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You Should Be Dancing
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fiction

The store was not at all what Gwen had imagined it would be. It 
was just the size of a living room, brightly lit and empty except for 
three round clothing racks in the middle of the floor and a shoe 
display by the windows. No velvet drapes, beaded curtains or red 
lights. Just a couple of tasteful landscape prints and a vase of purple 
and red tulips at the counter. “You Should Be Dancing” was lettered 
on the store’s window, and the setting sun cast shadows of the words 
against the back wall. A young woman, late-twenties and about 
Gwen’s age with fantastic asymmetrical hair stood among the racks. 
Gwen was about to say hello when an old woman walked in from 
a back room and, spying Gwen, laughed hard and high, revealing a 
handful of teeth randomly attached to her dark gums. “I knew it! I 
knew it! It took you long enough, but I knew you’d come.” 

The bell on the door echoed the woman’s laugh, continuing to 
announce Gwen’s arrival long after the door had closed behind her. 
Though she knew the old woman must be speaking to her, Gwen 
could not account for her powers of premonition. She looked to 
the younger woman for explanation. 

“We’ve watched you eyeing those boots every day. Gramma said 
you’d come in eventually. I wasn’t so sure. They’re hot, aren’t they? 
What’s your size?” 

It was true; the store had opened a month before, two blocks 
from Gwen’s apartment, and every day since, as she walked past 
the store on the way home, she would shorten and slow her usually 
long and fast stride and turn her head so very slightly to glimpse 
the boots – white patent leather, thigh-high, platform boots with 
a five-inch heel. They had been calling to her. Gwen had never 
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seen anything like them in person, believing they only existed in 
Hollywood. In the store window, they’d shone with audacious 
sexual power. She’d been unable to not look. The women of the 
store exuded the same kind of power, and faced with it in the flesh, 
she lost her nerve. “Oh, I just came in to look around, welcome 
you to the neighborhood…,” she said.

“Come on. What are you? A six-and-a-half?”
Gwen nodded and put her hands in the pockets of her 

pleated khakis.
The old woman giggled and clapped her hands, long fingers, 

large knuckles and rings putting on a show.
She had the urge to duck out, but lulled herself into what she 

hoped was a casual front and browsed the rack closest to her while 
she waited for the boots. Padded bra and thong sets in pink mesh, 
red pleather and black lace hung in tangles of hooks and straps. 
Suddenly afraid the women might suggest she try on some of the 
lingerie contraptions too, she looked up and floated a weak smile to 
the old woman, who giggled once again.

“Here you go, sweetie. Let’s give these a try,” the young woman 
said, emerging from the back room with a box the size of her torso.

Gwen slid off her worn loafers and considered her wool-blend 
socks. The old woman appeared next to her waving what looked 
like deflated flesh balloons. “Here. Sit down. Use these.” 

She traded her socks for nylon booties, but was then confronted 
with her baggy pants. The younger woman unzipped the left boot 
and handed it to her. “There’s room. Just pull them up a bit and 
tuck them in. The important part is if they fit in the foot,” she said.
She did as she was told, the patent leather crunching delightfully 
in her hands as she manipulated the boots. A rush traveled to her 
head as she pulled up the second zipper. The women grabbed Gw-
en’s arms and helped her to stand. “Now, look at that!” the younger 
one said.

The ground seemed so much farther away than usual. The soles 
slid on the carpet. She felt like a little girl in her mother’s high 
heels. She did not feel sexy. In fact, with her khaki pants bulging 
over the top of the boots and all their glamour, she felt even more 
frumpy than usual. And, the boots seemed made for someone 
much taller. “These are more like crotch-highs than thigh-highs,” 
she said out loud, but mostly to herself. As she began to imagine 
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them as part of her wardrobe, the logistics of them baffled her. “I’d 
have to take them down to go to the bathroom.”

“Honey, I knew a girl who made it part of her act,” the old 
woman said. “She’d just lean her hips to the side and piss right 
down one of the boots.”

“Gramma! Why you always got to be so trashy?”
The old woman waved a big, gaudy hand over her shoulder as 

she headed to the back room, “You never know….”
The younger woman put a hand on Gwen’s arm, her shiny, mel-

on-colored nails brilliant against the shabby knit of Gwen’s sweater. 
“Don’t listen to her. It doesn’t have to be like that. You could wear 
these with some leggings and a big sweater. Sexy, but still classy. 
Or they never have to leave the bedroom.” She winked, and Gwen 
wished the boots came with the woman’s thick, long lashes as well. 

