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License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
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recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.
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Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


Each of the 25 Parts of Her
Catalyst has some descriptive scenes of intimate pleasure
experienced individually or shared between consenting adults which
are inappropriate to children and will be offensive to some adults.
Some Parts also have brief descriptive scenes of violence unrelated
to intimacy. In addition, some of the statements and ideas
expressed by the characters may be offensive to some people. The
intent of this writer is not to be offensive, but to allow the
characters to practice their right of the freedom of speech.
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An explanatory note:

 


This story takes place in an alternate time
line which uses a calendar of ten months with six weeks of six days
each. The remaining five days are set aside for the New Year
holiday at the beginning of the year which expands to six days
every fourth year.

Months are identified as ‘first’ through
‘tenth’ with the New Year holiday being the ‘zero’ month at the
beginning of each year. The days of the week are known as:
first-day, second-day, third-day, fourth-day, fifth-day, and
sixth-day. Dates are recorded with four digits for the year, two
digits for the month, and two digits for the day. For example,
2120-06-18 refers to the year 2120, the 6th month, and the 18th
day.

Days are divided into 24 hours with the start
of the hour being referred to by the number followed by the word
‘hundred’. For example, noon is called ‘twelve hundred’ and an hour
later is ‘thirteen hundred’. Rather than use precise times, the
following abbreviations are used to designate general time periods
with the dates:

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

For inclusive time period listings with
dates, ‘>’ is used between time period abbreviations. For
example (m>a) means from the morning into or through the
afternoon. For partial time period listings with dates, (a1) is the
first part of the afternoon and (a2) is the second part of the
afternoon.

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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When she lets George breathe, Sharlene sits up,
quickly unbuckles and unzips his pants, then leans back over and
kisses his face, his ears, and his neck. After his breathing has
settled, she locks lips with him again and as the kiss goes on, she
supports herself on her left arm while her right hand slips under
the waistband of his underwear to caresses his lower abdomen and
scrotum and then stroke his rapidly growing penis.

As she lets him breathe again, she stretches out her
legs to lay on him. While her hips rock back and forth over her
wrist which is between her legs and connected to her hand which is
still stroking his penis, the pleasure for both of them rapidly
grows. He quickly pulls her shirt out of her pants and his hands
are soon caressing the bare skin of her sides and back which causes
a tight upward spiral to develop as the excitement and pleasure of
one enhances and encourages the excitement and pleasure of the
other. As one of his hands slips under her back bra strap and the
fingertips of the other hand slip under the back waistband of her
pants, she cries out while his penis pulses under her hand.

Even as she starts to catch her breath, her hips
start rocking again across her wrist, if they had ever stopped,
only now they’re joined by his hands at her waist which help her
rocking motion. This proves to be too exciting as she climaxes with
another cry of pleasure. When he pushes her up at her waist, she
pulls her knees forward to lift her pubic area away from her wrist.
As he notices her buttocks sticking up, he would be getting excited
all over again if he wasn’t already spent. Eventually, her
breathing settles some and she tells him, “Thank you, my wonderful
man, not only for the pleasure, but for having the discipline to
stop it for the moment.”

“Thank you, my lady, for touching me. You’re
truly an inspiration. I had no idea I could climax again so
soon.”

She forces herself to move then tells him, “Lay and
rest, my man, I’m going to see if we have enough of a sample for a
sperm count.” Between the two of them, they move his pants and
underwear down several inches and reveal a small puddle of semen.
She somewhat stumbles out the door and is soon back with a spoon
and table knife to scoop up the semen. After she sets it on the
bathroom counter, she washes him and as she dries him, his only
response is a dreamy smile.

Since she guesses he’s about to fall asleep, she
pulls a blanket over him, briefly kisses his forehead, then takes
the spoon and knife to the kitchen, gets out the microscope,
transfers the semen to a slide, and examines the sample. As she
carefully looks all over the sample, she doesn’t see any of the
‘little buggers swimming around’ as Doctor Karlson put it. That
ought to make George happy, although it would be wise to examine
another sample since this one was soon enough after his previous
release that there might not have been enough of the ‘little
buggers’ ready to be released.

After she cleans up the microscope slide as well as
the spoon and knife, she puts the microscope away. In the bedroom,
she sees that he’s fallen asleep, then washes herself and changes
her panty. She decides to let him sleep so she goes back to the
kitchen, makes some tea, then sits down and reads through the
request for proposal and draft proposal which Klara had left. She
writes down a number of questions and some thoughts about the
proposal then puts it away because she’s interested in George
coming up with his own thoughts and questions. A little later, she
remembers that Klara is coming to dinner and maybe Mariam also, so
she checks to see what she has available and sets out something to
thaw.

Sharlene goes back to the bedroom to check on George
and can only grin at the state of undress they left him in. After
she briefly considers the situation, she figures it’s time to get
him up so she lays down next to him and props herself on her left
arm next to him and begins to fondle his scrotum and limp penis
with her right hand. It’s seldom that she’s seen it in this
condition and she delights in how it feels to touch it, although
it’s not long before it starts to grow almost as if by magic, in
spite of her understanding the biological functions which take
place inside of his body. Even as his lower anatomy arouses, he
doesn’t, although his sleeping face is starting to dreamily
smile.

