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writer’s imagination or, in the case of referenced historical
persons, are used fictitiously. Any other similarity to actual
persons, names, or events is purely coincidental.

 


* * * * *

 


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
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
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.

 


* * * * *

 


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.

 


* * * * *

 


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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2148-10-32 (n>m)

 


When she wakes up in the middle of the night,
Sharlene smiles as she needs to crawl out of the covers around and
over her lovers. Once her bladder is quiet, she remembers to set
the alarm clock for Rebeka then thoroughly kisses each of the
others as they take turns in the bathroom. In a few moments, she
guides George to lay in the middle of the bed where Sharlene lays
on him and with a little caressing, she soon has his lower anatomy
saluting her. With her legs spread over his, she scoots down and
slides her vagina around his penis and can’t hold in her groan of
pleasure. Angelisa and Rebeka lay down on either side of him and
after they each prop a leg over Sharlene’s legs, they guide his
hands to their pubic areas. Sharlene pushes herself up on her arms
to move her hips and he rocks his hips to caress the inside of her
vagina with his penis while he lifts his hands to caress Angelisa
and Rebeka’s pubic areas. It’s not long before their groans of
great pleasure become cries of climax until they slump on him and
as he lowers his hands and stops moving his hips, the ladies each
seem to release contented sighs and return to sleep.

 


* * * * *

 


The alarm is a nuisance until they wake up enough to
find themselves cuddled up to George. After she hits the snooze
alarm, Sharlene soon awakens her little friend and invites him to
visit. As they recognize the sound of her growing excitement,
Angelisa and Rebeka lift and use his hands to touch themselves
until he wakes up enough to move his hands and fingers on his own.
Since his arms are trapped, he can’t hit the snooze alarm again,
but thankfully Sharlene rouses enough to hit it before she lays
back down and tries to snuggle deeper into him. A couple of more
times, Sharlene needs to hit the snooze alarm before their bodies
wake up enough to realize that bladders need to be dealt with.

After he rubs his eyes to try to wake up more in
order to appreciate all of the feminine beauty before him, he asks,
“Is there a reason for the alarm?”

Sharlene answers, “Yes. Rebeka has appointments this
morning to photograph more participants for her Women At Work
drawings. I set the alarm to give her a chance to wake up, get
ready, and have a good breakfast before Klara comes to pick her
up.”

“You’ve been going with her, haven’t
you?”

“Yes, lover, but this morning, she’ll be going
to a television station and one of the executives there has already
expressed an interest in me being a story and I want to avoid him
if at all possible.”

Angelisa speaks up, “Um, I would be willing to go
with you if that’s okay.”

Rebeka responds, “I don’t see why not, but is there a
particular reason why you would want to go?”

“Well, besides the obvious reason of wanting to
be with my best friend,” they briefly kiss as Sharlene and George
smile, “I’m curious about how a television station operates
especially after we made that advertisement for
Emotique.”

Sharlene says, “I would suggest that you don’t
mention you were involved in that advertisement, or they’ll make
you into a story. I’m almost positive they’ll want to do an
interview with you, Rebeka, about your drawings and I hope Klara
stays with you simply for that reason, while Angelisa can be
another friendly face.”

Rebeka responds, “I would greatly appreciate that.
The interview I did at the art expo was so sudden, I didn’t have
time to worry about it.”

“Well if you can stick to the subject of your
drawings like you did at the art expo, I think you should be fine.
Changing the subject, Angelisa, how would you like to go visit
Doctor Bahk.”

After she pauses a moment in order to recognize the
name, her eyes widen in surprise and she asks, “All the way to
Trader Sector Prime University?”

“Yes.”

“Isn’t it far?”

“A couple of hours by high speed train. It will
also give both of you a chance to look around the campus
some.”

Rebeka hesitates then asks, “Why would Prime
University want someone like me?”

“If somebody there knew about your drawings,
I’m sure they would want you. Maybe you can ask Doctor Bahk to
participate in your series.”

“Um, I thought we talked about saving the
linguist position for Angelisa.”

She asserts, “I would be happy with being a
translator in the series to let Doctor Bahk be the linguist.”

“Okay.”

Sharlene asks, “I assume that means you’ll be
interested in going?”

Angelisa quickly responds, “Oh, yeah.”

She nods her head as she responds, “Good. Doctor Bahk
has already penciled you into her appointment book for most of
tomorrow and while you guys go to the television station, I can
make the final arrangements and get the train tickets.”

Without the leisure time to fully share pleasure,
they invite him to dress them and encourage him to make it playful
which he delights in doing, including tucking Rebeka’s shirt in for
the first time and adds some extra caresses to her groaning
delight. They look at each other as their breathing settles after
several spontaneous kisses and that makes it hard for them to not
start kissing again, but they manage to control themselves and step
out of the bedroom.

In the kitchen, they start to make breakfast and when
Mariam groggily steps to the kitchen entrance to see if there’s
some coffee, she seems to wake up at seeing the four of them
touching, caressing, hugging, and even briefly kissing while they
prepare the meal. Mariam still isn’t sure she’s awake and observing
until the smell of coffee distracts her and she takes the cup which
Sharlene is holding up to her. A couple of minutes later, Robert
stands next to her and seems just as startled to see how the other
four finish up preparing breakfast.

Sharlene hands her dad a coffee cup then turns to
Mariam and asks, “Are you awake yet?”

“I think so.”