“Here,” the woman said and turned Gwen toward a mirror on 
the opposite wall. “Look at you now! Nothing going to stop you.”

Having had a few minutes to settle into them, she was begin-
ning to welcome some of their power. She stood with her legs wide 
and her back straight. Her breasts rose under the clunky cables of 
her sweater. She breathed bigger breaths. And she liked the view 
from five inches up. A sexy snarl twitched at the corner of her lip. 
There was no one to wear them for, but maybe that would change. 
“Yeah. Okay. Let’s do it.”

The younger woman hugged her, and Gwen, negotiating her 
balance, fell into her slightly. “Good girl,” the woman said. “You’ll 
get the hang of them.”

Gwen lived in one of four renovated apartments above an old 
storefront. Her lock always gave her trouble, and it was even more 
difficult to negotiate while holding the boot box and her antici-
pation. For the last week she’d been hoping to run into Craig, the 
building manager, to ask him to do something about the lock, but 
today she prayed she wouldn’t. He was always trying to chat her 
up. He’d see the box and say, “What you got there?” and Gwen 
had not yet thought of a suitable lie. Finally, she jostled through 
the door, pushed mail and a coffee cup out of the way and set the 
box on the dining table. Though she had been in the apartment 
three years, she hadn’t bothered to decorate much, always think-
ing a move and something better was just around the corner. On 
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the end table, framed photos of her parents and her cat flanked a 
small, wooden clock. Other than last year’s calendar of the French 
countryside, nothing hung on the white walls. It was stuck on the 
month of April, rolling mounds of lavender, because she had liked 
that image best. The tissue paper in the boot box rustled, and the 
sound bounced around the high ceilings. The boots, she thought, 
enlivened the room as if she had hung streamers. She pulled them 
out of the box and stood them up in the center of the table. 

“I’ll be right back,” she told them. Her cat, who suffered from 
chronic inner-ear trouble, followed her to the bedroom, bumping 
alternately into her ankles and the wall. As the shop woman had 
suggested, she changed into a pair of leggings and an oversized 
blouse. She rooted in a drawer for a belt to accentuate her waist. 

“Hurry up!” the boots called. Her excitement lifted Gwen to the 
balls of her feet, and she nearly skipped back down the hall. She 
had the boots on and up so fast, she could have made sparks with 
the zippers.

The heels crashed like hammers on the hardwood floors, 
sending the cat bumping in a rush to the bedroom. “Easy does it, 
girl,” the boots said. “Glide. Let your hips help you.” 

She eased her weight from side to side with each step. “That’s it. 
That’s what we’re here to do. Work that thing. You got En Vogue? 
Put on some En Vogue.”

Indeed, deep in her collection she found Funky Divas, a favorite 
in high school. The music buried the harsh sound of her heels, and 
all she could feel was the bass of her thighs and ass as she moved 
through the apartment. She worked the hallway like a catwalk, 
playing to the audience in the mirror at the end of it. She won-
dered why she had waited so long to get the boots, why she had 
waited so long to swing her hips. Her ankles felt a little unsteady, 
and she wondered if there were exercises for strengthening them. 

“You just wear us more often and all sorts of muscles are gonna 
get stronger,” the boots said.

Though her body felt ripe and joyous, the wear of the day still 
clung to her face. “How about some lipstick,” the boots said. “You 
got lipstick, don’t you?”
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Though she had not worn it in a while, Gwen knew she had 
a tube of a dark mauve somewhere in the bathroom. “Free your 
mind! Free that ass, too!” the boots cheered her on. She strutted 
down the hall, moaning along with the music.

The bathroom had more than enough space to accommodate 
the toilet, sink and bath/shower combo though they were all 
huddled in one corner. Gwen noticed, with her extra inches, how 
much more of herself she could see in the mirror above the sink. 
She looked over her shoulder at her backside. 

“Why are you always hiding that body? You ain’t never gonna 
look as good as you look now. In ten years you’ll be wishing you 
had this body,” the boots said.

Gwen examined the curve of her hips. The boots lifted her bum. 
“I never thought of it that way,” she said. “Juicy. That’s it. I’m juicy.”