A little later, she leans over to half lay on him,
begins to kiss his face, and whisper in his ear that it’s time to
wake up. Slowly he wakes up, and in spite of being somewhat
embarrassed at being partially undressed, he can only smile at her
as the pleasure flowing through him from her touch makes it
difficult for any other thoughts to fully form. She reluctantly
releases his penis then willingly moves her hand to caress his face
as she says, “Time to wake up, my one and only.”

“You are a joy. I don’t think I’ve ever been
woken up so wonderfully before.” He gently pulls her head to his
and thoroughly kisses her. When he breaks the kiss in order to
breathe, it takes all of her effort to restrain herself from
escalating the pleasure yet again. Swiftly, she sits up, stands up,
then holds out a hand to help him up. As he looks at her for a
little while as his breathing settles, he seems to sense her
struggle, so he takes her hand, and instead of pulling her back
onto the bed as he’s so tempted to do, he uses her hand to help him
sit up as he involuntarily groans.

“What’s the matter?”

“My back isn’t used to laying on the bed while
my feet are on the floor. I’ll be okay in a little while.” He
glances down at himself then up at her and remarks, “I guess we did
leave me in a rather unusual state.”

She bites her lip for a moment because it’s one thing
to talk about it in general, but it’s quite another to have the
evidence stand up in front of her. Eventually, she manages to say,
“I hope it doesn’t make me sound bad or something, but I like to
see you like that.”

He shakes his head then tells her, “Young lady, you
really are most unusual. I don’t think you’re bad at all, I just
can’t understand how you can like seeing an old man like this. I
guess I just have to accept that’s how you feel. I must admit that
if our positions were reversed, I would find the view most
wonderfully interesting and would have to severely restrain myself
from wanting a closer look.”

He pushes himself up, pulls his clothes back on, and
feels embarrassed as she avidly watches him. She takes him by the
hand and leads him to the table where she sits him down, gets him a
drink, and asks him to read over the request for proposal from the
Institute and Klara’s draft proposal. While he reads them and
writes down his own questions and comments, she makes a quick trip
to the post office and the grocery store.

When Sharlene returns, she has the groceries in the
house before he can offer to help, but he notices she seems
somewhat bothered, so he asks her, “What’s the matter, love?”

“I thought I was being followed part of the
way.”

George gets up and wraps his arms around her as he
asks, “Did you recognize a vehicle?”

“No, that’s the weird thing. The feeling
persisted even when none of the vehicles looked the same. I took a
couple of turns away from home and took a long way around and the
feeling disappeared as quickly as it appeared. I can remember it,
but I didn’t feel it for the last few blocks.”

“Strange. Well, you’re safe now. Next time, let
me go with you.”

“Maybe I will. Thank you. Let me put the
groceries away. Will you help me get dinner started?”

“I’ll help in any way I can.”

“Thank you.”

It doesn’t take them long to get the ingredients
ready so all that’s left is the final combination and cooking.

A little later, she asks, “Well, what do you think of
Klara’s proposal?”

“She’s right, there is a lot of the legal stuff
that either doesn’t mean much to me or make sense. I wrote down a
number of questions which could probably be answered by a first
year law student or are a part of generally accepted legal
statements.” He hands her his list of questions and
comments.

“Interesting. You asked a number of the same
questions I did.”

“Really? I guess great minds do think alike,”
he grins at her.

Sharlene sets the paper down and hugs him while she
asks, “George?”

“Yes, love?”

“Why have our desires been so strong today? Or
is it that our resistance is running low?”

“I don’t know. I’ve been wondering the same
thing. I thought I had enough trouble controlling myself before.
Today, it seems so much harder to not touch you a lot
more.”

“That’s the way I feel.”

“Before we talk more about what we don’t
understand, we probably ought to discuss Klara’s proposal as she
requested.”

“You’re right. Do you need a fresh
drink?”

“Yes, please.”

As they review the request for proposal and Klara’s
draft proposal together, they come up with a couple of other
questions, some possible answers to a few of their earlier
questions, but no great understanding or solutions, although they
do gain a little better understanding of how the other person
thinks and views things. After they finish their discussion of the
proposal, their conversation moves to guesses about how things
might change and what might be involved in starting the company and
getting it going.

Sharlene’s phone rings and she answers it,
“Hello?”

“Sharlene, it’s Mariam. Can I come
over?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll be there in a few.”

Sharlene can almost hear the click of Mariam
disconnecting the call and explains to George, “That was Mariam.
She’s upset and will be here in a few minutes.” They make quick
bathroom trips, move the papers from the table to a corner of the
kitchen counter and share a quick hug and a kiss before the
doorbell rings.
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Sharlene barely gets the door open before Mariam
rushes in and almost fiercely hugs her. When she releases her, she
rushes over to George, barely stops, then asks, “Hold me, George?”
When he opens his arms, she seems to fly into them. After a moment,
Mariam requests, “Tighter, old man, please,” so he tightens his hug
as much as he dares.

Sharlene closes and locks the door and steps
close.

Mariam briefly hesitates then says, “Sharlene, I’m
sorry, but I need a man’s hug right now.”

“It’s okay, Mariam,” and she rubs her back
between her shoulder blades, “I fully understand.” Sharlene steps
up behind her, reaches around Mariam, grips George’s belt on each
side at the waist and adds her own strength to squeeze Mariam
between them. After awhile, Mariam start to slightly relax and
while her head is on George’s shoulder, she begins to
sob.