Sharlene steps close, gently pulls the coffee cup out
of Mariam’s hand to set it on the counter, steps closer, briefly
kisses her, hugs her, and says, “Good morning, Mariam.”

“Humm, this does make it a good morning.
Thanks, Sharlene.” Mariam willingly returns the hugs of Angelisa
and Rebeka, and when George hugs her, she insists on a good kiss
too. Turning to Robert, she hesitates then hugs him, and is glad he
doesn’t hesitate long to respond. When Mariam asks, “Can I have a
good morning kiss?” she can see in his eyes how he wants to answer,
but when he hesitates longer, she kisses him, and he can’t
resist.

Even while he feels somewhat embarrassed, Robert
glances around but only sees warm encouraging smiles while he tries
not to let his conscious mind fully form the thought that he could
quickly get to like this. Breakfast is mostly quiet and as they
clean up afterwards, Klara arrives and isn’t surprised when
Angelisa volunteers to go with Rebeka. They’re soon ready to go and
almost giggle at wondering what the ‘adults’ are going to do while
they’re gone. As they get in her vehicle, Klara asks about the joke
then grins at Angelisa and Rebeka’s response while she makes a bet
with herself about how long Robert can resist joining Mariam in
bed.

At the television station, Klara introduces Rebeka
and Angelisa to Bruce Gosling who had heard what happened at the
airline and has a list of women who are acknowledged as doing
excellent work and aren’t trying to look like they’re in the
running to be the sector’s next super model. The women are excited
about participating and are very cooperative in telling Rebeka
about their jobs and willingly move to a slightly different pose as
she requests while she takes photographs of them.

Near the end, one of the young men who has been
observing the photo session looks intently at Angelisa and asks,
“Weren’t you in that ad for Emotique?”

Angelisa asks, “Ad? What ad?”

“The television ad for Emotique.”

“Emotique had a television ad?”

“Yes. You didn’t see it?”

Angelisa shakes her head, “No. I saw the
investigative report, but no ad. Between school and work, I hardly
watch any television and I only saw the investigative report
because a friend told me about it.”

Klara steps in and explains, “The ad wasn’t aired
where she lives.”

The young man looks at Klara then at Angelisa and
says, “I’m sorry. I was sure it was you and I’m usually pretty good
at recognizing and remembering faces.”

Angelisa suggests, “Maybe it was a twin sister I
didn’t know I had.”

“I guess. I’m sorry to have bothered
you.”

“Thank you.”

Klara pulls Angelisa close and whispers, “Well
done.”

“Thanks, Klara.”

A few minutes later, Rebeka warmly thanks the last
participant and just as Sharlene had predicted, Rebeka is asked to
do an interview about her drawings and is sure it was already
discussed with Klara. Since she’s heard that television stations do
a lot more interviews than are actually aired, and since she’s also
quite sure that hers will end up on the editing room floor, or the
digital equivalent, Rebeka isn’t too anxious about anybody seeing
it and with Klara and Angelisa’s encouragement, she agrees do to
it.

As a recorded interview, it’s more relaxed because
she’s sure her flubs will be edited out as well as it gives her
time to select which photographs of her drawings from her computer
she emails to the station rather than lets them have access to her
computer. Rebeka thinks the interviewer and some of the others are
rather profuse with their thanks in being able to interview her,
but she strives to be courteous in her responses and is quite
thoroughly convinced that the only value to the whole time is that
it gives her some practice in an interview situation since she’s
sure it won’t be aired.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-10-32 (a)

 


When she takes the young ladies to Robert’s for
lunch, Klara is glad to see that everybody there is fully clothed
and appear to be sitting in the living room talking, but she is
surprised at how enthusiastically both Angelisa and especially
Rebeka greet Sharlene and George.

Lunch is served and when she sees that Rebeka is
finished, Sharlene turns to her and asks, “So, how did this
morning’s photo sessions go with your drawing series
participants.”

“Good. The ladies seemed interested in
participating and were quite cooperative in telling me about their
jobs and posing. And you were right, they did want to interview me.
I had to correct myself several times, but I figured it was good
practice for when I have a real interview.”

Klara almost spews out her drink and chokes in
surprise. When she gains her composure, Klara turns to Rebeka and
asks, “You didn’t think that was a real interview?”

“Come on, Klara. Who would want to really
interview me? I’m nobody important except to my friends. Well,
maybe a few people might remember me from the art expo where I
displayed my drawings, but that was half way across the
continent.”

Klara shakes her head as she says, “You really must
come out of your cave more often.”

Rebeka’s eyes open wide in both surprise and dismay
as she exclaims, “What do you mean? Are you saying that was a real
interview? Oh, no.” She quickly grabs George’s hand and tightly
holds it.

Klara tries to assure her, “Relax. You really did
well on that interview for a beginner. I’ve seen experienced
politicians make more mistakes than you did. And yes, it was a real
interview. Bruce has agreed to call me and let me know when it’s
going to be aired so you can watch it and he knows to give me
copies of the actual interview as well as what was aired so I can
pass them onto you.”

“But why me?”

“Maybe you’re not famous in the sense of people
on the street walking up to you and asking for your autograph, yet.
But you’ve made quite a stir in the art world and sooner or later,
that will filter down to the average person. Probably sooner
because the average people will understand and appreciate your art
compared to most modern artists. Now, before you let all of this
success go to your head, why don’t you get ready, because we have a
few more women to meet who want to participate in your series. Do
you have plans for tomorrow?”