“Like a food court smoothie stand! Like a peach in July!” the 
boots said.

She undid a button on her blouse. She imagined another’s hand 
sliding up her thigh, the way she would giggle and blush and then 
give herself over. So much more seemed possible. Her hair even 
felt thicker. Her nipples hardened, and she spun to the music. The 
boots were magic. They were plastic surgery and life coach in one. 
She bent at the waist and let her hands caress the patent leather 
from ankle to thigh as she slowly stood up.

“Yeah, baby. That’s it. Now get that lipstick.”
At the boots’ command, she twirled through the few steps to 

the narrow shelves that were tucked between the end of the tub and 
the wall. For the first time she could see all the way to the back of 
the top shelf, on which she had never bothered to keep anything 
because she couldn’t reach it. She was surprised to notice a glint of 
something tucked in the back corner. 

“What’s that?” she said.
“What’s what?” the boots asked. “We can’t see.”
Though she was taller, her arms were still not long enough to 

reach it. 
“Try the wastebasket,” the boots said.
Gwen laughed and looked at her toes. “You’re not just sexy, 

you’re clever too!” she said. She upended the wastebasket and 
its contents and, holding on to a lower shelf, stepped up on the 
basket, her heels hanging off the edge. 
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The glint came from the lens of a small video camera. She 
pulled it toward her, but the wires leading into a hole in the wall 
only gave a few inches. 

“What the hell is that?! Who’s been filming you?”
A piece of black electrical tape had been placed over a little red 

light which, now revealed, lit up the tip of Gwen’s finger. “Craig. 
That skeeze,” she said. 

“Ooh! Damn. We gonna get that little son-of-a-bitch. We 
gonna make him pay, that pervert.”

Gripping the top shelf for balance, she turned around to take 
in the view of the sink, the mirror and the toilet. He had seen 
everything. The teeth brushing, the straining over her chronic 
constipation, the puking last weekend when she let her coworkers 
talk her into “just one more” Appletini. The undressing to shower. 
She lowered herself down from her perch, aware of a grace she 
lacked just an hour ago and a horror rising in her guts. En Vogue’s 
crooning now tore at her like cats in heat. 

The boots continued to rant. “You call the police. You call the 
other tenants. Get on it, girl. Where’s he at? Let’s go tell him we 
know what he’s been up to.”

Gwen wondered if the feed was live. If he had seen her admire 
her hips. If he had seen how vain she was. If he had heard her 
talking to her boots. 

“So what if he did?” The boots said. “That’s what he wanted, 
isn’t it? You gave him a good show.”

Gwen sat on the edge of the toilet seat and unzipped the left 
boot.

“Hey!” the boots said. “I thought we were going to give him hell!”
“No.” Gwen kicked off the boot, and it hit the tub with a 

crinkle and thud. 
“Hey. C’mon girl. Don’t do me like that.”
Gwen unzipped the other boot. There was a sigh. She took off 

the right boot and threw it at the other one. They made a pile like a 
small, sexy mountain range of patent-leather peaks and valleys. She 
hung her head and closed her eyes. She waited for the tears to come, 
but they didn’t. The music caught her again, and the pinching in her 
chest loosened. After a moment, she opened them and was faced with 
the deep crevice of her cleavage. It occurred to her that she, too, had 
peaks and valleys, only hers were soft and luscious. Hers were alive. 

Steph Kilen  



18

She undid her belt and added it to the pile of leather, then 
stood and faced the mirror so she could see the shelves behind her. 
She slid her thumbs into the waist of her leggings and panties and 
pulled them down in one fluid movement, swaying her backside 
as she did. She broadened her stance and stroked her thighs, her 
muscles strong beneath dimpled flesh. The boots were silent, but 
the music filled her chest, made her feel even bigger and taller. The 
cat stretched out across the threshold. Gwen crossed her arms in 
front of her, grabbed the hem of her blouse and drew it off over her 
head. Only her bra remained. The air on her skin turned her on, 
and a scent like moss and dark spices hung about her. Her fingers 
traveled across her neck and chest and down the length of her arms. 
Her hands rode the curves of her waist and belly and hips. Slowly, 
she drew the bra straps from her shoulders, so sensitive now to 
the stiff elastic. She reached around behind her, raised her middle 
finger for a good long moment and then used it to unhook her bra. 
She let it drop to the ground, and she turned around. 


