(Authors Note:  There are three possible endings to this story, each is less than a page in length and they come – where else, but at the end of this document.  If you particularly like one over another, please send me an email and let me know.)
Evening at the Club
Preparation

Crystal glared across the room at Michael, hoping with all her might that her stares would light his hair on fire or cause him other physical pain.  He sat there, blue eyes glazed over, staring at the local news program, unaware of the hatred directed at him.  She studied his face, the sturdy bone structure that made up his perfect good looks; the strong but not dominant chin, the long slender nose and the piercing blue of his eyes, the cheek bones high and evident within the slightly elongated face, his forehead perhaps a bit too long, making him almost too masculine, but the mop of dark brown curls that made up his hair added a dash of boyish charm so it all came together perfectly.  Yep, Michael was one good looking man, perhaps that is why she hated him so much for there was never a doubt he understood just how handsome he was.  

She launched herself off the love seated, proceeding to the kitchen where she slammed her coffee cup into the water in the sink; as she slopped soapy water around ungracefully in the sink in the pretext of washing her cup, she pondered exactly how it was that she ended up here.  Near perfection, that is what she lived with on a daily basis:  The house was almost perfect, the husband was almost perfect, she was the only element that didn't seem to be nearly perfect.

Leaving the kitchen she headed for the bathroom, to shower.  She observed that her face would still be deemed attractive, although the eyes told everything, their amber hue glistening with the tears she was fighting back as she roughly shoved the shower faucet into the on position and pushed off her peach silk robe, allowing it to fall in a puddle upon the ground, she kicked it once just for good measure, but the movement brought her anger no release.

Standing within the shower, she buried her face in the water piteously hoping she could just drown. Tasting the futility of that wish, she half screamed her rage into the streaming water knowing it would block out at least part of the noise.  The warm water began to work on her and slowly she relaxed a bit, turning so that the jets hit her back she reached for the shampoo.  The pleasant and sweet smell of apple seemed out of place with her grey mood.  Laughing at herself she wondered if they made a bath scent that went along with a shitty attitude, aroma therapy... bah.

 After vigorously scrubbing her hair, she reached for the soap and applied it with her hands, allowing her touch to be light and focusing with her mind on just how it felt.  She enjoyed caressing herself; the dual pleasure of feeling first with her finger tips and then experiencing that touch somewhere on her body.  She ran her finger tips lightly down her arms then up and across her breasts.  Gently she cupped her breast in one of her hands and held it, gazing down, she appreciated the weight of her breast and the look of the nipples.  Most would find her under endowed she acknowledged, perhaps a bit bigger would have been nice, but it was enough, you could tell she was female.  She grabbed her razor and began to shave under her arms just as she heard Michael enter the bathroom, it would still be a few minutes before he climbed into the shower, so she hurried to finish shaving, lathering her hands again and running them into her crotch, now was not the time to continue the expedition into her enjoyment of her own body.  She shaved the area with the precision that came from having done it daily for years now.  
Michael stepped into the shower as she was shaving her legs, she quickly moved out of his way.  Even in her state of mind, she enjoyed watching him shower, his well proportioned body gleaming with droplets of water, broad shoulders, slender waist, the muscles in his arms that weren't bulky but evident.  It had always intrigued her how naturally hairless he was, given he had all that dark hair up top, but his body was not nearly as hairy as most men that she knew.  He turned his back to her and she resisted the urge to reach out and run her hand down his fabulous behind, the cheeks well rounded and muscular from his work outs. Refocusing, she hurriedly finished shaving but not before noting that even when he turned around he looked right past her.

She toweled off rapidly, and slopped on her lotion, a process she usually enjoyed, the feel of touching herself once more, but tonight she wanted to hurry, she wanted to be out of the bathroom by the time Michael finished his shower.

She grabbed the first piece of club wear she found in her closet, hurriedly rummage to find the under things that matched it and slid into them.  It was a good thing tonight would be warm, because the blood red dress covered little although it was nearly floor length, the slit up both legs would leave them little protection and the top with it spaghetti straps left her shoulders and neck bare.  Once dressed she allowed herself a deep, sighing breath, she could perform as expect this night, she had done it many times before and was still living.  Drawing another deep breath she criticized herself for being such a wimp.  Closing her eyes, she focused on slowing her racing heart, she could almost feel her skin changing with her attitude as she began to slip into the role, the walls going up around her, to protect her; tonight there was little comfort in her self-made prison.
When Michael walked into the closet wearing nothing but his robe, she was ready with a bright smile.  He reached out and ran his finger down her cheek before turning to retrieve his cloths for the evening.  She picked up her black velvet handbag and went to the bathroom to finish the evening preparations, the hair, the face.

She had just turned the blow dryer on when Michael came back into the bathroom.  He walked up behind her, placing his hands on her hips, and began rubbing himself against her.  Within her mind she tried to will him away from her, but knew he would not be denied, she could feel his hardness pressing against her.  Slowly she moved to turn off the hairdryer, resigning herself to her fate.