Quite awhile later, she rubs her face on George’s
shirt to dry her tears and then she lifts up a hand, pulls his head
down, and begins to kiss him. As his eyes open wide in surprise he
looks at Sharlene who nods her head in approval just before the
doorbell rings again. Sharlene steps away, opens the door, and
invites Klara in.

Klara steps in the door and stops in shock as she
sees George kissing a strange woman. It takes her a moment to
recognize Mariam and when she looks sharply at Sharlene, she gets a
nod in return. After she closes and locks the door, Sharlene steps
back to them as Mariam finally breaks the kiss to let George
breathe and he looks at Sharlene and Klara with an expression of
bewilderment while he tries to catch his breath.

Sharlene again caresses her back and says, “Mariam,
Klara is here. Do you want to tell us about it?”

“Yes.” She briefly hesitates before she asks,
“Sharlene, I’m sorry, but can George hold me?”

“Of course. Would you like a drink?”

“Wine, please.”

Sharlene looks at Klara who answers, “The same.”

They walk to the love seat and Mariam barely lets him
sit down before she swarms onto him and sits on his upper legs and
snuggles up to him, Sharlene gets a couple of glasses of wine while
Klara grabs a dining room chair to pull over to the love seat.
After she gives the wine to Klara and Mariam, Sharlene sits next to
George on the love seat and lays a comforting hand on Mariam’s knee
while George gingerly holds her.

“Mariam, what happened?”

Instead of answering, Mariam hands her empty glass to
Sharlene and requests, “More?”

“No. I don’t want you drunk before you tell
us.”

A moment later, Mariam nods her head then turns to
Klara and asks, “How much can we sue that slime filled maggot
ridden Institute for?”

“That depends on why we’re suing
them.”

“Anything under the sun, moon, and
stars.”

Klara gently says, “I’m sorry, Mariam, but you’ll
need to be somewhat more specific than that.”

“I know, it’s just that I’m so angry, so mad,
so hurt, so . . . everything, I can’t think straight,” and bursts
into renewed tears. George hugs her tighter and cradles her head on
his shoulder as he gently caresses her head with his right hand
while he tries to comfort her. Sometime later, as her tears
diminish, Mariam accepts tissues from Sharlene to dry her tears and
blow her nose before she asks, “What did I do with my
purse?”

“I don’t know.” Sharlene gets up, goes towards
the front door, then says, “Here it is. You must have dropped it
when you came in.”

After she digs into her purse, Mariam pulls out a
compact recorder and hands it to Sharlene who passes it to Klara
while Mariam explains, “That’s what I recorded in the afternoon
session. I’m sorry I don’t have a recording of the morning
session.” She drops her purse on the floor beside the love seat,
leans closer to George, pulls his arms tighter around her, pauses,
then says, “After I left the shop with my vehicle, I was angry they
had messed with my vehicle, but I tried to keep my anger under
control. I had barely sat down at my desk when the directors called
me in.

“They didn’t seem to care about my vehicle
troubles, they just wanted to know how the visit to ‘Mr. G’ had
gone. I tried to give them a factual report of George’s house and
library. They just nodded and smiled at each other as though I had
confirmed their initial impressions. Then they asked what I had
learned about your plans. I started out by saying that you would
like a list of equipment, both hardware and software, and other
supplies which the Project used so you would be able to purchase
equipment which was familiar to the employees. Immediately, they
called Kassandra in and told her to start putting together such a
list. Kassandra looked somewhat bewildered at such a request, but
said, ‘Okay,’ and went out.

“I talked some about the investor you guys had
mentioned, like he had more than enough resources but doesn’t like
to throw money away, while they assumed it was ‘Mr. G’ I was
describing. No matter what I said it only seemed to reinforce their
impression of ‘Mr. G’. There were almost gleeful when I said you
were already searching for a place to rent and that the investor
had already set up a new company to manage the Project. At about
that time they called an end to the session and told me to be ready
to come back in an hour or two after they had had their
lunch.

“I grabbed a sandwich and a drink from the
cafeteria and went to the testing area. On the way, I saw Kassandra
and asked her to come along. Thankfully, Todd and Julie were there
so I told the three of them what was going on. They didn’t
disbelieve me, but they had a hard time believing the directors
could stoop that low. Todd gave me that compact recorder to take
with me. I don’t know how well it picked up the conversation or if
it lasted the whole time, but it was the best I could
do.”

Klara assures her, “Mariam, you did well. I’m sorry I
didn’t think of giving you some sort of recording device to begin
with. So how did the afternoon session go?”

Mariam begins to tremble and as the tears begin to
flow, George kisses the top of her head and murmurs comforting
words and after awhile, she calms down a little which enables her
to speak. “I don’t think I’ve been so humiliated in my life. When
they called me back in, they asked about the video recorder and I
said there was only a little on it. I handed it over and they
immediately put the recording in and watched it on their big
screen. They stopped it every few frames to discuss what they
saw.

“They asked if Molly was a trained guard dog
and I had to say I didn’t know. They even tried to estimate how big
the house was from the outside. They figured that even if it wasn’t
five thousand square feet it was a lot bigger than any cabin they
had ever seen. When the recording ended as Sharlene was coming to
hug me, they asked why it ended. I pointed out that I couldn’t very
well keep my finger on the record button while I tried to hug
someone since that would be too obvious. They reluctantly agreed
that was probably true.

“I said there was a little more. They started
the recording again, saw the library and then could hear the voices
in the background and saw that the recorder was taken away. Then
they started in on me about being incompetent and not able to
complete such a simple task. It was all I could do to take it and
not lash back out at them.