When she notices that Rebeka is still somewhat
stunned, Sharlene answers, “We plan on going up to Prime tomorrow
for Angelisa to meet with Doctor Bahk and to let both of them have
a look at the campus. I left a message with the art department to
arrange for Rebeka to meet with someone, and should be getting a
call back this afternoon.”

“That sounds good. I’ve had a few other ladies
asking to participate in the series, and have no issues with
waiting until Rebeka has some time.”

Rebeka turns to Klara and almost stutters, “You . . .
you’ve had women coming to you to want to be in the series?”

“Of course, once word got out that I was
representing you. It wasn’t as formal as the sign up list Sharlene
did for you at the art expo, but women talk to each other and the
word spreads. If you can find some time, make me a list of the job
titles which are already represented in your series and that may
limit how many new participants are ‘eligible’. By the way,
Sharlene, when you get back home, maybe you can talk to Kassandra
about putting together an online site for Rebeka. Mariam and Julie
may have some ideas about it also.”

“Kassandra is already working on it and guesses
she’ll be ready for Rebeka to look it over when we get
back.”

“Excellent.”

Rebeka asks in surprise, “She is?”

“Yes. She was quite excited in her own quiet
way about doing it for you. She’s very happy with the drawing you
did of her and her sister and the one George bought for
her.”

Klara eyes open wide then she asks, “George bought a
drawing for Kassandra? Which one? Sharlene, you really must do a
better job at passing on the latest gossip.”

As they laugh, George encourages Rebeka with a warm
smile to get her computer to show Klara the drawing while Sharlene
explains the background, “Apparently, Kassandra had a rather rough
childhood to where she didn’t feel like she belonged anywhere or
with anyone. A few months ago, before we had to close the office,
some new recordings came in and after she tested them, she said she
could finally understand what it meant to feel like she belonged
and realized she did belong with her twin sister from whom she had
been separated most of her childhood. When Kassandra saw one of the
drawings which Rebeka had at the art expo, she said it expressed
that feeling of belonging, so George bought it and gave it to
her.”

When she sees the drawing Rebeka shows her, Klara
nods her head, “Yes, it does give that sense and I’m sure the
original size would be even clearer. You ought to have some
reproductions done of this one.”

Sharlene responds, “I’m sure Kassandra will agree.
We’ve also been bouncing around the idea of displaying it while the
related emotional recording plays.”

“Rebeka, as your lawyer, I would recommend that
you require a licensing fee for any of your drawings which are
displayed on Emotique.”

“Um, Klara, that drawing was sold to George who
gave it to Kassandra. You’d need to talk to her about
that.”

Robert chuckles and says, “This I want to watch.”

Since she’s puzzled by his statement, Rebeka looks at
him and asks, “What do you want to watch?”

“For Klara to represent Kassandra while she
argues with Klara who is representing Emotique. Does anyone want to
take bets as to whether the right hand or the left hand will
win?”

As they laugh, Klara actually blushes a little as she
says, “Well, I can try.”

A little later, Rebeka is ready and Angelisa goes
with her while Klara takes them to meet the other women she had
made appointments with. It goes well and distracts Rebeka from
thinking about the interview. They return to Robert’s well before
dinner which gives Rebeka some time to make a list of the job
titles of those women who have had drawings completed or
photographs taken to include them in the Women At Work drawing
series.

Since she received a phone call while they were out,
Klara invites the others to the living room and looks in surprise
at Sharlene who encourages Rebeka to sit on George’s upper legs,
then turns on the television to catch the local news. After the
beginning run up and headline story, Rebeka is startled to see her
image displayed on the screen and hears the newscaster begin:
“Visiting our fair city for the first time while including
additional women in her ongoing Women At Work drawing series, the
new rising star in the art world, Rebeka Bohtuhchellee, took a few
minutes out of her busy schedule to speak with us.”

Although she remembers the questions she was asked
and the answers she gave and recognizes her drawings, Rebeka is
sure that has to be somebody else they’re talking about and before
the interview is over, she tries to bury herself deeper into
George’s arms. Even as the others are startled at Rebeka’s obvious
efforts to hide, Sharlene and Angelisa wrap their arms around her
and do their best to surround her with love and care.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-10-32 (e)

 


Since he guesses that Rebeka is where she needs to
be, Robert goes to heat up dinner while Mariam tags along and a
moment later, Klara follows then says, “I have the feeling there’s
more going on than I’m aware of.”

Robert hesitates then says, “You could say that.” As
he gives the highlights of the changed relationship with some of
what led to it, Mariam carefully watches Klara for her
reaction.

As she thinks about it for a while after Robert
finishes, Klara nods her head and says, “I certainly didn’t see it
coming, but considering their backgrounds, it’s not particularly
unexpected. How many other people know?”

“I think Sharlene said I was the first she
told, but it wouldn’t surprise me if Paula has her suspicions.
Mariam didn’t even know, but she quickly accepted it.”

Klara asks her, “Would you care to explain why you
find it acceptable?”

“Considering what I read in Rebeka’s diary, for
her to be willing to seek and enjoy some comfort and affection from
any man is virtually miraculous. And if there was ever a man who
would be gentle, safe, and trustworthy, she can’t do better than
George. Since Sharlene is willing to share not only George, but her
own affection with Rebeka, I’m going to support it, because she
needs it. I know she’s healed a lot, but when she cowers from some
honest praise, she’s going to need all of the support and gentle
encouragement they’re willing to give her.”