Michael’s hands were warm as he slid his fingers down the front of her dress and pinched her left nipple hard, his mouth first kissing then lightly biting at her shoulder; tilting her head to the side, Crystal gave him total access to her shoulder.  He then let go of her nipple and grabbing both her hips firmly again, forcefully grinding himself against her before turning her around to face him.  With another grab of her hips he lifted her onto the bathroom counter, the contents of the counter being pushed back by her behind, as he positioned her on the edge.  Shoving her dress up so he could see her pink pussy, he pulled her forward a bit more, and then sliding her panties to the side with his index finger, slid himself inside of her. 
She giggled to herself with the knowledge this was Michael's idea of foreplay.  She knew from experience the mere thought of what he was going to do tonight set him on a sexual high.  She also had to admit he was pretty amazing, men ten years his junior would find it hard to come close to matching his sexual abilities; add to this the fact he was well endowed both in length and girth, he seemed the near perfect man. 
Michael began sliding his hard cock in and out of her, reaching up, pulling one side of her dress down so that one of her breasts was expose, he began first to fondle, then pinch her nipple.  She gasp slightly as his pinch became hard and he began rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger in one smooth motion; all the while his hips pumping him in and out.    Despite not wanting to fuck him right now, her body was responding, she was becoming very wet and her breath was deepening.  He let go of her nipple and reaching down, lifted one of her legs, placing her foot on the counter so that he could enter her even deeper.  Crystal pulled her other leg up also, she was now spread wide open for him.   For a few moments she struggled with this new position and the fact that he was so deep inside of her, the top of his cock coming into contact with her cervix with each of his strokes causing a mixed sensation of both pleasure and pain.
The bathroom had big mirrors on three sides and she had a full view of the two of  them, and if she tilted her head just a little to the left she could view his penis, now slick with her fluids, sliding in and out.  Her hands were planted firmly behind her to support her as she stopped watching him in the mirrors and looked at his face directly; he was staring down, watching his glistening cock sliding smoothly in and out of her.  He began thrusting a bit harder now and his breathing came in small gulps... 
Crystal was unclear whether it was the sound of his excitement or the feel of the tip of his penis as it passed repeated over her g-spot, but she was headed toward ecstasy.  She could feel the muscles inside of her pulsing around him, grabbing at him, trying desperately to pull him still deeper inside of her.  
She bit down on her lip as she rocked her hips back and forth across him as another wave of pleasure took her deeper.  She was in the stage where the climaxes came rolling over her, one after another, in what seemed quick succession.  Her head was foggy as every muscle tensed, then released, and tensed again.  Her body taking over, Crystal sensed only pleasure, it would build and build till it exploded and she cried out, then she would be allowed to catch one or two quick breaths before the sensation started again, once more climbing farther and farther up to reach the peak and cry out.
Michael continued pumping, knowing full well she was having multiple orgasm on him.  Reaching down with his index finger, rubbing it against his shaft, coating it with her liquids, he lifted it to her mouth and roughly shoved it inside.    Crystal rolled her tongue around his finger, knowing this is what he expected, before sucking it a little deeper in her mouth, but he pushed it in hard, half shoving it down her throat as his genitals strove to go yet deeper inside of her.  He was no longer watching her mouth, he was back to staring at himself, all covered in the slightly whitish fluid that was her.  He grabbed her hips and forced himself deeper still into her, her butt was now just barely on the counter and she had to lean back so as not to fall.  A few more thrusts, deeper, harder and she could feel him exploding inside of her while a moan of release escaped his lips  Again and again he groaned with pleasure, pushing in and only half pulling out before he shoved it in again...  Two more thrusts and he was done.  He held onto her for a minute and then backed out of her, retrieving a wash cloth from under the cupboard, leaving her to crawl off the counter and clean herself up.  Her panties were soggy with their combined cum and would have to be changed but perhaps the dress had been up high enough not to get any fluids on it.  

With this thought, she wet a cloth and cleaned herself up; about the same time that Michael was finished and left the bathroom to get dressed.     

Early Evening

They had been out with Don and Linda before so they wouldn't be asking any questions that might cause Crystal to have to use any of her mind, the conversation was, as expected, light and playful; their moods were ones of excitement, with her as the exception.  She couldn't, or wouldn’t, shake off her earlier mood but kept it firmly contained, playing her role, smiling and flirting at the moments that demanded it.  Dinners were usually easy because the interaction was slight, too much chance of being seen by someone who might know you. 

Don was a big man, with huge hands, a slight rounding at the middle and suffered from what most middle age men did, a lack of hair on top.  His voice was deep, pleasant to listen to and only on occasion did his long looks un-nerve her.   An intelligent man, Crystal appreciated his biting, sarcastic remarks.

Linda was tall, with wide hips and big boobs; she was what men would call voluptuous.  She was also loud.  Crystal watched as Linda talked with the guys.  The voice in Crystal’s mind summed up the situation, “The price Linda paid for her free and easy charm was that she had the intelligence of a match stick”.  Crystal felt the corners of her mouth twitching with amusement at the thought.

On occasion Michael reached over and ran his hand down Crystal's leg, though he seldom even glanced in her direction. She doubted very much that if you covered his eyes and asked him how she was dressed, how she had arranged her hair that night that he could tell you and this thought momentarily broke through the steely walls she had constructed.  She hurriedly shores them up around her once more, her fingers stroked the black velvet bag in her lap.  

Finishing dinner, they parted briefly with Don and Linda with a promise to hook up with them again at the club.  Crystal tried to come up with something to say on the ride over, but her mind remained numb, the oppressive silence between them never seeming to touch Michael.

Arriving at the club, she opened her door to get out when Michael grabbed her hand; automatically she turned to find him looking her directly in the eyes.  He said what he always did at these times, "You know I love you".  He leaned over and gave her a long kiss before turning her loose.

It took every ounce of energy she had to fight back the tears.  Instead she smiled, winked, and declared, "You'd better".  She could feel her legs trembling as she stood to walk into the club and she willed her body to walk in defiance of this sudden weakness on her part. Damn...  why did any of this have to matter to her, why could he do things that still connected to her despite her best efforts to be unavailable?  

Don and Linda met them at the door and Don wrapped his arm around Crystal's waist guiding her past the doorman, the club was as it always was, dark, filled with music, smoke, lots of bodies in various pieces of tight fitting clothing.  They headed for an empty table but were stopped several times on the way to talk with people they knew: Cindy and John, Phyllis, Anthony and Ginger, Jack and Jill, who needed fucking names.   Each stop required her to do the huggie-kissy thing, the phoniness of the situation clinging to her like the smoke from the air settling about her. Don's arm would leave her briefly and then tighten around her once more as they moved forward through the sea of bodies, about five feet from what appeared to be the table he had chosen,  his hand slid down to her ass, effectively covered it, then squeezed before pulling a chair out for her to sit in.  