“When they eventually ran down, I said that you
had threatened to sue me for corporate espionage, but had agreed to
accept a signed confession which said I had been coerced into doing
so. They wondered why that upset me. I asked them if they knew the
consequences of corporate espionage. They said there was nothing to
worry about because first of all, you wouldn’t want to jeopardize
your chance to get the Project and secondly, they had a good
lawyer.

“Finally they asked if I had any success with
getting close to ‘Mr. G’. I tried to be very precise in asking them
if they meant did I have any success in using my body at their
demand to take ‘Mr. G’ to bed to make him more inclined to pursue
the Project. Their reply was something like, ‘Yes, of course that’s
what we meant.’ I simply stated that ‘Mr. G’ had refused my
offer.

“They stared at me in disbelief for awhile
before one of them asked, ‘He refused? Weren’t you clear enough?’
I’m afraid I was somewhat hysterical about then and told them that
‘Mr. G’ clearly understood my offer and refused me and that it was
very humiliating to offer myself to someone only to be refused and
how could they force me to do something like that.

“They said they didn’t force me. I asked what
kind of choice did I have if it was either offer myself or lose my
job. They shrugged that off and said maybe I ought to lose my job
for not succeeding. I pointed out that nowhere in my job
description was there anything about using my body for sexual
favors. They said my job description was whatever they decided it
ought to be.

“Then they said they would consider my future
standing with the Institute and told me to leave. As I was about to
step out of the door, I heard one of them say, ‘I wouldn’t have
refused her.’ I turned back and said, ‘I wouldn’t have offered,’
then slammed the door on my way out. I grabbed my stuff from my
desk and came here.”

As George holds her tighter, Sharlene grabs her hands
and says, “Mariam, I’m so sorry.”

“I hope I didn’t mess things up for you
guys.”

Klara moves her chair closer, takes one of Mariam’s
hands from Sharlene, and tells her, “Mariam, I’m so sorry they put
you through that. If I had guessed they would go that low, I would
have gone in with you or not discussed anything over the weekend.”
Klara pauses a moment to look at each of them then says, “It looks
like they’ve drawn the battle lines. Mariam, do you have any
personal items at your desk?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have access to get in after normal work
hours?”

“Yes. What are you getting at?”

“Please don’t react until you hear everything I
have to say. Based on how they treated you this afternoon, do you
feel comfortable trying to continue to work there?”

“No. But what else am I going to do? If I get
fired for walking out . . .”

George clamps a hand over her mouth and gently says,
“Shhh, be patient, let Klara talk.”

“Thank you, George.”
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When George removes his hand, Mariam says, “I’m
sorry, Klara.”

Klara assures her, “We understand. The Institute
would be well within its rights to fire you for walking out,” Klara
holds up a hand to forestall her protest then continues,
“regardless of what prompted you to walk out. However, what they
told you and how they treated you is very much grounds for a
lawsuit. It won’t necessarily get your job back, assuming you want
it back, but it will certainly vindicate you so that any reasonable
person won’t have a problem hiring you based on your employable
skills. Okay?”

She hesitates before she responds, “Okay.”

“After dinner, you and I will go remove your
personal items from your desk, we’ll even take a security guard
along to observe if we need to. Then we’ll leave a note addressed
to your boss which says that you quit effective immediately.
Tomorrow or later, if they contact you, tell them only to contact
me. As far as your future employment is concerned, I’m more
confident than ever that you guys will get the Project. In the
meantime, I’ll hire you as a local law clerk.”

Mariam protests, “But I don’t know anything about
being a law clerk.”

“Can you take dictation and file?”

“Of course.”

Klara assures her, “Then you’ll do fine. The rest you
can learn. Sharlene, about how long will it take to fix
dinner?”

“No more than a half of an hour.”

“Good. Can Mariam borrow your computer while
you work on dinner?”

“Sure, let me get it.”

“Mariam, first document, a letter addressed to
your boss saying that effective immediately, you quit, with no
explanation. Was your boss in the meeting this
afternoon?”

“Technically, no. Effectively, yes. According
to the organization chart I report to the manager of administrative
services for the Project who has been reassigned since the Project
has shrunk. Since then, I’ve been reporting to the director of the
Project.”

“If he doesn’t understand why you quit, no
explanation will help him to understand.”

“Here’s the computer.”

“Thank you, Sharlene. Mariam, scoot over and
let George up for a little while.”

Instead of scooting over, Mariam turns and kisses
George to his wide eyed surprise, but when he sees Sharlene smile
and nod, he responds to the kiss. After she breaks the kiss to let
him catch his breath, Mariam scoots over while Klara shakes her
head.

Sharlene leans over, hugs Klara’s shoulders, and
tells her “I wouldn’t object if you want to kiss him too.”

Klara looks at him speculatively for a moment then
says, “But, Sharlene, he’s too old to be a toy boy.”

They all start to laugh.

“Thank you, Klara, for seeing me as I am.” He
stands up and kisses Sharlene who enthusiastically
responds.

When George’s breathing has somewhat settled and
before he can step away, Klara pulls him down by his sleeve and to
everyone’s surprise, she kisses him as well.

He stammers, “Why . . . Klara?”

“George, I’m not sure. Because I wanted to.
Because I didn’t want to feel left out. I don’t really know. Either
way, thank you for responding.”