“Thank you for explaining. I think you’re quite
right.”

Mariam turns to him and says, “I hope you didn’t feel
offended at what I said about George, because I think you have many
of those same traits.”

Robert is unable to totally stop his blush as he
responds, “Thank you. No, I can’t feel offended because as I’ve
watched how George cares about Sharlene and consciously or
otherwise compared him to other men who have sought Sharlene’s
attention or just other men in general, he’s the kind of man who I
can trust with my little girl, and, by inference, the little girls
of other fathers.”

Klara suggests, “But you’re having trouble with it
being more than one little girl at the same time?”

“Am I that obvious?”

“No, but I’ve known you for a lot of years. As
much as you try to use logic to guide your responses and I’m sure
Sharlene, Rebeka, and Angelisa have done their best to explain
their reasons, you’re having some trouble internalizing your
acceptance of their relationship and I’m just guessing at what some
of that might be.”

Mariam reminds him, “Like George told us last night
even he doesn’t understand it, but he’s learned to accept it and I
don’t know how long he’s had to get used to the idea. Don’t beat
yourself up because you’ve had only a few days at the most to get
used to it. Love your daughter and treat her friends as her
friends. How close they want their friendship to be is up to
them.”

Robert nods his head, “That’s a good approach. Thank
you.”

Klara considers the situation for a moment or two
longer then suggests, “The funny thing is that you and I shouldn’t
have been surprised, Mariam, considering how willing Sharlene was
to encourage George to kiss us.”

Robert’s eyes open wide in surprise as he asks, “You,
too?”

Klara nods her head then explains, “I like George and
he does give good hugs and kisses, but I couldn’t live with him and
I have no interest in being more than a good friend who enjoys an
occasional hug and kiss.”

“Oh, okay.”

When they hear approaching footsteps, they turn and
see Rebeka walking towards them as she holds Sharlene and
Angelisa’s hands while George’s hands rest on her shoulders. She
pauses then says, “I . . . I’m sorry I reacted to that interview. .
. . I . . .”

Klara steps forward and hugs her. “It’s okay. You’ve
made an exception recovery from your abuse in such a short time and
to feel fame thrust on you so suddenly, that isn’t going to be easy
to adjust to so quickly. Rely on your friends to support you and
you’ll survive it and maybe even come to accept it.”

“Thank you. Your support and encouragement has
helped a lot.”

“But, I’ll warn you, young lady, if you get
yourself a swelled head and get drunk on fame and forget about your
friends, I’ll come box your ears.”

With just a slight smile, Rebeka says, “Yes,
Klara.”

Robert chases them off to get ready for dinner, and
when Mariam volunteers to help set the table, he points out where
things are. The conversation during dinner is kept light and after
they clean up, they settle in the living room where Angelisa asks
Sharlene some general questions about Prime University while Klara
fills in some of the history of the school. The conversation turns
to other subjects and then during a pause in the conversation,
Klara starts to chuckle.

Sharlene asks, “What’s so funny?”

“I was just remembering how your boring old man
didn’t think he was good enough for you, yet now he has two other
young ladies hanging on his arms. I think I can understand some of
the reasons which led to this situation, but it still seems rather
humorous. And before you think of some fancy retort, I think I’ll
make my escape.” She hugs them all then walks out to her
vehicle.

A couple of minutes later when the conversation
hasn’t restarted, Sharlene speaks up, “I don’t mean to be a party
bailer, but we have an early train to catch.”

Mariam suggests, “And you don’t want it to interfere
with the pleasure of a private party.”

“Whatever gives you that idea?”

“I clearly remember how anxious you were to get
your old man home after a day at the office.”

“I guess I’m going to have to work on my acting
skills. Night, Dad. Night, Mariam,” Sharlene says as she hugs
them.

After the others share hugs or handshakes with Mariam
and Robert as they think appropriate, they head towards the
bedroom. They take turns in the bathroom and while Sharlene sets
her alarm, George turns down the bed covers, and they each set out
their clothes for the morning. Sharlene hands him her brush and as
he undoes her braid and brushes out her hair, Angelisa and Rebeka
take off her shirt with kisses and caresses, then each of the other
ladies enjoy the same treatment. The kisses and caresses continue
as he removes each of their pants, and somewhere in the midst, his
clothing is removed.

He gently tosses Sharlene onto the bed and as he
slides his hands up her legs, then slides his hands down while
dragging her panty along, Angelisa and Rebeka take turns kissing
her lips and her breasts while he kisses back up Sharlene’s legs,
all the way to where they join her body while she vocally expresses
her pleasure. Then it’s Angelisa’s turn although it takes Sharlene
a little while to catch her breath before she can actively
participate and add to the pleasure of her climax. He gives Rebeka
the same treatment except he doesn’t pull her panty off and limits
his kisses to within a couple of inches of her pubic area, but with
the pleasure pouring into her which also takes her to climax, her
only coherent thought is that she doubts it makes much
difference.

When their breathing has settled, he’s guided to lay
on the bed perpendicular to them and they’re soon in their
‘triangle of love’ with Rebeka in the center on her knees with her
breasts being gently pulled towards Sharlene and Angelisa’s mouths.
She spreads her knees far apart to make her pubic area fully
available to his hand which caresses her panty covered buttocks
then moves to her pubic area as she deeply groans then cries out
just after his penis is guided into Sharlene’s vagina and he begins
to kiss Angelisa’s pubic area.

