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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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In the kitchen, he’s cleaned up their lunch dishes
and finished fixing the fresh batch of iced tea. She steps into his
arms and hugs him tightly as she tells him, “Thank you for all of
your love, support, and encouragement, for picking me up at the
airport, for giving me so much pleasure earlier, and for making me
laugh. However, you could have been somewhat less successful on
that last one.”

“Why?”

“Because I almost peed my panty.”

He leans over and nibbles on one of her ears as he
quietly tells her, “It was already damp.”

She gasps as pleasure surges into her and she quickly
requests, “Make it that way again!”

He grasps her on each side of her waist, picks her
up, turns, sits her on the kitchen counter, steps between her
spreading legs, and kisses her with abandon. Her feet move to
behind his legs and she pulls their bodies even tighter together as
she responds to his kiss with equal fervor. For a little while,
they struggle to keep the desire banked at the kiss and breathe
level. While he caresses her face with one hand as they’re both
panting for breath, she pulls his other hand down to her breast and
he barely begins to caress it when she cries out with her pleasure.
He moves it away then moves it towards her other breast and just
starts to caress it when she climaxes with another cry.

As she pants for breath, he gently lays her back onto
the kitchen counter. She almost climaxes at seeing him standing
there between her wide spread legs with their pubic areas separated
by only a few pieces of cloth. He reaches up and begins to unbutton
her shirt then she groans as his wrists brush over her aching
nipples. When her shirt is unbuttoned, he spreads it wide, then
begins to caress seemingly all over her bare skin, her sides, her
upper abdomen, and her upper chest while he barely bypasses her
lacy bra. She drops her hands to her sides, arches her back, and
begs him to touch her swollen nipples then cries out when he
does.

As she lays back down while she pants for breath, the
pleasure fills her so full, it seems like another single drop will
overflow her. Through half closed eyes, she sees his hands move,
then groans as she feels him unhook her bra and open it wide. He
lowers himself over her while she groans again as his upper abdomen
presses down on her just above her pubic area then she groans
louder as he kisses her between her breasts. Her legs tighten as
she tries to close the minuscule gap between their bodies. She
wishes she had longer arms to undo his pants and pull him into her
then all is forgotten except the pleasure when she climaxes with a
scream as his lips and tongue excite every nerve ending in one of
her nipples.

She can only gasp for breath, then scream again as
his lips and tongue excite her other nipple. He slowly pushes
himself up while he trembles with his own desire and is surprised
he feels it so strongly after his recent release. As he stands up,
he looks down, sees her wide spread bare legs, her uncovered damp
panty and he barely stops himself from undoing his pants and
entering her, but he can’t stop himself from rubbing his thumbs
across the bottom of her panty. She screams with her orgasmic
pleasure and collapses.

It seems like only then can he gain just enough
control of himself to step back, push her limp legs together and
pull her skirt back to its proper position. For several minutes, he
stands next to her and braces himself on the counter while he tries
to get his breathing, then his desire, under control.

When he thinks he can manage, he gently pulls her
towards the end of the counter, pauses a little then picks her up,
moves the few steps to the love seat, gently lays her down, and
pulls her shirt together to cover her chest. Considering how tired
he feels, he’s half tempted to just drop to the floor. Instead, he
gently moves her flaccid legs, sits on the love seat, straightens
her legs out while he drapes them over his thighs, reclines the
seat, and is soon asleep.

Slowly, Sharlene becomes aware and still feels a warm
glow of pleasure. She knew she missed George, but their mutual
hunger is more than she expected, wonderfully more, since she feels
more relaxed and satisfied than she has in what seems like a long
time. She briefly wonders how many times his touch sent her
pleasure soaring over the mountain peak. For all of that pleasure,
she doesn’t feel sore, then realizes he barely had to touch her for
the pleasure to explode through her and not long enough for her to
be able to get sore.

While her body almost feels limp, she somehow manages
to get up and goes to the bathroom. After she washes herself, she
gleefully puts on a clean panty and wonders if she can encourage
him to dampen this one also, then realizes that her desire, rather
than satisfied, merely took a short break. She takes a blanket with
her back to the love seat and covers him up, then sits next to him
while she looks at him. After a minute or so, he seems to relax a
little more, probably as the blanket warms him up some. When she
realizes that she feels a little cool herself, she goes ahead and
refastens her bra and buttons her shirt back up.