He takes several steps away, then turns and looks at
each of them before he proclaims, “You’re all crazy. Can’t you see
I’m just a boring worn out wreck of a dirty old man!” He turns and
swiftly walks down the hall.

“George!!!” Before Sharlene can race after him,
Klara grabs her and pulls her onto her upper legs and holds her
tightly. Sharlene reaches out an arm, “George!?!” then collapses
into tears.

“Shhh, Sharlene, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize he
was so close to the edge.”

Mariam asks, “What edge?”

“How much do you know about George?”

“Only what Sharlene has told me and what I’ve
seen for myself. He’s a very kind, gentle, and generous man. He’s
not someone I would have ever made an effort to get to know, but
now that I’ve gotten to know him a little, he’s, well, . . . I’m
sorry, Sharlene, but I’m finding myself rather attracted to
him.”

Klara explains, “Think of decades of no one making an
effort to get to know you, then as an old man set in his ways and
in his self-image, a kind beautiful young woman steps into his life
and says she wants him. A little later, another beautiful young
woman invites him to bed. I don’t know if he noticed it or not, but
Angelisa went out of her way to hug him. All of a sudden, he feels
surrounded by women who want his attention. It’s more than his
self-image can handle. I assume he’s had other crisis points over
the past few weeks.”

Sharlene nods her head as she accepts some tissues to
dry her eyes and blow her nose before she responds, “Poor George.
He wasn’t shown love as a child, he wasn’t viewed as boyfriend
worthy through high school and college, then he marries a woman who
is more interested in escaping an abusive father than loving him.
His only protection was to reinforce the self-image that he’s
unworthy and unwanted. He still has trouble believing I want him.
He’s getting better, but it’s so hard for him. Yet, he has so much
love and care to share, that I feel selfish if I don’t encourage
him to share his hugs and kisses. Klara, why did you keep me from
going to him?”

“Sometimes he needs time to deal with his
crisis on his own. I imagine that when he’s had other crisis
points, you were right there trying to convince him and demonstrate
how much you want him.”

“Yes. Was that wrong?”

Klara shakes her head as she answers, “No, it wasn’t
wrong. That’s probably what he needs most of the time. This time I
sensed some anger in his voice. If that’s true, then he might have
unintentionally lashed out at you and then felt horribly guilty
afterwards. Does he have these crisis points often?”

“They’re becoming less frequent, but it seems
like it’s just one little thing which pushes him over the edge and
I never know how close he is until I do or say that one little
thing. Klara, I’m certainly not blaming you because I’ve been doing
it all along, but I suspect that you kissing him did it this
time.”

“You’re probably right. I have the impression
that he’s surprised when Mariam kisses him, but it’s not an
unexpected shock. Since up to now I’ve pretty much kept my
distance, he expected me to maintain that relationship or to slowly
change it, so for me to kiss him must have been quite a
shock.”

Mariam asks, “Sharlene, what did you mean when you
said that George wasn’t shown love as a child?”

“From what he’s said, when he was very young,
he was shown love and affection, but when he was about school age
his parents decided he was getting too old as a boy to be shown
physical affection, so they stopped. The problem was that he was
the oldest of five kids, so while his parents provided physical
affection to his younger siblings, it was denied to
him.”

“That’s rough. It would have been better to
have not been given any all along.”

“Yeah. It’s very hard for him to accept the
idea that he’s worthy of love and affection. What I have a hard
time understanding is how he still has so much love and care to
give. With his background, I would have thought it had dried up
long ago. When he was holding you a little while ago, how did you
feel?”

Mariam answers, “Like I was safely in the arms of
love, almost as though I was a beloved daughter who had scrapped
her knee. So why did I respond to him with a kiss and want . . .
more?”

“Exactly. Klara, what about when you kissed
him?”

“He was obviously surprised, but he quickly
responded to the level of kiss which I gave him, no more and no
less.”

Sharlene nods her head as she explains, “That’s what
I’ve found. It’s like he knows just how much love, care, comfort,
or whatever you want to call it, to give at the moment to meet the
need. Yet, it’s like he has a deeper well of affection, which can
sometimes be sensed, and if you can reach it, you somehow know it
will fill you up to overflowing.”

Mariam’s eyes briefly open wide before she responds,
“Yes, that’s it. So why has he been so lonely?”

“You said it earlier. He’s not someone you
would have made an effort to get to know. He’s also a strong
introvert, so he won’t easily put himself into a position for
others to get to know him. One time when we talked along these
lines, he ‘blamed’ me in the sense that if I hadn’t shown an
interest in him, you and anyone else would have ignored him. But
since I, as a ‘beautiful young woman’, showed an interest in him
that raised the curiosity of other women as to what I find
attractive about him.”

Mariam nods her head before she admits, “He’s got a
point there. I know that’s what encourage me to take a second look
at him. . . . Sharlene, I don’t know if you can answer it, but
sometimes he seems to get nervous when I’m nearby, yet when I was
sitting on his lap and crying, he was pouring out all of the love,
care, and comfort I could want.”

“You mean like when you asked if his
announcement of going to bed was an invitation?”

“Yes.”