The pleasure leaves them slumped and panting for
breath and when they can move, they wash up Sharlene and George,
get back in bed with the lights off, and pull the covers up. This
time, Angelisa lays on him and slides down onto his penis while
Sharlene and Rebeka lay on each side of him to prop a leg on
Angelisa’s legs and leave enough room for his hands to caress their
pubic areas. Soon, he sends their pleasure soaring and in their
current condition of being low on energy, the pleasure causes them
to collapse into silence and post-climactic oblivion.

 


 


* * * * *
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Sometime in the middle of the night, George feels
forced to disturb the ladies who are cuddled up to him so he can
get up and deal with a full bladder. In varying degrees of
sleepiness, the ladies don’t accept his apology, instead they
insist that he put them back to sleep with pleasure which he’s more
than happy to do.

When the alarm clock wakes them up, bladders take
precedence over pleasure. Since they know they won’t all fit in the
bathtub to shower together, Sharlene and George go first while
Angelisa and Rebeka share pleasure on the bed and let the echoes of
Sharlene’s climaxes add to their excitement. When Angelisa and
Rebeka finish with their shower, they wrap their wet hair in
smaller towels, brush the excess water off of each other’s bodies,
catch their breath, and step out of the bathroom while they
giggle.

He has just finished braiding Sharlene’s hair and can
only stare at the younger ladies, especially at Rebeka as he sees
her fully naked for the first time. She steps close and holds out
her towel to him without it covering any of her and he can’t stop
himself from looking her over while she requests, “Please dry me,
my lord.”

When he clearly hesitates, Sharlene laughs even as
she gets up and takes the towel Angelisa hands her, but she doesn’t
start to dry Angelisa until she sees how he’s going to respond.

Rebeka encourages him, “You’ve touched me all over
except for what my panty covered and this towel is much thicker
than my panty.” He slowly stands up and after he takes the towel
from her, he begins to dry Rebeka’s naked body, while Sharlene
turns to do the same for Angelisa. He relaxes some as he dries her
more and adds kisses to his drying caresses with the towel. Somehow
he’s not surprised when Rebeka hands him her panty to start
dressing her.

When they’re all dressed and the ladies have their
hair in braids, they quickly pick up the bathroom and bedroom and
grab their things. Since there isn’t enough time for a leisurely
breakfast, Sharlene leaves a note for her dad, grabs her mom’s car
keys, and lets George drive while she navigates their way to the
train station.

On the train, they go to the dining unit for
breakfast and are glad it’s close to the holidays because some of
the regular commuters are taking extra time off while the holiday
travelers are still working or they might not have gotten a seat.
While they eat and rest afterwards, they watch the snowy landscape
flash past and sometimes see the wide river with occasional ice
floes being pushed to the side by the river traffic. Sharlene
describes some about the campus because she had spent several years
there at the university and medical school.

Since the train station is right on the edge of the
university, they get off of the train and Sharlene leads them to
one of the regular campus trolleys and when they arrive as close as
they can, they walk the short distance to the language arts
building. After they verify directions with the receptionist, they
soon arrive outside of Doctor Bahk’s office. Sharlene gestures for
Angelisa to proceed, but before she does, she looks around and when
she doesn’t see anyone else in sight, she kisses each of them then
takes a deep breath and knocks on the door.

Doctor Bahk opens the door, says, “Angelisa, it’s so
good to see you again,” and warmly shakes her hand.

“It’s truly my pleasure. Doctor Bahk, I would
like to introduce my friends, Doctor Sharlene Schmidt.”

As she shakes Doctor Bahk’s hand, Sharlene clarifies,
“Medical, class of 2143,” which Doctor Bahk acknowledges with a
smile and a nod of her head.

“Mr. George Greyson who was my tutor in the
public library reading program and helped me to learn
standard.”

“Thank you so much for your service,
sir.”

“It was my privilege and honor to help
her.”

“And this is Rebeka, my best
friend.”

“It’s nice to meet you. Are you interested in
the language arts also?”

Rebeka answers, “Communicating in standard is the
limit of my abilities.”

Angelisa clarifies, “Don’t let her fool you, Doctor
Bahk. She’s excellent in communicating non-verbally through her
art. In fact, Rebeka is doing a drawing series called Women At
Work. If you’re agreeable, we would like to include you.”

“A drawing series?”

“Yes. We had originally talked about waiting
until I became a linguist to fill that position, but I would be
honored if you would participate. Rather than just agree on my
suggestion, we can show you what Rebeka has already
done.”

After she sees the drawings Rebeka has done of
Angelisa and Sharlene, Doctor Bahk readily agrees. She asks a few
questions about the series which Rebeka easily answers and then
gladly poses for Rebeka to take a few photographs.

After they verify directions to the visual arts
building, Rebeka and George leave and let Sharlene stay with
Angelisa who is soon deeply immersed in talking about languages
with Doctor Bahk. A short trolley ride reduces Rebeka and George’s
walk in the cold air for which they’re both thankful. They step
into the building and with an encouraging nod from him, she takes a
deep breath before she steps up to the receptionist to ask for
directions to Professor Fuhbreenee’s office. They soon arrive at
the correct office, but since there are several minutes before her
appointment time, they find a nearby bench to sit on and she slips
her hand into his coat pocket to hold his hand and to attempt to
warm up her fingers.

She leans her head on his shoulder and quietly asks,
“Did you enjoy sharing pleasure with Angelisa while we were
gone?”