Since she guesses he’ll rest for awhile yet, she
takes her luggage to the bedroom and empties it, puts her
grandmother’s box on the dresser to examine later, and makes a
mental note to do some laundry tomorrow. She goes back to the front
room and takes his luggage to the bedroom. When she’s back in the
front room, she picks up her computer case, pulls out the
paperwork, puts George’s and the company’s paperwork at the end of
the table, and puts her own with her other personal papers.

She makes a cup of tea, turns her computer on, then
downloads the last several days of emotional recordings and
replaces the battery in the headband. As she reviews the recordings
and makes her notes, she briefly wonders which ones will be
appropriate to submit and if there should be any order or sequence.
Since she doesn’t know the answers to a number of other issues, the
question of which recordings to submit can wait.

When she’s finished making her notes, she hears him
stir. She quickly turns her computer off, goes to the love seat,
sits down, reclines her seat back even with his, turns towards him,
and gently caresses his face.

He quietly asks, “Sharlene?”

“Yes, George?”

“You’re real?”

“As real as you are.”

“You’ll have to do better than that.” He opens his
eyes and grins at her.

She smiles as she responds, “I can never do better
than be as real as you.”

He lifts the blanket, reaches for her, pulls her to
him with her clearly active cooperation, and kisses her long and
gently. When he has enough breath, he proclaims, “Mmm, yes, you are
real.”

She initiates the next long gentle kiss then lays her
head next to his to nibble on one of his ears while her hand
caresses the other side of his face. A little later, she tells him,
“You’re a wonderful man, George Greyson. I feel so comfortable and
safe with you. No other man has made me feel this way. On top of
that, you’re so kind and gentle, so generous and compassionate. You
make me laugh. You comfort me when I’m upset. You listen to what I
have to say. You answer my questions to be best of your ability no
matter how difficult they are.

“On top of all of that, you do things to please me,
even when you aren’t real interested in doing them, like help me
with the company. The icing on the cake is that you touch me and
give me more pleasure than I imagined a person could ever
experience. I know I’ve told you many of these things before, but
I’m going to keep telling you, because every day I’m with you, they
become even more true and you demonstrate them more fully.”

She lifts herself up, looks him in the eyes, and
tells him, “You’re the right man for me, the only man for me. I can
never love you enough for all of the love you’ve shown me.” She
kisses him with such warmth, love, and tenderness he could
cheerfully suffocate just to keep the kiss going longer.

When he can speak without panting for breath, he
tells her, “My lady, you’re too kind. For you to take an old man
into your home and into your heart, for you to be a willing and
active partner in intimate activities with me of all people, is
beyond my imagination. I . . . I don’t know what to say. No matter
what I do for you, it can never be enough for what you’ve already
done for me.”

“I understand you feel that way, and I appreciate all
of your willingness and effort to do all you can for me. But none
of this would have happened if you hadn’t have made the first right
step. You respected me, you kept me safe, and you didn’t take
advantage of me. I know you think you were only trying to do what
was right, but the fact of the matter is that you did the right
thing, when so many others wouldn’t have.

“You demonstrated in actions far louder than words
that I can trust you, completely. You made me feel safe. You made
me feel comfortable. And in so doing, you unintentionally
encouraged me to look beyond the minor issue of our age difference
and to see the only man suitable for me.” She kisses him and tries
to put all of her conviction and sincerity into the kiss.

“Oh, lady, you make me feel special.”

“I’m glad, because you’re more special that I can
possible describe.” She kisses him again as she tries to reinforce
her statement as thoroughly as she can.

They lay there for awhile and soak in each other’s
loving embrace. A little later, he squirms and explains, “I’m
sorry, my lady, but some bodily functions have no sense of proper
timing.”

She rolls off of him, says, “I understand,” gets up,
and pulls him to his feet for a brief tight hug before she sends
him down the hall.
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George returns as she pours hot water into a cup to
make tea. She holds up the kettle and asks, “Do you want a
cup?”

“Yes, please. . . . Sharlene, I don’t mean to sound
like I doubt you, but did you really want to save me because I
hadn’t touched you?”

“Yes. I know it sounds very selfish, but I knew you
were the only man who I would trust enough to allow him to touch me
intimately and I very much wanted that. I wanted you to touch me
that first sixth-day when I kissed you, I just didn’t know how much
I wanted your touch.”

“Oh.”

She steps close, holds his head, looks into his eyes,
and tells him, “George, you’re a very special and wonderful man.
Somehow, I knew it within just a couple of days of meeting you. You
met the criteria of what I wanted in a man before I would consider
having a relationship with one. I knew I would never find another
man to meet my criteria, at least not without an extensive search
and I didn’t want to wait that long when you were right there in
front of me. I’ll admit that my mind balked at the idea simply
because of arbitrary social standards, but my heart knew.”

