every glimmer from every star, and she was dancing…with him.
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    On Thursday, Rose resigned herself to forgoing her newfound passion. This was the night on which her two sisters paid their weekly visit.




    “Good evening, Sister,” she said to each one as they let themselves in through the front door and came over to her chair to give her a kiss on the cheek. She was the youngest of the three, but had always been the most frail.




    “You look well,” the middle sister, Daisy, said.




    “Yes,” agreed Iris, the eldest sister. “You must be drinking the herbal tea I brought you last time.”




    Rose smiled sweetly. She’d completely forgotten about that tea and hoped she’d at least remembered to put it away in the cabinet, or she’d get an earful when her eldest sister spied the full box on the counter.
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