He hesitates since he’s not sure where the
conversation might lead, but he answers honestly, “Yes.”

“I’m glad.” Since she’s sure he’s going to ask
‘why’, she explains, “I didn’t want you to neglect Angelisa on the
basis that you couldn’t give pleasure to Sharlene and I. And, yes,
we enjoyed sharing pleasure together.”

“I’m glad.”

She hesitates then says, “I’m not sure I understand
my own feelings in being selfishly glad to have Sharlene to myself
while I missed being with you and Angelisa.”

“I don’t have an answer because I felt the same
way.”

“Are you and I going to have some extended time
alone together, like you’ve had with both Sharlene and
Angelisa?”

“I can’t guarantee something like that, but I
would imagine it might happen at some time in the future. Or you
could even suggest it, because it wouldn’t surprise me if Sharlene
and Angelisa would enjoy some extended time together.”

Although she’s sure of his answer, she still asks as
though to confirm, “Would you want to be alone with me for an
extended time?”

“Yes, very much so.”

“Why?”

“You mean besides me being a selfish old man
who wants to spend time with a beautiful young woman like
yourself?”

“I’m more to you than that.”

He assures her, “Of course you are and that’s why I
want to spend time with you. You’re caring, compassionate,
thoughtful, practical, sensuous, and you allow this old man to
touch your beautiful body. I would be a fool to not want to spend
time with you. I wish I had a better way to explain it or to
describe how much I like you and want to be with you.”

“Your words may not be fancy, but you’re
feelings are real and I greatly appreciate them.” She tightly
squeezes his hand and wishes they were somewhere private so she
could feel more comfortable to thoroughly kiss him. As she reminds
herself that she’s there for another reason, she looks at her watch
and says, “Well, I suppose I ought to get ready for my appointment.
Will you stay with me?”

“As long as you want.”

Although she wants to respond more fully than she
dares, she smiles, squeezes his hand, briefly kisses his cheek,
even though nobody is in sight, says, “I really appreciate that,”
and stands up with him right by her side. After she steps over to
the office, she pauses, takes a couple of deep breaths, almost
sighs in relief at his warm smile, and knocks on the door.

A middle aged woman opens the door and asks, “Can I
help you?”

She answers, “Um, I have an appointment with
Professor Fuhbreenee.”

“I’m Professor Fuhbreenee. Are you Ms.
Bohtuhchellee?”

Since she’s not used to being called by her surname,
she pauses for a moment then answers, “Yes, I’m Rebeka.”

“How wonderful to meet you, come in, come
in.”

Rebeka glances at George with concern and receives a
warm smile in response.

“And your escort?”

“I’m sorry, this is my friend George Greyson. I
guess you could say he’s my sponsor.”

“Are you an artist, sir?”

He chuckles then answers, “Not at all. I would have
to use a ruler to draw a decent stick figure. I just happen to like
how Rebeka draws and want to encourage her.”

“Good for you, sir, her talent is definitely
worth encouraging.”

Rebeka is puzzled and asks, “Um, why would you say
that?”

“Please sit down. Ms. Bohtuhchellee.” When she
notices her involuntarily wince, Professor Fuhbreenee asks, “or
would you prefer Rebeka?”

“Definitely Rebeka. I hear my surname and think
someone is talking about my dad.”

She chuckles then says, “I understand. When I have an
appointment with a new or prospective student, I try to do some
research. Since you haven’t applied to the school, I had to expand
my search. I only found a few references to you, but they were
quite impressive. Winning an art contest, doing so well at that
local art expo, and then what you displayed and how you handled
yourself with that television interview, that’s all very
impressive.”

“I . . . I . . .” Rebeka grabs his hand and
turns to rest her forehead on his upper arm.

“I’m sorry, did I say something
wrong?”

With a gentle caress of Rebeka’s face, he answers,
“No. She’s just having a hard time understanding how talented she
is and how wonderful her drawings are and the positive attention is
coming faster than she’s been able to handle.”

Professor Fuhbreenee pauses then gently says,
“Without trying to insinuate anything, Rebeka, I guess you’re more
used to negative attention.”

Instead of directly answering, she says, “You tell
it, George.”
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George winces then takes a moment to gather his
thoughts. “Keep in mind that I don’t have the greatest memory and I
don’t know all of the details.” He waits for Professor Fuhbreenee
to nod her head in understanding before he goes on, “As a young
child, Rebeka had a loving affectionate relationship with her
parents and loved to draw and as well as to write stories which she
illustrated. She wasn’t a very social child and preferred the
company of animals. When she was a young teenager, her mom died
which greatly hurt both her and her dad, but each was so lost in
their own pain that they couldn’t see how badly the other was
hurting. Rebeka quit drawing and rebelled against the world which
took her mom away from her.

“Sometime later, she was raped by a gang leader
and when she confessed it to her dad, he kicked her out of the
house. Since there was nowhere else for her to go in the small town
where she lived, she ended up going to the gang in order to have a
roof over her head and food in her belly and when she tried to
rebel against being raped more, she was beaten and still raped.
Since she was unable to escape and had no power, she wrote down
what the gang did in the feeble hope that at some time in the
future she could provide evidence against the gang for them to be
punished for what they did. I don’t know how long that went on
because I haven’t wanted to remind her.”

Rebeka simply and quietly says, “Years.”