Don bent over, leaning into her ear and asked, "Would you like something to drink".  He then kissed her deeply, his tongue forcing its way inside to explore her mouth before allowing her to answer his question. 

Drawing a deep breath and fighting off revulsion,  Crystal replied "Yes, a double shot of Crown Royal and a Pepsi please."  

"You've got it."  He replied, walking off toward the bar.  

Glancing around Crystal noted that Michael and Linda had stopped at some table where Linda was in an animated discussion with a younger man, Michael and what she assumed was the man's wife or girlfriend were talking, his head bent very close to her and she was fairly squirming under his attentions.  

"Hi Crystal," the sound of her name brought her attention around to the speaker, the voice soft, lilting, and very familiar.  

"Cathy," and for the first time all night the smile that played across Crystal's face was genuine.  "How are you?"  

Crystal watched as her friend sat down next to her, she grinned and wrinkled up her cute little nose in the all too familiar Cathy way.  Cathy's coppery red hair fell in a mass of curls around her face and she pushed at it, tucking it roughly behind her ear.  

"My week has been good.  Hey, why didn't you return my call yesterday? I must have left you six or seven messages."

Crystal reached in her velvet bag and took out a pack of menthols, lit one before giving a shrug as an answer.

"Still fighting with Michael?" Cathy reached down and took Crystal's hand, giving it a gentle squeeze before reaching for a cigarette from the Crystal’s pack.  

Don reappeared, his hands full of glasses.  Crystal thanked him for her drink before turning her attention once more to Cathy.  

"You know, same shit different week," Crystal said and shot her one of her biggest and best fake smiles, striving to convince her friend that it was life as usual for her.  "I'm glad you are here this evening."  The smile lingered only briefly before fading from her face.  

"You know me, I can't stay away from a party."  Cathy laughed, once more attempting to stuff her errant hair behind her ear where it stayed for maybe a heart's beat before flopping back in her face.  Her dark brown eyes came to rest on Crystal's face, evaluating her.  "You look like you could use a couple of those," she said pointing at the shot sitting on the table.  

Crystal reach out and took up the bourbon glass, laid her head back and swallowed the whole shot in two gulps, enjoying the burn as it slid down her throat.  Cathy thumped her hard in the ribs, startling her and almost causing her to choke.
"Look at that guy.  I'm going to go talk to him." and Cathy was off before Crystal could say a word.  She watched Cathy thread her way through the crowd and up to the man.  He was of average build but perhaps a bit slender, looking to be somewhere in his mid 30s he had long brown hair held back at the nape of his neck, a short, well tended beard and moustache in that same soft brown hue, with just a hint of grey.  If Crystal’s assumption was correct, Cathy would undoubtedly be heading home with the man and his date, for Cathy was the single, bi-female that couples, men in particular, prized so highly.  Cathy’s presence at the club was encouraged by the owner with free drinks; there were only a couple of these women about so the club did all they could to get them there as often as possible.
So what was it about that particular man that Cathy found attractive?  Crystal admitted he had a pleasant face and build, but he wasn't anyone she would look at twice on the street.  She watched with interest as Cathy began working her charms, those big brown eyes batting their long lush lashes and then casting her head down like she was shy or something.  Crystal laughed out loud at this particular gesture on Cathy’s part, knowing full well it was all show; if Cathy was shy then Crystal was a genie who could just wish this all away.
That is when she noticed that Michael had joined her at the table,  Linda planted firmly on his lap talking into his ear and squirming as he ran his hand down her shirt,  but thankfully Don was no where to be seen. Her eyes went back to look for Cathy when she heard Don's voice over the speakers.

"Lets get this party started" he growled out and the music’s beat seemed to pick up two notches as if in acceptance of his invitation. "While these gentlemen, and I use the term loosely," Don said pointed at a couple guys hauling chairs around, the crowd cooed in agreement, "finish setting up, how about a door prize or two?"  He reached over and pulled a basket off the table and began to rummage around in it...  "First up we have dinner for four at Jackson Street Underground, provided for us by Pat and Samantha."  

Cheers of approval as Don once more rummaged in the basket and pulled out a ticket, reading off the number soon a woman joined him on stage.  Crystal had forgotten her name, but knew of her.  She watched as Don whispered something into her ear and the woman giggled.  The music came up louder and Don took a step backward as the woman began to dance about.  Not very good at dancing, Crystal watched anyway,  a far better sight than the scene that must be taking place at her table from the sounds of  Linda's moans.  

Soon the woman began to unzip her dress and slip it down off her shoulders as the audience cheered her on;  she turned her back to the audience as she slid the dress down.  She was slightly chubby of build; you could see the extra weight about her hips and then she turned showing all her large, globe shaped breasts now bouncing freely as she moved about the stage.  Her tiny nipples erect, she continued giggling her womanhood for a minute or two before Don stepped forward, thanking her and handed her the card that was her prize.  This scene was repeated at least two or three more times and didn't intrigue Crystal in the least, however she kept her eyes glued on the staging area, as Linda began to squeal beside her.  
The Games

Don’s voice once more boomed out, calling attention to his announcement, “I see our stage is now ready.  Let’s begin this simply with a game we call Blind Man's Grope...  Come on up and join me couples.”

Crystal was content to sit and watched this game, lost somewhere in her own thoughts or perhaps not thinking at all.  She had scanned the room for Cathy but with all the activity had not been able to locate her.  She longed to spend a few minutes in her sweet friend's company, enjoying her warm gaze and tenderness.  Therefore she was caught totally off guard when Michael stepped in front of her inviting her to stand with his hand.  She obeyed almost mechanically and felt herself being lead to the stage to join about ten or fifteen other couples; it would be a big group tonight.

Don selected two men at random and the other guys stood back, waiting their turn.  He grabbed two handkerchiefs from the table and a couple of the women helped blindfold the men.  