“I’m somewhat guessing here, but I think part
of it has to do with his religious devotion as a young man. It was
ingrained in him that the love/sexual relationship was to be
between one man and one woman. It’s like he can’t fathom giving
love to more than one woman at a time. He’s centered his love on
me, for which I’m thoroughly grateful, but by doing so, he feels
like if he shows affection to another woman it would be a betrayal
of his love for me. I think if I wasn’t so accepting of either of
you kissing him, he would have quickly pushed you away. Even then,
he can’t understand why I’m not jealous of your
interest.”
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Klara clarifies, “It was more than religious
devotion. When I was investigating him and then did some more
research later, I learned that he has a master’s degree in the
field and served a couple of years as a minister. I’m not sure, but
I received the impression that he felt he needed more training and
was preparing to go on for a doctorate, but the school he intended
to go to wouldn’t accept his previous degree and wanted him to
start over. He had a young family then and didn’t want to backtrack
four years, so he left the ministry and did what he could to
support his family.”

Sharlene’s eyes open wide, “Wow. He didn’t tell me
any of that. Hold it, four years for a master’s? Master’s degrees
are one maybe two years at the most.”

“Not this one. It’s three years of academics
plus one year of internship. Before he could start on his
doctorate, George also needed an advanced master’s degree which was
at least another year and then the doctorate was another three or
four years.”

“That’s longer than it took for me to
specialize as a Doctor of Medicine. I had no clue there was that
much education involved in being a minister.”

“There’s not, at least not always. Because I
was curious, I did some more research and found that the
requirements for being a minister varies greatly depending on the
organization a person is associated with. It ranges from
essentially no education if a person is able to talk a good line,
up to the four year master’s degree which George has. Usually the
doctoral degree was pursued only by those who wanted to teach at
the graduate or higher level.”

“Klara, do you know what subjects were covered
in that four year master’s degree.”

“Yes, but I’ll let you do your own research
because we’re getting way off of the subject.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry, Klara.”

“Sharlene, you don’t need to feel sorry. I
understand you want to learn more about your man. I would gladly
tell you, but at another time.”

“I understand, thank you. I’ll get dinner going
unless you need me for something else.”

“Dinner, please.” Klara warmly responds to
Sharlene’s hug and fondly watches her as she goes to the
kitchen.

Mariam quietly says, “She’s rather precious to
you.”

Klara nods her head as she responds, “Yes, she is. I
think of her as a surrogate daughter which was why I investigated
George as thoroughly as I could. I’m sorry. Let’s get back on
track. A letter of resignation, young lady.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

It’s not long before Mariam turns the computer screen
to Klara who quickly reads her proposed letter of resignation and
nods her head in approval as she says, “Good. Now, I’ve got
something much harder for you to do. I had hoped that George would
have been here to help you, but I think you can manage. I want you
to write up as much as you can remember from your conversations
this morning and this afternoon. Don’t worry about spelling or
grammar, just get down as much as you can remember before you
forget it.”

Since she’s somewhat surprised at the suggestion,
Mariam asks, “You wanted George to hold me and comfort me while I
wrote it down?”

“Yes.”

“I would have appreciated that, but after
hearing more about his background, maybe my pain isn’t so
unmanageable. Just leave the tissue box here. I think I’ll beg
another glass of wine from Sharlene before I start.”

“Can you get me one, too? I’m going to try
listening to your recording. On second thought, that might disturb
you. I think I’ll try my transcription program first.”

As Mariam starts to type, with occasional sniffles,
Klara picks up her computer from near the front door where she had
set it down and goes to the table and starts the transcription
program. The more she reads as the program displays the results of
the transcription, the angrier she becomes. Finally, she lets the
transcription program continue to run in the background, opens up
her word processing program, and starts to type.

Sharlene has to call her name a couple of times
before Klara looks up to hear her say, “Dinner’s almost ready.”

Klara nods her head in understanding, finishes typing
her thought then sets her computer aside and looks up to see
Sharlene hand a tissue to Mariam to dry her tears and sets the
computer to the side to hug her. Klara walks over there and is
almost to the love seat when Sharlene looks up and stares at the
hallway entrance. The other two quickly turn to follow her stare
and see George standing there.

After he briefly meets each of their eyes, George
drops his head, but speaks clearly, “Ladies, I want to apologize
for yelling at you. I’m sorry I have such a hard time accepting
your affection. Although I desire affection, I certainly don’t
deserve it and I very much don’t understand why you would want to
bestow any upon me.”

He pauses for a moment as though to gather his
thoughts then looks up at Sharlene with tears rolling down his
cheeks and says, “My lady, you’ve been so kind and generous and
wonderful to me, I can’t even begin to express my gratitude. Every
day I grow deeper in debt to you. I feel like I’m a burden to you
and interfering with you starting your company. Since I can never
repay my debt, I had better leave before I burden you anymore.” He
picks up his luggage which none of them had seen him bring out and
starts to walk towards the front door.

Sharlene races and blocks the door just as he’s
reaching for the handle. She lowers her voice so only he can hear
as she declares, “You can’t leave.”

“Why not?”

“Didn’t you give me your heart?”

“Yes . . .”

“And you said that where your heart went your
body would follow.”

He hesitates before he admits, “Yeah, I guess I
did.”

“Your heart isn’t going out the door, so your
body can’t either.”

“Oh. . . . But I’m a burden to you. And I have
these emotional freak-outs. How can you put up with me?

“George, sit down. . . . Please?”

