As promised, here is the synopsis of the story I thought of when reading your e-mail…when I was thinking of the story, a melody also came into my mind. What actually developed in my head was 2 dancers that where interpreting the story below while the
 

Sherrie
 Synopsis of the Short Story
There was a man who was debonair, handsome, talented and rich. Men worshipped him and women adored him completely. The man was also narcissistic. He worshipped and adored himself more than the men he met or the women he desired. 
Since this man was good at everything, he was also a great dancer. He would visit dance clubs and the women that danced with him found themselves wanting to be with him forever. The man would dance with one woman, steal her affections, dance with another, make her shudder for more, dance with another, and so on.

One night, late into the evening and the man had danced and captured most of the women’s attentions, he noticed one woman he had not danced with. As the man walked across the dimly lit room to her table, she was getting up from her table to put on her coat. The man saw she was about to leave. He quickened his pace. As she turned to leave her table, the man was standing there in front of her. His essence now lay upon her to seduce and overwhelm her. Her reaction was unexpected. Rather than a girlish smile of relinquishment, the woman’s expression was blank. She continued around the man toward the exit. The man, after getting over the shock of a blank stare never before laid upon him, he moved in front of her again. His charms and grandiose manner still had no affect. The woman continued around the man, and she left the dance club.
The man headed back to his table while other women pleaded for his attention. His outward appearance was normal, but inside he could not understand how a woman or anyone for that matter could deny him of conquest. His excuses for her behavior continued for many days. Then one night, again at the dance club, he saw the woman again, and again she showed him no delight. The man used all his talents and still the woman did not surrender to him. He sat at the bar later in disbelief as she again walked out of the dance club – never once looking in his direction.
As each day passed by, the man would think of nothing else than of a woman who would not adore him. His need to understand her denials became an obsession - a man who all adore, but one – a man who all love, but one – a man who all worship, but one. The man’s life, his passions, his desires, his wants, his needs, were fixated on a woman who would not accept him. The man’s obsessed days turned to weeks on end with never an answer to the question howling within.
A night came when the man stumbled into the dance club. His body slumped, his face full of stubble, his clothes wrinkled and stained. While heading for a table, there were no men grouping around him to shake his hand, there were no women to plead for his companies pleasure, there was only a lonely walk past whispers. As he sat at a table, his body felt like led falling into the chair. He just starred at the dance floor – not really knowing why he was even there or why he was anywhere.

Then across the dance floor, through a crowd of people, he saw her. She was talking off a jacket and putting it on the back of her chair. As the night continued, he watched her order drinks. He watched her dance. He was in oblivion. Later into the night, the dance club was mostly empty, and the woman got up and began to put on her jacket. In his mind, he expected to see her leave as he had seen so many times before in his dreams, but his mind showed him something different, and it was at that moment that his spirits rose. He finally understood. The answer that was so long in coming finally arrived, and he accepted it fully. The man raised out of is chair, and walked toward the woman who was heading for the exit. His feet were light, his smile was cheerful and sincere, and his manner was giving. The woman reached her arm out to open the exit door when a tap on the shoulder caused her to look around. The man stood before her, and they stared into each others eyes. The man bowed slightly and nodded his head down to show his respect for her, and began to turn and walk away. The man’s loneliness was surprised by the touch of a soft hand. The man turned to see the woman. A woman he now loved had taken his hand. She smiled at him, walked him to the dance floor, and they began to dance.
The End
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