Meanwhile Don explained the rules of the game for the newcomers to the club.  The women involved were to line up on the stage, in no particular order.  The men's job was to find his partner by feeling his way to her.  The women were free to change positions within the line but needed to try to maintain the line; when one of the guys had touched her, the woman must remain where she was until the gentleman involved could tell the judge, Don, whether this person was his partner or not.  So that every guy had his chance...  they would only be given two minutes to locate their partner.  And yes, the game was then reversed so that the woman could be equally challenged to locate their significant other.  

The music roared back to life, the women who had helped with the blindfold steered the men in the general direction they needed to go.  There was some shuffling, as their partners made sure to move to a position they hadn't occupied previously.  Crystal watched as the man closest to her found his first female.  He was a silver hair man, maybe mid-50's, in cloths for the wealthy designed to look casual, his trophy wife, about 30 years of age, giggled as she stepped two more people away from him.  He was gentle with the woman, pulling her in close to him and beginning with a single kiss, before moving his hands down to caress the woman's ample breasts.

Crystal heard a squeal from the other end of the line and glanced down to see the other blind-folded man with one hand down Linda's shirt, his other hand groping to find its way up between her legs.  These were the jerks that Crystal avoided; however Linda really seemed to be enjoying herself.  

The dignified man had confessed that this was not his wife and moved down the line to number two.  Again his approach was gentle, although this time he was a bit quicker to move to the groping.  Meanwhile, the man at the other end of the line seemed to be content to thoroughly ravish Linda, their lips now tightly locked and Linda with one leg tucked behind the guy's knee, pulling him in closer to her, squirming as his hand hits its mark between her legs.  

Don called out the 30 second warning, the guy declared in a loud voice that this was not his wife, but what the heck and went on kissing and caressing her, which made the audience and Linda laugh loudly.  

Meanwhile the dignified man's wife had stepped up next in line and you could easily tell as he touched her that he recognized her and he bent her backward in a great embrace before announcing - "I've got her now"...  

For a while Crystal went back to the table and watched the people around her in various forms of conversation or embraces.  The people sometimes seemed to be solid forms but at other times they appeared to be ghosts swirling in a haze of smoke and minimal lighting.  Her mind numb to all but the smoldering that was left from earlier in the night.  She giggled for a moment at the thought of how strange she must look to this crowd, sitting alone at a table.  
"A lovely night filled with beautiful people.  Oh my, just look at all these delightful women, fellas lets give a hand in appreciation for the beauty of the fairer sex.  And in appreciate, let’s play on – Musical Chairs anyone?." Don's voice filled the room once again and it did not loose any of its gusto when he announced, .  "Join me."  
There was the sound of many chairs scraping on the floor as couples came forward and men took their places in the chair, their partners sitting on their laps. Crystal felt Michael standing by her and knew this was her sign to move.  She stood and walked up to the stage, took a seat on his lap and gave him a meaningless kiss.  Once all the chairs were filled, the music began and the partners both stood and began walking, men in one directions, women in the other, smiling and dancing as they slowly passed by each other, some reaching out to stroke or rub against a passing person   
When the music stopped the men all sat down in the nearest chair and the women then sat down on the closest lap. Crystal sat down on the man's lap in front of her, it was not someone she was terribly familiar with and she introduced herself with a simple "hi". 

He looked her over, pulling her in closer "A tasty morsel" he said to her and winked. 

There was much cheering and jeering as the man without the chair and lap less woman walked off.  Crystal was keenly aware of the man's hands holding her tightly around the waist, his breath smelling of an odd combination of mints and beer.  There would be a period of about two minutes when the music would play once more but all would remain seated, acquainting themselves with the person they were sitting with.  Crystal was willing that space of time to pass quickly just as the stranger leaned in and gave her a wet and sloppy kiss, just the sort she hated and she wished desperately for the music to end, but it didn't ... and soon his hands were wandering.  She squirmed in distaste and realized it probably seemed she was rubbing him for excitement purposes and his kissing increased in intensity.  She really wasn't in the mood for this.  When the music stopped, she heaved a sigh that she hoped he didn't hear as he turned her loose and she hurriedly stood.  She forced a friendly smile to play across her lips as she glanced back at him so as not to hurt his feelings.  

She was surprised to see Michael get knocked out in the second round, but she kept on. “Just doing your duty as the devoted wife” she heard the voice in her head say,  a slightly demented giggle escaped her lips.  Some of the kisses weren't bad, she had to admit.  The game went on, the competition for laps grew ever fiercer with the women getting pushy and men trying to get away with two women on their laps at once; it was the same each time the game was played.  
The music stopped again while she was at the end of the line and she assumed her time was over...  
A pair of hands grabbed her waist, yanking her onto his waiting lap, and immediately a woman sat down on top of her.  The woman turned in surprise, stood with a puzzled look; sure that she had seen an empty lap and wondering what magic had planted Crystal there first.  Crystal was sure she understood this woman’s surprise for she herself felt it.  
Crystal looked down to see the guy that Cathy had been so anxious to talk to.  Having been off balance she hoped she hadn’t hurt him when she fell on him.  

He smiled at her and then leaning into her ear stating, "Hello, I'm Tom".  
His voice was soft and low, pleasant.  She found she could not speak and instead just sat staring into his face.  His eyes were a dark brown, large, with long, dark lashes, his smile was charming, revealing perfect teeth that gleamed white next to his dark beard.  For a moment she felt certain he could pass as an Arab prince or something.  
The music started before she found her voice.  He raised his hands to cup her face, gently pulling her down to him, letting his lips barely touch hers.  He drew back, studying her face for a moment before once more kissing her, this time a bit harder; the whole time Crystal could feel her pulse rising, the room was suddenly very warm.