He partially squats, wraps his arms snugly around
her, proclaims, “Thank you!” picks her up, and kisses her. She
lifts her legs to wrap around his waist then his right arm slips
under her buttocks to support her while her arms go around his neck
and she happily responds to his succession of kisses.

When she feels him start to tremble with the effort
of holding her up, she suggests, “Put me on the counter.” He steps
over to the kitchen counter and sits her down without a break in
his kisses. After more kisses, she stops him during a breathing
break, and tells him, “George, I love your kisses, but don’t wear
yourself out trying to give them all to me today. I want them
tomorrow and the day after that and every day after that. Scoot
back a little.” Even while he keeps a hand on the counter, he
partially stumbles. She quickly slips off of the counter and guides
him to sit on the love seat, then asks, “Are you okay?”

“I’m sorry I went overboard, but it felt like all of
a sudden, I have a heart and it had to express itself,” and he
pulls her closer for yet another kiss.

A couple of kisses later, Sharlene is tempted to
escalate their touching to full blown pleasure then she remembers
his trembling body. She lets George catch his breath after another
kiss then suggests, “You need food and rest before you wear
yourself out. What would you like for dinner? I’m afraid there’s
not much in the fridge right now.”

“Boxes I put . . . in dining area?”

“Yes.”

“Meals to reheat . . . see what you want.”

Since she isn’t sure what he means, she gives him a
quick kiss then goes look in the boxes. She finds jars labeled
chicken soup and beef stew, some smaller jars labeled spaghetti
sauce and a few which she recognizes as his blackberry jelly. She
pulls out one labeled chicken soup. It looks like his chicken soup
then she notices that it’s the same style of jar and lid as his
jam. She’s looks the jar over then sees that it’s labeled ‘1
quart’. Somehow, she never questioned his jam being in a jar and on
his shelves, but now she wonders how that can be. She carries the
jar over to the love seat and asks, “Shouldn’t these be put in the
freezer or the fridge?”

“No. Why?”

“Won’t they go bad?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“They’re sealed.” When he notices her puzzled
expression, George asks, “Have you ever heard of ‘canning’?”

“Um, I think I’ve heard my grandparents talk about
it, but I don’t know what it is.”

“It’s the same basic process which food preparation
companies use to prepare perishable foods which can be stored at
room temperature such as canned fruits, vegetables, and meats. The
product is put in a container, the home preparer usually uses glass
jars like that, the lid is put on, then it’s put into a tub of
water and heated to a certain temperature for a period of time,
which kills any germs and bacteria and forces the air out. When the
jar is removed from the hot water, it slowly cools, and as the
product contracts, the vacuum in the jar pulls the lid down air
tight and seals. The product can safely stay at room temperature
for several years, although a cooler temperature will usually help
the flavor stay fresher longer.”

She thinks about it for a little while before she
responds, “Interesting. Fruits and vegetables have a limited
growing season, so by growing more than you can eat during harvest
time, you can use this canning process to preserve them to use at
other times in the year. But wouldn’t freezing them work just as
well?”

He explains, “That depends on the product. Freezing
and canning cause different changes in a product. And most people
don’t have enough freezer space to store much food. If you have a
large enough home garden, it’s better to can the product and put it
on a shelf or in a box. Besides, in the past, even in my
grandparents’ time, not all people had freezers. The only way to
preserve food in order to eat it out of season was to can it or, in
the case of meat, to heavily salt it.”

“Oh. I hadn’t thought about that. So why soup, stew,
or sauce?”

“Vegetables in season and convenience.”

“Convenience? It didn’t take that long for us to make
chicken soup at your place, even a few meals worth.”

He nods his head and responds, “Although that’s true,
it was partially because I had most of the vegetables already
prepared. By spending some time, I was able to cook up a much
larger batch of soup and by canning it, the soup is already cooked
and only needs to be reheated without waiting for it to thaw. And
without having to make another batch every third or fourth time I
want it.”

She sets the jar down on the counter, sits on the
love seat to face him, and says, “Okay, I know I’m missing
something. What’s the connection? Why did you make the effort to
make those things and bring them down with you?”

“I figured that while you’re starting a new company,
we might work late or come home tired and won’t want to put the
effort into cooking every night. This way we only have to reheat
the food and don’t have to be concerned about all of the additives
and preservatives which are put in commercial convenience
foods.”