Reluctantly, he sits on the chair by the front door
and she’s immediately sitting on his upper legs with her arms
around his neck. She briefly pauses then tells him, “I understand
that you have a hard time accepting affection from me and others
because you’ve learned over the years, and then further convinced
yourself as a defense mechanism, that you’re unworthy and
undeserving of affection. I also understand that it’s going to take
time for you to unlearn that. I’m sorry you feel like I push you
into giving and receiving affection from others. I have no
intention of hurting you or to encourage other people to hurt
you.”

Sharlene pauses before she goes on, “I’m not quite
sure how to say this even though I’ve mentioned it before and am
becoming more convinced of it all of the time. George, you have a
deep, filled to the brim, well of care, concern, and affection just
waiting to be shared. Why only a few people see it, I don’t know,
but it’s definitely there. How it survived your years of
loneliness, I’ll never know. George, you think that I or Mariam or
even Klara are showing you affection which you don’t deserve. I’m
sorry, old man, but that’s not the case. The affection we show you,
at least in the beginning, is only a reflection of the affection
you’re already showing to us. We’re just trying to give back to you
a small portion of what you’ve already given to us.

“The reflection of affection which we give you
may appear different from what you show, but it’s only a
reflection. Only after we’ve drank from your well of affection for
awhile, can we begin to give you of our own affection. I know I’m
not going to convince you completely of that here and now, but I’m
going to keep telling you and keep reflecting your affection back
to you as best I can for the rest of your life. You gave me your
heart and I intend to keep it.

“The only way you’re going to leave me is to
die and I’m going to fight that as long and as hard as I can. Now,
no more talk about leaving. . . . Oh, George, you’re so precious to
me. I need you and I want you desperately. I can’t imagine life
without you. Stay with me . . . please?”

He hesitates long enough for her to begin to worry
until he stumbles over his words, “I . . . I’ll stay. . . . I’m
sorry I upset you and hurt you.”

“Shhh, no more apologies, just stay, just love
me as you have.” She kisses him breathless to stop any more
protests or apologies. “We can talk about this more later. Right
now, we have guests and dinner is ready. Yes, you can face Mariam
and Klara, they’re aware of how hard it is for you and they care
about you because you’ve shown them your care and concern.” She
gets up, firmly holds his right hand, and tells him, “Come, we have
dinner to serve. You’re going to have to help me figure out how to
serve it because I’m not going to let go of this hand for quite
awhile.” She pulls him to his feet and to the kitchen.

While he shakes his head in disbelief, George has to
bite his lip to keep from crying over how wonderful Sharlene is to
him and how precious the support, care, and encouragement is which
she so freely gives him. Even for him to bite his lip isn’t enough
to stop all of the tears, and he tries his best to help her serve
dinner without letting his tears take over or to obscure his
vision, too often.
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It’s a rather awkward dinner. The ladies can see that
George is barely holding on and close to breaking down again. Their
hearts ache with the desire to comfort him as he would so willingly
comfort them, yet they’re afraid that almost anything could send
him back over the edge. It’s also awkward because Sharlene refuses
to let go of his right hand even though it’s obviously difficult
for him to eat with his left hand. That may actually be helping him
to hold on because it makes him concentrate on trying to eat and
not to think about the shock to his self-image. Sharlene continues
to hold his hand as they clean up after dinner while Mariam and
Klara go to remove Mariam’s personal items from her desk at work
and leave her letter of resignation.

Sharlene leads him to the love seat and has George
sit where she usually sits then she sits on his upper legs so their
clasped hands are between them, but not separating them as she puts
their hands between her thighs then leans on him. With her free
right hand, she reaches up to caress his face as soothingly as she
can. He seems to relax a little since Mariam and Klara are no
longer there.

Soon, it becomes apparent that his relaxation is not
one of feeling better, but a relaxation of letting the emotions
flow because her caressing hand is suddenly wet with tears.
Although she’s very tempted to start telling him how wonderful he
is, she realizes it could too easily dissolve into a ‘you’re better
than I’ argument which would do neither of them any good. Without
saying a word, she continues to gently caress his face.

A thought crosses her mind and she quickly undoes
part of her braid, and while she holds onto the loose end, she
begins to dry his tears with her hair. It takes him awhile to
notice the difference, but when he does, he goes very still. He
raises his loose left hand and gently stops her caressing hand to
touch what her hand is holding. Even though he can see that it’s
her hair through his tears, he still touches it as if to confirm
that his eyes aren’t deceiving him.

As his hand follows her hair up to her head and seems
to make an extended examination which includes him even gently
pulling on her hair as though to verify that it’s attached, she
becomes rather mystified by his behavior. She’s not alarmed yet,
but she’s certainly wondering what’s going through his mind.
Slowly, his hand begins to follow her hair back to her hand, but
when it reaches the top of the loose hair, his hand backs up a
little and unbraids more of her hair, a little at a time, until her
hair is all loose. His hand drops and his head bows down.

As his tears continue, she takes more of her loose
hair and dries his tears with a handful of her hair, instead of
using just a little of her hair as though it’s a paint brush like
she did earlier. Again, he goes very still, and he touches her hair
from her hand to her head and back. When he apparently verifies
that she’s actually drying his tears with her hair, he holds a
handful of her hair to his face and breathes deeply as though to
inhale her hair . . . and then the flood gates open and the tears
flow.

She can’t explain it, but for some reason, she senses
that this cry is one of healing rather than an expression of pain,
so she continues to caress his face with her hair held in her hand
even though she knows she can’t dry his cheeks as fast as the tears
are flowing and she intersperses her drying attempts with light
kisses. As the tears diminish, he seems to truly relax and the
tension begins to flow out of his body. She continues to wipe the
occasional tear which seeps from his closed eyelids even as he
seems to have fallen asleep.