 "Oh my, " she heard herself whisper, his embrace tightening to let her know he had heard.  
Tom’s tongue was warm, delicately exploring her lips, her tongue, and God help her she was responding, tasting him.  The music ending, she sat breathless, motionless and spellbound on his lap for a moment.   
Leaning into her ear once again Tom whispers, "I've been watching you."  Then with a wink he helps her to her feet as the music begins again.
Two more rounds and Crystal was finally out of the game, still puzzled by her reaction to the stranger’s kiss.  
“Was it his kiss,” the voice in her head asks, “or was it him, the way he was, that pulls at you”.  
Crystal half staggered back to her chair, as if she had drank far more shots than she had, and sat down limply in her chair, physically shaking her head to will his spell away.  
“Tom’s spell”, she heard her mind derive her, “don’t fool yourself; he is like all the others”.  

Cathy magically appeared before her and asked her to dance.  
“Oh Cathy” for a moment she reached out and touched Cathy’s warm hand, aware of their special connect, a piece of her knowing that if she could just connect with Cathy for a while, things… her plans, her life, all might turn down a different path.

The hardened part of Crystal’s mind silenced this weakness as quickly as it had come.  They moved together to the dance floor, Cathy loose and flowing, Crystal stiff and stumbling once again.  

“Damn girl, how much you had to drink” Cathy yelled in her ear, to be heard over the music.
Crystal was certain she needed at least one more good shot of whiskey, maybe two.  She just shook her head no in answer to her friend’s inquiry and began to concentrate on moving to the music.  Funny, after all these years of dancing and loving it, she still had to think about what she was doing.  
The song was fast but Cathy and Crystal still managed a great deal of body contact, rubbing against each other whenever possible.  Cathy was a lovely sight to behold, she seemed at home on this dance floor, every motion was silken, as someone might move under water, or a tree blowing in a summer night’s breeze.  Every now and then Cathy would reach up and try to tuck her hair behind her ear, only to have it fall once more in rivulets around her face.
To Crystal, Cathy’s every move, every sigh was like music to a man who had been deaf for years and by some miracle was once again able to hear  She was a symphony of pleasure; Cathy was Crystal’s ideal of the perfect woman… She had medium size breasts, wonderful curvy hips and a long waist, her build being neither too slender nor too heavy.   Her heart shaped mouth and delicate features, including that incredibly cute, slightly turned up nose, just made her adorable; Cathy wasn’t beautiful, she was cute, and with a fire glowing inside of her that could light a room.  Cathy’s deep brown eyes, like a dark summer’s night, inviting one to step in, before she was aware of what she was doing, Crystal reached out and gave Cathy a soft kiss on the lips.  
Cathy licked her lips, casting her eyes down in her bashful fashion said,  “mmmm… thank you” and then she leaned into Crystal, kissing her back, exploring her mouth with her tongue, feeling their breasts press against one another as Crystal melted into her.  

Crystal felt her heart beat picking up and yes, her breathing was changing.  Embracing Cathy fully, pulling her closer, Cathy’s body felt warm, soft beneath her embrace and she smelled of heaven.  Her kisses were like fresh strawberries as Crystal began sinking into her; the room fading.  All that matters was Cathy and her presence in Crystal’s life; there was no crowded room, there was no Michael, and no problems, there was only bliss; the wonders of Cathy’s sweet embrace.  The feeling of being special to someone, of being important and cherished flooded her.  

Crystal backed off and looked into Cathy’s eyes, sinking in their dark pool, falling, diving down and moving with her to a place of ecstasy.  Her own eyes filling with tears as the feeling of total security filled her.   Crystal’s hands ran up so that her forearm bred against Cathy’s breasts and Crystal felt the familiar warmth between her legs.  She knew that Cathy was aware of her touch, for Cathy’s breathing had deepened also.  She drew Cathy closer still, grinding her hips into her while they once more began to kiss.  

Michael’s perfect form came into view.  He was dancing with the woman Crystal had seen earlier with Tom.  
“Oh God, I even remember his name” Crystal noted mentally.  
The spell broken with Cathy, Crystal moved back from her embrace and began once again just dancing, casting a glance in Michael’s direction every now and then.  
Her ever present voice whispering “it is just as well”, but she couldn’t shake the

emptiness, the cold void, as she stepped away from what could have been. 
Crystal noted that Michael appeared to be getting along quite well with Tom’s date/wife, as Michael’s hands ran down her back to end by grasping her butt firmly and pull her in closer to him.
The night seemed to crawl slowly on for Crystal.  She danced a few more times with Cathy, but never managed to reconnect, perhaps because Crystal had willed herself to remain in that numb space.  Michael changed partners a few times but always seemed to go back to Tom’s girlfriend/wife.  Crystal, at one point had looked for a ring on her finger to clarify her status with Tom, but at this moment couldn’t remember if she had such a sign there or not.  Crystal mentally noted that perhaps it could be the three additional shots of bourbon she had consumed, one after the other.  
The night finally was wearing down, the crowd was thinning as couples paired up and left in foursomes.  Crystal was always somewhat amazed at what would appear to her to be odd pairings; a heavyset pair with twig type pair, the old with the young, the hippy with the conservative, the beautiful people with the plain…  Perhaps that is exactly what most sought – their opposites, something totally different.
Later that Evening
When Crystal looked up she was appalled to see that Michael, Tom, and his girlfriend were walking toward her.  Michael did the charming thing and introduced them to her.  Tom’s date/wife had a name, Crystal did a quick check of the hand, yes a ring, so Sara and Tom were married.  