Sharlene leans over and kisses George thoroughly.
When she lets him breathe, she turns, sits on his upper legs,
cuddles close as his arms go around her, and tells him, “You’re a
jewel of a man. The thought would have never occurred to me.”

“You’ve had a few more significant things to think
about. I figured if I can take care of some of the little things,
it will leave you free to concentrate on the bigger things. I know
that what I’ve brought isn’t much in the way of variety, but it
might help on those evenings when the only thought is to get
something to eat without having to put a lot of effort into
it.”

She pulls his head down and kisses him again before
she says, “It was a wonderfully thoughtful thing for you to do.
Thank you. I’ve had your chicken soup before, so I think I would
like to try your beef stew.”

“Whatever you wish.”

“You be careful with that statement, old man. I might
be tempted to forego the caloric food to spend the evening tasting
you,” and she demonstrates with a thorough kissing.

When his breathing has settled, he shakes his head
and says, “I don’t know, before I can agree, I think the intent of
the pronouns needs to be reversed.”

She starts to puzzle out his meaning when he leans
her back, tongue caresses her chin which startles her, then he
‘attacks’ her throat and neck with growls, tongue caresses, and
nibbles. She starts to laugh at the silliness of his action as well
as the ticklishness of his beard as he moves his head around. When
his lips return to hers, she responds intently, not sure if she’s
trying to pour herself into him or swallow him whole. Soon, they’re
both panting for breath.

She snuggles up to him for awhile as though she’s
trying to push herself into him before she tells him, “You’re so
wonderful to me.” She kisses him again, this time more gently. In
order to give him another chance to catch his breath, she gets up
while she tells him, “Food, before you distract me again.” After
she puts the jar of chicken soup back in the box, she gets out one
labeled beef stew, sets the jar on the counter, and attempts to
unscrew the lid. When she’s unsuccessful, she asks, “Are the lids
normally hard to get off?”

“Sometimes they can be a little sticky.” George goes
to the box and comes back with a rubber disk and says, “This can
help with the grip. Or we may need to run it under warm water for a
little while.” He lays the rubber disk over the top of the jar and
twists.

She’s surprised to see him remove a metal ring while
a flat metal lid is still sealed to the top of the jar so she asks,
“Two pieces?”

“This kind is, some are one piece.”

“So how to you get that flat piece off?”

“Usually it can be pried off.” He demonstrates with
the handle of a fork. She hears a pop and a moment later he pulls
the flat lid off, turns it over, and explains, “This rubber ring
provides an airtight seal. Be taking it off this way, it usually
doesn’t change the shape of the lid and it can be used once or
twice more.” He sets the lid upside down on the counter.

“And if you can’t get it off that way?”

“Then a bottle opener usually does the trick.”
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Sharlene looks at him for a moment before she admits,
“I guess I need to display my ignorance. What’s a bottle
opener?”

George leans over and gives her a gentle brief kiss
before he steps back around the counter to the boxes as he says,
“You can’t be expected to know all about ancient history.” He gets
something out of the box, comes back, and lays a small metal bar in
her hand.

She sees that one end has an angled curved end while
the other end has an angled pointed end and asks, “How does it
work?”

He sets the lid back on top of the jar, takes the
bar, and demonstrates as he explains, “Quite often the metal of the
lid gets bent using this method and can’t be used again.”

“What’s the pointed end for?”

“That’s a can opener.”

Since she’s surprised at that answer, she asks, “A
can opener?” It looks nothing like either the electric or manual
can openers of opposing rotating disks she’s familiar with.

“It’s primarily intended to open cans with liquid
contents. A person would punch a full size hole in one side of the
lid, turn the can around to punch an air hole in the other side of
the lid and pour. If nothing else is available, it can also open a
can with more solid contents by punching a sequence of holes around
the rim of the lid.”

“Interesting. It may be a bit more work, but that
would certainly be a lot easier to carry than a typical can
opener.”

He nods his head in agreement and says, “As society
became more affluent, it also became less efficient and developed
more specialized equipment. When I was young, there were
advertisements for half a dozen different specialized cooking
utensils to prepare what my parents or grandparents would have
cooked using a simple skillet.” George steps around her,
deliberately slides his right hand across the back of her buttocks,
and gets a pan out of a lower cupboard, pours the stew in, sets in
on the stove, and turns on the burner. He stirs it while she gets
bowls and spoons out.

Sharlene slips under his left arm and hugs him which
leaves his right arm free to stir. A few moments later, she asks,
“When you went behind me to get the pan, did you touch me
deliberately?”

“Yes.”