Sometime later, George begins to stir, sighs deeply,
and slowly opens his eyes to her warm smile. A little hesitantly,
he returns her smile and asks, “You want me?”

Although she’s somewhat puzzled by his question,
Sharlene quickly responds, “Yes, George, I want you.”

“You really want me???”

“Yes, I really want you. All of
you.”

Almost as though he’s speaking only to himself, he
says, “She wants me. She really wants me.” A few moments later, he
looks directly into her eyes and asks her again, “You, the most
beautiful woman in the world, really want this worn out old wreck
of a man?”

Without bothering to argue adjectives at a moment
like this, she answers, “Yes, George, I really, truly want you,
just as you are.”

“Incredible.” A slight frown crosses his face
and he asks, “Are you sure?”

“Very sure.”

“You’re not teasing me?”

She shakes her head as she assures him, “No. I would
never tease you about how much I want you.”

George sits back and looks at her for awhile before
he bows his head and says, “Thank you, Sharlene.” A little later,
he looks back up at her, “Thank you, Sharlene, for wanting me.
You’re a wonderful woman and I truly don’t deserve your care, but I
really appreciate it that you want me. It means . . . everything to
me. I only hope I can return at least a small portion of the love
and care which you’ve shown me. Thank you.”

His kiss is long, gentle, and full of love. Even
though she has no idea what caused the apparent change in his mind
set, she responds to his kiss as longingly as she can. As he leans
back to catch his breath, he hugs her to him. A little later, he
says, “Sharlene, I can’t tell you how sorry I am that I haven’t
believed you when you said you want me.”

She puts her hand over his mouth and assures him, “No
apologies, George.”

He kisses her hand then gently pulls it away from his
mouth and tells her, “This one needs to be said. You’ve been
wonderfully patient with me in trying to help me to understand that
you want me. You’ve shared your heart with me and you’ve shared
your body with me and I deeply appreciative it. No one has ever
given me a greater gift than you have.

“I don’t understand why it’s taken me so long
to accept what you keep saying and demonstrating. I know I can
never give you a gift which can come close to matching the gift
you’ve given me by accepting me as a person, as a friend, and as an
intimate partner. If you think I won’t be too great of a burden on
you, I would like to stay and try to express my deepest
gratitude.”

Bypassing words, Sharlene tries to kiss him as
thoroughly and with as much desire as she thinks she can without
overwhelming him. When she lets him breathe, he can only stare at
her with a somewhat stunned expression. She releases his hand which
she had been holding since before dinner, pushes him back until
he’s laying almost flat, kneels on the love seat while she
straddles his legs, sits on his knees, and starts to unbutton his
shirt.

When she starts to undo his pants, he stops her and
pulls her hands back up to his chest. Since she doesn’t want to
push him, she limits herself to caress his upper body. Moments
later, she braces herself with her hands and bends over to kiss his
chest. Between her kisses and seeing her buttocks high in the air,
he feels his excitement growing.

He gently grips her upper arms and pulls her a little
further up his body before he reaches past her arms and begins to
caress her breasts through her shirt. The pleasure hits her and
causes her to stop kissing him and as she groans with the quickly
growing pleasure, she turns her head sideways to rest it on his
chest. Even as she’s surprised at how quickly the pleasure builds
up inside of her, she soon cries out with her climax. He stops
touching her breasts and pulls her further up him so he’s able to
kiss her lips as soon as her breathing has partially settled.

She moves her kisses to the rest of his face when he
needs to breathe. Before his breathing has settled, he rolls her
partially to his left and starts to kiss her right ear then begins
to work his way along her neck while his right hand moves back to
her breasts which escalates her pleasure and overwhelms her ability
to verbally contain it when he sucks on her left earlobe while he
tantalizes her left nipple.

They briefly rest while his right hand unbuttons the
top couple of buttons of her shirt. He slides his right hand across
the front of her shirt over her breast, down her left side, across
her hip, down the outside of her leg while his left arm slides down
her back. When it has caressed part of the way down her leg, his
right hand slides to the back of her leg while his left hand grips
the waist band at the back of her pants and pulls her body further
up him. As he starts to kiss her upper chest, her moans turn into
panting groans of pleasure while his right hand slides up the back
of her leg almost to her buttocks, then down, then zigzags back up,
then down, each time the pleasure goes higher until she has to cry
out in release in unison with his non-verbal release. They both
feel weak after the release of their sexual tension so they just
lay there and simply hold each other.
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After awhile, it dawns on her that Mariam and Klara
could return at any time. In fact, she’s surprised they haven’t
already. Reluctantly, Sharlene gets up and helps him up. In the
bathroom, she’s surprised he doesn’t protest when she helps him
wash up, but she isn’t sure how much of that is due to his being
tired and how much is due to him finally accepting it. As his yawns
and stumbling quickly become more obvious, she helps him into his
pajamas and barely has him in bed and covered with the blankets
before he falls asleep. For a few minutes, she sits next to him
while she caresses his face and watches him then she gets herself
washed up and re-buttons her shirt.

Sharlene is just starting to brew a cup of tea when
the doorbell rings. When she sees that it’s Mariam and Klara, she
opens the door and invites them in. As she closes and locks the
door, she asks, “Would you like some tea or something else to
drink?” They agree
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