They drew up their chairs and joined Crystal at her table, she felt an urge to run.  Tom glanced over at her and winked.  Crystal couldn’t help but smile back.  Yes, Cathy was right; there was something about this rather average guy who didn’t seem so average up close.  Tom lifted his chair, pulling it a bit further forward and closer to Crystal so that his leg brushed up against hers.  She reached out and took his hand in a type of automatic response, having played this scene out many times in the past.
Crystal’s mind was racing with all the new information, the realization of the situation she would be dealing with.  Michael was talking softly to the group as a whole, but he had Sara’s undivided attention and why not, he really was beautiful to behold. 
“Why them and why tonight?” Crystal’s mind screamed.  Crystal shifted her weight in her chair at these uncomfortable intrusions into her nothingness.    
Tom smiled up at her revealing incredible canines.  Once again the thoughts of deserts and wind blown robes filled her imagination; and, God help her, she could picture herself with him.  She found she could only smile shyly in response and tightened her grip on his hand, keenly aware of him and the way in which her body was responding to him.
She tossed her head to the side, clearing her thoughts.  The voice in her head was softer now, a whisper, repeatedly asking “why them”, but it was no more than an annoyance. 
Mindlessly stroking her black velvet bag with her free hand, she heard Michael inquire if they would like to retire to the room he had rented for the night.  Tom inquired where they were booked in at and then suggested they go to his instead.  Michael agreed to this.  
Crystal’s heart began to race and for a moment she felt a sort of panic setting in.  “No, no”, she shook her head. The night just had to play out as planned, as familiar, as normal.  
“I well…” she heard her voice before she even realized she was speaking out loud, “I need to go to our room please”.  She flashed her attention to Michael, pleading with him with her eyes.  He raised one eyebrow in inquiry.  The panic was being replaced by the realization that she didn’t know how to explain herself; desperately she cast about for answers to questions they might asked and hoped beyond hope that no one would ask.  

“I don’t care where we go”, Sara’s voice came across for the first time to Crystal,  it was light, musical, with a hint of clean southern charm.  Sara smiled kindly over at Crystal, as if she understood.  Crystal felt a chill shoot down her spine, and then assured herself that clearly no one understood, it was only her imagination.  
Crystal and Sara studied each other, as women often do, but Crystal felt no threat, no hint of maliciousness from this exchanged.  Sara’s clear blue eyes seemed open, carefree; her rounded face and soft blond hair giving her the appearance of an innocent school girl.  Crystal realized with a jolt that Sara looked like someone she might honestly like to know.  
The “why” voice tried to speak but Crystal slammed the door hard on it.

At this point the three of them stood and Crystal hurried to stand also,  allowing herself a soft, rapid sigh, just as Michael proposed that she ride over with either just Tom or Tom and Sara so she could help show them the way.  
Crystal’s numb brain didn’t understand and she stood looking stupidly at Michael, who apparently read the expression of confusion on her face.  “They are from out of town, Hun.”  

“Oh”.  Crystal fumbled to reply but they already were working out the details.  Crystal would ride over with Sara and Tom to show them the way while Michael would go alone.  
Crystal followed them to their car, once more feeling pangs of panic because this was different from how things normally took place, different from how she had pictured it, imagined it, planned it. She felt confidence slowly flowing back into her, assuring her  she could deal with these small changes in her plans, and yet the awkwardness left her edgy and for some stupid reason she felt hostile and resenting of them for rearranging her plans.  

Sara suggested Crystal ride up front to better direct Tom on where to turn and such.  Tom hurried to open both doors for the ladies.  

“His ladies, at least for tonight, or so he thinks” Crystal’s mind cackled and it was all Crystal could do not to laugh hysterically.  
Crystal did her best to keep the conversation light and far away from anything personal as they rolled through the city.  They talked about the club and seemed to have many questions; it turned out this was their first experience there.  
“What an interesting, and unusual introduction to the scene” her mind once again speaking out to her in its sarcastic manner.   She struggled mightily to shut it down, to silence it.

When they would start in to tell her about themselves Crystal would hurriedly point out the next turn, or some landmark in their fair city.  After what seemed an exhausting voyage of evasion and redirection they finally arrived at the motel and Crystal lead them in and around to Michael’s and her room. 

Michael had apparently arrived just a few minutes before them, for he was just turning from having twisted the light knob into the on position and a soft light glowed, filling the room with yellow warmth.  They all sat down on the bed for a while, close to their own partners and talking softly.  Michael stood, opening a bottle of wine they had waiting in their room, pouring then handing out a glass to each before returning to his position on the bed.

Crystal tried not to listen as Tom and Sara revealed pieces about themselves, their lives.  Some parts of the conversation penetrated her walls at some level, but most of it she let bounce off and fall away from her.  She heard them say they had a child, a daughter, and the revelation caused her to stiffen involuntarily.  Michael placed his hand on her shoulder in a form of concern.  She tried to just ignore it, but he bent in to ask if everything was alright.  She bobbed her head in a positive affirmation. 
“His concern is too late” her mind screamed at her.  She felt the truthfulness of this statement settling about her, hardening in the tissue of her soul.  Crystal assured herself Michael was only putting on a show, appearing to be the concerned spouse.
Michael’s hands moved down her shoulders and he kissed her; his kiss tasting of passion, desire.  His hands slid under the strap of her dress, pushing it off her shoulder, exposing her from the waist up.  This was how Michael preferred to start these evenings, warming up on Crystal.  Crystal thought she heard Tom and Sara talking softly and then felt them shift on the bed, lying down next to each other.  
Michael pulled her down so they were all lying side by side and she was aware of warm bodies surrounding her as Michael’s hands moved expertly over her, stroking her shoulders, running over her breasts, reaching inside to pinch at her nipples.  Michael’s hands moved down to her hips and then he neatly flipped her over, so she was facing away from him and staring instead at Sara’s back.  Tom had removed Sara’s shirt, her back softly curving up to reveal her hips.  Crystal always loved the way a woman looked from the back and lightly she reached out running her index finger gently down, tracing Sara’s spine; her skin was extremely soft under Crystal’s touch.  Sara moaned, half turned to smile at her.  Crystal flattened her hand on Sara’s back and ran it down the length, allowing her finger tips to slide an inch inside Sara’s waistband.  