He winces in reaction before he continues, “One day
the gang leader committed suicide in an unusual manner and the
gang’s protector ran, apparently fearing that his part would be
revealed. Without the leader to hold the gang together, Rebeka was
able to leave and since he had heard what had happened to her, her
dad invited her back home and apologized for not believing her.
When she heard that a lawyer was volunteering to pursue a victim’s
compensation lawsuit against the gang, Rebeka took a copy of her
diary and gave it to the lawyer. The lawyer gently encouraged
Rebeka to look to the future.

“Some weeks later, a friend of the lawyer gave
Rebeka a testing disk of emotional recordings from Emotique, and as
she started to play them and shared them with her dad, she felt
herself start to heal. With gentle encouragement, the lawyer’s
friend, interested in directly being Rebeka’s friend and
encouraging her, invited her to visit and play with some puppies.
Rebeka asked for paper and pencil and started to draw the puppies
and when she was praised at how well she drew them, she broke down
and cried.

“Over the months since, Rebeka has been slowly
healing, received one of those puppies as her own special friend
which further encouraged her healing, and she’s continued to draw.
Since her talent is so obvious to me and a few other new friends,
we’ve been trying to gently encourage and support her because we
think her drawings can be a blessing to other people as well as
provide Rebeka with a living wage.”

It takes Professor Fuhbreenee several moments to
respond, “Rebeka, I’m so sorry.”

When she hears the sincerity in the professor’s
voice, Rebeka responds, “Thank you.” After she takes a few quiet
moments of her own, she slowly sits up, partially turns towards
Professor Fuhbreenee, and clarifies, “What George left out is that
the vast majority of that support and encouragement came from him,
his girlfriend, and another new friend. Even after Dad invited me
back home, I had no friends, no hope, and no reason to live, but I
couldn’t forget how George and his girlfriend were nearly in tears
when I very briefly told my story to the lawyer I gave my diary
to.

“When they reached out to me, I was almost
terrified of responding, but like a drowning person, I couldn’t
stop from grabbing the life line they handed to me. It was through
them that I had my first commissioned drawing sale, it was they who
signed me up for the art contest, and they did about everything but
sign the entry form for the art expo. I’ll I’ve done is make pencil
marks on paper and they think there’s something special about
them.”

Professor Fuhbreenee says, “Mr. Greyson, I’m so glad
you were involved in reaching out to Rebeka. And I think you’re
right that her drawings will be a blessing to other people as well
as will provide her with a career. It obvious that your support and
encouragement has meant a lot to Rebeka and although you don’t need
my encouragement to continue to encourage her, I still offer it and
if there’s anything I can do to help with that encouragement,
please let me know.”

“Thank you. And, please, I prefer to be known
as George.” The professor nods her head in agreement.

Since she doesn’t think she understands the
Professor’s statement, Rebeka asks, “Um, I don’t mean to sound
insulting, but why would you want to help me?”

Professor Fuhbreenee softly tells her, “Without
intending to upset you, your drawings are exceptional, and that was
just seeing them on my computer screen. I’m sure that seeing them
in real life would be so much better. How long has it been since
you started drawing again?”

“Um, I don’t remember exactly, a few months,
definitely less than a year.”

Professor Fuhbreenee takes a couple of moments to
digest that piece of information, but still can’t keep the surprise
out of her voice, “Just months? And how many drawings have you
made?”

“I don’t know. A few hundred maybe? Not all are
full sketch pad size, some are half and quarter size and a few are
smaller.”

“And how many are in the Women At Work series I
heard about?”

“Um, I’ve completed maybe thirty or forty, have
some more in work and then last week and yesterday I was in
684.8x152 to take photographs of women my lawyer friend knows to
develop into drawings for the series. She asked for a list of job
titles of women already in the series or that I’ve recently taken
photographs of to include and it looks like it’s around a hundred.
. . . One hundred? . . . Oh, no. . . . George?”

He grins as he asks, “Isn’t that great?”

“But that means . . .”

“Yes, I know.” He turns to the professor and
explains, “One hundred drawings in the Women At Work series was
kind of a fantasy number which she never thought she would get
near. And people are still recommending other women to be a part of
the series.”

Rebeka stares at him and is unable to fathom how he
can be happy about committing himself to pay her for each drawing
in the series and how much that adds up to with those already
participating.

“So, since the art contest and art expo were
in,” Professor Fuhbreenee quickly checks her notes, “742x158,
which, I assume is closer to where you live, you came halfway
across the continent simply to include more women in your Women At
Work drawing series?”

When he notices that Rebeka is still staring at him,
he answers, “That’s right. It’s not that she randomly picked
684.8x152, but our lawyer friend works there and it’s where my
girlfriend grew up so they have friends there who they wanted to
recommend for inclusion in the series.”

“Okay, that makes more sense. . . . I guess the
question which gets bigger in my mind is what’s the reason for your
visit to Prime? From what I’ve seen of your drawings, you can
probably make a reasonable living just drawing.”

He gently caresses her face and says, “Rebeka, the
professor asked you a question.”

“I’m sorry, professor. George, we’re going to
talk about this.”

“Okay.”

Rebeka sharply looks at him before she turns back to
Professor Fuhbreenee and answers the question, “A few months ago,
my best friend talked me into going to college with her.
Considering my high school grades, I seriously doubted that I
qualified, but with her help in studying for the community college
entrance exam, I passed, not by much, but enough. I figured I would
need to get a regular job until I could do enough drawings to
support myself and that meant getting a college degree.