Crystal giggled, as Michael finished with the zipper on her dress and took it off of her, musing at the fact that you just can’t remove some pieces of clothing in an elegant manner when you are lying on them, no matter how hard you try.  
Sara at this moment was helping Tom to remove her skirt and under things then turned in the bed to face Crystal.  Sara’s face soft before her, Crystal admired her well proportioned breast, soft, round mounds with moderate size nipples.  Sara’s neck was long and her shoulder bones were clearly visible.  
Crystal, leaning in to kiss one of Sara’s shoulders feeling her shivers under her kiss. 

Crystal whispered an inquiry “have you been with other women”.  
Sara’s response was to gaze into Crystal’s eyes and then kiss her lips delicately.  Crystal took that as a yes, or perhaps rather a statement of willingness.   

“So beautiful” Crystal heard herself saying as she allowed the side of her hand to slide down between Sara’s breast, which were slightly pushed together because of her sideways position on the bed, Crystal’s hand briefly cupping and holding her breast, feeling the weight of it while Sara’s nipple nestling in the center of her palm, then relaxing her hand and allowing it to travel on down toward her stomach.   
Crystal was aware of Michael’s breath growing heavier, he was pushing in behind her, she felt his hardness pressing against her ass and squirming back against him while she began to kiss Sara;  she was becoming aware of a growing sense of excitement within herself.  

Sara’s mouth was very soft, warm, and marvelously smooth. Crystal moved to pull her closer, wanting to feel skin against skin, bare nipple against nipple.  Sara melted into her, matching the urgency of her kisses.  There were hands and mouths all over Crystal now, and she was never clear who was touching her where.  Someone’s hand was between her legs, stroking very lightly.  Crystal’s body was awake, responsive to all this touching, caressing.  As she often did, her eyes were firmly closed, preferring not to be distracted by sight as she moved deeper into her passion.  For a moment there was coolness touching her back, the bed moved, but shortly another body lay behind her.  She continued kissing Sara and stroking her breasts as this new body pushed up against her.  
Tom’s touch was very light  running down her arm, he gently kissed the back of her neck.  Crystal moaned in approval and thrust her tongue deeply into Sara’s mouth.  She felt Michael’s hand slide down and take hold of one of Sara’s breasts; she felt Sara squirm and shift, pushing backwards toward Michael.  Tom’s hands were stroking her hair and the back of her neck, his breath was in her ear between his kisses.  She could feel him growing hard against her and felt a familiar longing to feel a man inside of her.  

Bodies shifted, Michael helping Sara to turn toward him.  Tom stood and helped Crystal to her feet, guiding her gently to the other bed, where he laid her out as a prize.  Tom’s eyes devouring her, a lust gleaming there that fueled the fire inside of her.  She felt certain nervous apprehension looking him over, but there he stood, his body well toned, lightly muscled frame with slender waist and thighs, his package was larger than she would have anticipated for the size man that he was.  He slid down on top of her, his weight and the hardness of his body melting into her; she wrapped her arms around him and ran her nail tips lightly across his tight back.  For the first time this evening she became aware of his unique smell and breathed deeply, taking it in, almost tasting it.
Tom’s beard felt odd, neither soft nor rough, as it rubbed on her shoulders and neck, all the while his tongue flicking in little patterns as he moved farther down her chest until his mouth encircled her nipples.  For a moment she stiffened, aware of how small she must seem compared his wife, but his pleasure in her breasts was evident as he rubbed his penis between her legs, grinding on her inner thigh.  His mouth continued, alternating between kissing, suck, and biting on her nipples until she was aflame with desire and pushing back hard against him, groaning in her pleasure, her hands explored his back, his butt and finally reaching down to grab his manhood.  He was very stiff in her hands and she heard him sigh with pleasure at her touch, he rolled onto his side so she could stroke him better.  
She was distracted by the new view she was given of the other bed, of Michael with Sara.  His head was firmly between her legs, she thought she could even hear him licking at her, one of his hands was firmly pinching Sara’s nipple.  Her back was arched in pleasure and small gasps were escaping her open mouth.  She was tossing her head slowly back and forth on the pillow.  
Crystal hated it, the sights, and the sounds of Michael enjoying someone else; she had always hated it.  At first she had tried hard to find the pleasure many talked about in watching.  She had spent a good year struggling to grasp that, desperately trying to see the erotic in it, trying to feel good about seeing her lover enjoying someone else.  
Crystal was a failure, she never found that pleasure. She knew beyond doubt that she was weak, flawed, because all she found was pain and an overwhelming desire to get the hell away from all of it.   It destroyed her until finally she learned how to melt into herself, to go far away and ignore all of it; to forget that the man she loved was pleasuring, and taking pleasure from, another woman.  Now she only dealt with these brief glimpses into it, before she threw up the steal walls that made her cage.  Now she only lived with the memories that would come in the lonely hours of the night, frozen moments when specters of previous experiences danced around and taunted her, or they would come to her when Michael and her were in bed together and she would have to fight off the revulsion, the desire to throw up.  She felt her body tensing.
Tom’s hand slid between her legs, he was still hard in her hand and somehow her hand had kept stroking him all the  while, it reminded her,  gave her something else to think about, something else to feel beside rage, inadequacy,  here was her chance to melt away once again.
Crystal pushed back from Tom, mumbling that she needed the restroom.  She walked over, picking up her velvet bag and headed for the bathroom.  Once inside she turned the light on, glanced in the mirror to see that her hair was now slightly disheveled as she reached into her bag, taking out her cigarettes.  She pulled one from the pack, dropping the pack into the sink; lit it and then dropped the lighter into the sink also.  She took one long drag, then one long breath before reaching into her bag once again and feeling the hard, somewhat heavy metal there.
Crystal let the cigarette slip from her fingers to land on the floor as she turned and floated from the bathroom, wrapped securely in numb purpose she glided to the center, between both beds, her hands hanging at her sides, but the butt of the gun firmly held in her right hand.  She looked first at Tom and half raised the gun, he started to rise in alarm but she shook her head no, and as if by magic he didn’t move.  
She pointed it toward Michael.  Sara’s back was still arched in pleasure; lost in their bliss, neither of them saw her, and Tom was still frozen.  She took aim at Michael’s head and gave off a strangled laugh, barely audible beyond a whispered tone and closer to a cry of pain than a true laugh.  She moved the revolver slightly upward, pointing it at Sara’s head.  
Tom finally moved and everyone seemed to become aware that something was going on in the room, besides their pursuit of pleasure.
Crystal pointed the gun at her own head, her eyes just beginning to glisten with tears, as Michael rolled onto his back.  Tom started toward her, stopped and then ran over to Sara.  Michael just stared at her, as if he didn’t understand what he was seeing.  

“Michael, I can’t.” She positioned the gun under her jaw firmly, back by her ear thrusting it up so that it pointed at an angle inwards and upwards  For a moment she felt the pain as the cold metal pushed hard into her jaw line..  

Michael started to move, and Crystal willed him to remain there, shaking her head softly to indicate her negative response, but never loosing the position of the gun at her throat.  Michael kept moving, lifting himself  to a sitting position and pushing himself toward her… and in the dim light she thought she saw fear in his eyes, and yes, even perhaps a bit of concern, or compassion for her.   His hands were outstretched to her, his voice was soft, pleading… as he begged her to just give him the gun.

“My love” she said, closing her eyes and feeling the warm tears racing down her face, burning her cheeks.  “It is over” she heard the voice assure her, as she willed her finger to close, pulling the trigger.

A Different End

Crystal let the cigarette slip from her fingers to land on the floor as she turned and floated from the bathroom, wrapped securely in numb purpose she glided to the center, between both beds, her hands hanging at her sides, but the butt of the gun firmly held in her right hand.  She looked first at Tom and half raised the gun, he started to rise in alarm but she shook her head no, and as if by magic he didn’t move.  
She pointed it toward Michael.  Sara’s back was still arched in pleasure; lost in their bliss, neither of them saw her, and Tom was still frozen.  She took aim at Michael’s head and gave off a strangled laugh, barely audible beyond a whispered tone and closer to a cry of pain than a true laugh.  She moved the revolver slightly upward, pointing it at Sara’s head.  
That is when Tom finally moved and everyone seemed to become aware that something was going on in the room, besides their pursuit of pleasure.

Crystal pointed the gun at her own head, her eyes just beginning to glisten with tears, as Michael rolled onto his back Tom started toward her, stopped and dove over to Sara.  Michael just stared at her, as if he didn’t understand what he was seeing.  

“Michael, I can’t.” She positioned the gun under her jaw firmly, back by her ear thrusting it up so that it pointed at an angle inwards and upwards  For a moment she felt pain as the cold metal pushed hard into her jaw line..  

Michael started to move, and Crystal willed him to remain there, shaking her head softly to indicate her negative response, but never loosing the position of the gun at her throat.  But Michael kept moving, lifting himself  to a sitting position and pushing himself toward her… and in the dim light she thought she saw fear in his eyes, and yes, even perhaps a bit of concern, or compassion for her.   His hands were outstretched to her, his voice was soft, pleading… as he begged her to just give him the gun.

“Crystal, please”, his voice pleading with her “Oh God, don’t, please don’t”, he reached up and nervously ran his hand through his hair, “I love you”.  His words floated down to her like an owls calls on a foggy night, softly wrapped and barely audible as they reached her ears.  Did she imagine it, or were there tears in his eyes?

She could feel her knees growing weak, and she longed to reach out to him.  It was over, it was all over.  She wished desperately to connect with him as she felt herself falling, floating down through that same dense fog to the floor, the gun falling at her side, unfired.

A Final End
Crystal let the cigarette slip from her fingers to land on the floor as she turned and floated from the bathroom, wrapped securely in numb purpose she glided to the center, between both beds, her hands hanging at her sides, but the butt of the gun firmly held in her right hand.  She looked first at Tom and half raised the gun, he started to rise in alarm but she shook her head no, and as if by magic he didn’t move.  
She pointed it toward Michael.  Sara’s back was still arched in pleasure; lost in their bliss, neither of them saw her, and Tom was still frozen.  She took aim at Michael’s head and gave off a strangled laugh, barely audible beyond a whispered tone and closer to a cry of pain than a true laugh.  She moved the revolver slightly upward, pointing it at Sara’s head.  
Tom finally moved and everyone seemed to become aware that something was going on in the room, besides their pursuit of pleasure.
Crystal pointed the gun at her own head, her eyes just beginning to glisten with tears, as Michael rolled onto his back.  Tom started toward her, stopped and dove to reach Sara.  Michael just stared at her, as if he didn’t understand, but Crystal felt certain on some level he did comprehend why she was doing this.

“Michael, I can’t”, she aimed carefully, but quickly, at his head, “I do love you”.  There was no shaking in her, no fear, no thought except to end all of this, as she had begged him to end it many times before.  The gun went off, she knew this not because she heard it, but because Michael’s body went limp, she deliberately didn’t look toward his face.  

Then Sara started screaming and the noise penetrated Crystal’s numb space, threatening to tear the walls down; she couldn’t let these walls collapse now, she aimed at Sara’s open mouth and shot, the screams silenced with only a slight jerk in Crystal’s wrist as the gun fired. 
Tom sat there, holding Sara, bathed in red, he turned to look at Crystal, then back to look at Sara in his arms.  Crystal doubted that he heard her, as she whispered “I’m sorry” before pulling the trigger that left him motionless also.

Sara grabbed her dress, slipped it on over head, patted her hair to straighten it.  She went back in bathroom, put the gun, her cigarettes and lighter back into her velvet bag before heading for the door and what ever waited for her there, wrapped safely within her walls.  
“It is done” she heard the voice whisper to her; “no one and nothing can hurt you now”.  The corners of her mouth twitched in a smile, and another strangled laugh escaped her lips as she stroked the velvet bag.
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