“I also realized that part of the idea for the
Women At Work series is to show that women can do the same jobs men
can do and that often means getting a college degree which would
seem somewhat hypocritical if I encouraged others to do what I
didn’t bother to do myself. Since we were visiting in 684.8x152,
and because my friend is planning on coming here in two years to
study linguistics, George’s girlfriend asked if we wanted to visit.
In fact, my friend is over talking to Doctor Bahk right now. Since
we were coming, she recommended that I visit someone in the art
department to get a feel for the place myself.”

“I don’t mean to sound discouraging, but Prime
is a rather difficult school to get into.”

“I know, but my friend already has a
scholarship to come, but thought she would prefer to start at a
community college where the early required classes will have a
smaller number of students and more interaction with the teacher
and she’ll be closer to home while she gets used to the college
environment.”

Professor Fuhbreenee’s eyes open wide in surprise,
“She already has a scholarship which will be held for her for two
years? That’s highly unusual. She must be an exceptional
woman.”

He answers, “She is, even though she doesn’t think
so. She’s somewhat similar to Rebeka in that regard, as she doesn’t
think her talent is all that great, but thinks Rebeka’s talent is
fantastic.”

Rebeka protests, “Come on, George, making sketches,
even fancy ones can’t compare to learning five languages at the
same time.”

The Professor’s eyes open wider.

He assures her, “I disagree, I think your talent to
draw is every bit as exceptional as Angelisa’s ability with
languages.”

Professor Fuhbreenee takes a few moments to respond,
“I can at least partially agree with that because your drawing
talent is exceptional, but I had enough trouble learning a second
language. I can’t imagine learning five at the same time.” She
briefly shakes her head in disbelief, then says, “However, I do
have a way to give you an idea of your talent. This is, if you’re
willing to draw something for me.”

Rebeka briefly hesitates then says, “I guess that
depends on what it is.”

“I don’t think you’ll object. Please follow
me.”

They follow Professor Fuhbreenee to a nearby art
classroom where she explains, “Since few art students can
successfully free-lance, most start out in commercial art which has
three major elements of success, drawing the subject accurately,
with appeal, and quickly. Since we’re trying to teach students to
improve their natural talents, we want to demonstrate to them how
their talent has improved through our teaching and their efforts at
studying and practicing.

“To do that,” she opens a cupboard and takes
out a ceramic cat, “we have the students draw Charlie here, when
they first enter as freshmen, at the end of their senior year, and
if they go on, just before they complete their graduate degree.
This can give a very clear visual demonstration of how they’ve
improved. The rules are quite simple. The student has fifteen
minutes to draw Charlie accurately in this pose, but to make him
seem alive. Would you be willing to try?”

“Sure, why not. It sounds like fun.”

“Okay, let me grab an easel, a pad and some
pencils.” Professor Fuhbreenee quickly has them set up then says,
“Let me know when you’re ready and I’ll start the
timer.”

Rebeka picks up a pencil and says, “I’m ready.”

The professor says, “Okay. Begin,” and starts the
timer which had been set for fifteen minutes. While Rebeka draws,
Professor Fuhbreenee goes to get her computer, brings it to the
classroom, quickly finds the file of previously done drawings of
Charlie, and connects the computer to a large screen display
monitor, but doesn’t turn on the monitor.

Rebeka announces, “I’m done.”

While she tries to keep the surprise out of her
voice, Professor Fuhbreenee says, “You have about two minutes left,
so add some background if you want.” When she hears the beep of the
timer, the professor announces, “Your time is up, please put your
pencil down,” which Rebeka quickly does. “Okay, let’s see what you
have.”
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As she steps up next to Rebeka, Professor Fuhbreenee
just stares at the drawing while George steps up behind them and
places his hands on Rebeka’s shoulders and gives his opinion, “Very
nice.”

“I know you’re biased, George, but thank
you.”

Professor Fuhbreenee can barely get the words out,
“Very nice?”

Rebeka asks, “Is there something wrong with it?”

“Not at all. I’m just trying to think of how to
say what I’m thinking without upsetting you.”

“Oh.” She hesitates then asks, “Do you think
it’s good?”

Professor Fuhbreenee pauses a moment then says, “Yes.
And that’s probably a good place to start. Okay, let’s look at the
positive points. You did draw Charlie accurately in his pose. You
stayed within the time limit of fifteen minutes, and you even added
enough background to make it look like Charlie is sitting on a
window sill. In addition, you made him look alive by showing him
right on the verge of trying to swat at that butterfly on the other
side of the glass.”

When the silence stretches, Rebeka asks, “Um, what
about negative points?”

“In regards to the ‘assignment,’ there are no
negative points. Some might say that you didn’t finish the
butterfly or that the lines of the window sill aren’t perfectly
straight, but neither was a part of the ‘assignment’ and window
sills aren’t actually as straight as we typically like to believe.
. . . Do you have any comments or questions?”

“Um, it was fun to draw Charlie. I’ve never
done anything like it before. Mostly I draw people or living
animals who generally aren’t interested in sitting still for long,
so recently I’ve taken photographs and then made the drawing from
that. I guess my question is, how does this give me an idea of what
my talent is like? I assume it means in comparison to other
people.”

Professor Fuhbreenee nods her head and answers, “Your
assumption is correct and that’s the next part of this ‘exercise’.
What I would like you to do is to look at some drawings of Charlie
which were done by other people and choose the ones which you think
are of good quality. I’ll show six at a time so you can compare
them. Just tell me which
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