“Why?” She barely stops herself from hugging him
tighter.

“Because, my luscious lady, I feel like I’m addicted
to you and your body. I can’t seem to get enough of you. I warned
you that as our touching becomes more intimate, I’ll want to be
touching you more, not only more intimately, but more frequently.
If it bothers you, please speak up and I’ll do my best to refrain
from touching you until you’re ready to be touched.”

This time, she doesn’t stop herself from hugging him
tighter. After he gives the stew another stir, she takes the spoon
out of his hand, pulls him a step away from the stove, kisses him
breathless, then explains, “If it was somehow possible, I would
gladly have you touch me constantly.”

His left arm goes around her and holds her as tightly
as he dares while his trembling right hand picks up the spoon to
stir the stew before it begins to burn on the bottom. A minute or
so later, he turns off the stove and ladles the stew into the two
bowls and she slightly raises her eyebrows in surprise that there’s
still some in the pan.

He notices the direction of her look then explains,
“There’s more if you want or it can be served as leftovers. I
thought a quart would be more than enough for a meal for us, but
guessed that a pint wouldn’t be quite enough.”

They carry their bowls to the table with fresh
glasses of iced tea and she has George sit on her right so they can
sit thigh to thigh. Although she’s right handed, it’s easier for
her to eat with her left hand than it is for him. After she takes a
few bites, Sharlene expresses her opinion, “Mmm, this is good.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

She likes it even more when his left hand slides onto
her right leg and, after an extended pause, begins to gently caress
her leg. She’s quick to respond with her own caressing hand. Their
mutual caressing stops only when it’s time to tilt their bowls to
spoon up the last of the vegetable and barley bits with the
remaining broth. She leans on him and asks, “So, old man, do you
always add the spice of intimate pleasure to your food to make it
taste better?”

“Only with the one woman who I think might enjoy it.”
He leans over and kisses her. She resists breaking the spell of his
long warm gentle kiss by escalating it. Eventually, he leans back
in order to breathe.

“Mmm, ‘enjoy’ barely begins to describe how much
pleasure it brings me.” Her sparkling eyes and smiling lips invite
him to kiss her again, which he can’t refuse. Several more similar
kisses have her wishing this could go on forever, then she gasps in
delight as the pleasure increases when his right hand, which had
been caressing her face and trailing fingertips along her jaw,
throat, neck, and ears, slides down her torso and gently cups then
rubs her left breast with the palm of his hand.

This time when he leans back to breathe, she gets out
of her chair, pushes his chair back far enough from the table to
slide her left leg over his legs, sits on his legs facing him, and
guides both of his hands to her breasts. She closes her eyes, leans
her head back and groans as he sends waves of pleasure flowing
through her. Whether it’s minutes or hours she doesn’t know, but
his hands stop exciting her breasts sooner than she wants then he
pulls her close into a warm hug.

While her head rests on his shoulder, her breathing
eventually settles, and she’s able to tell him, “Wonderful, simply
wonderful,” before she begins to kiss the side of his neck and
nibble on his ear. It’s awhile longer before actual thoughts can be
recognized through the feeling of pleasure which fills her then
it’s longer before the thoughts can be expressed as words, “Have
you told your little friends ‘hello’ yet?”

He briefly hesitates then says, “Not directly,” even
as he considers how to do so in a distinct manner. A little later,
he leans around her and moves his eating utensils out of way.
Before she can puzzle out his intent, he lifts her up onto the edge
of the table and scoots his chair closer between her legs. Even as
the thought registers within her that this is where she wants him
to be, her anticipation of the coming pleasure leaps skyward as he
begins to unbutton her shirt.

Although she wants him to quickly remove her shirt
and give her more pleasure, she’s thrilled with his slow,
deliberate, one button at a time between many caresses, removal of
her shirt which builds her pleasure to greater heights. She gasps
and groans each time his hand or wrist brushes over her growing
nipples. When her shirt is unbuttoned, he caresses her for awhile
longer before he pushes her shirt off of her arms and sets it
aside.

As though he’s building her mountain of pleasure one
stone at a time, he caresses her upper abdomen while he kisses her
upper chest and occasionally caresses her lace covered breasts and
somehow just misses her hardened nipples. She’s almost feeling limp
with all of the pleasure which is rolling through her then she
partially stiffens as a stronger wave of pleasure hits her when he
undoes her bra hook and opens it wide while her nipples feel as
though they grow even larger as they’re released from their lacy
confines. Her actual pleasure soon surpasses her anticipated
pleasure as he pushes her bra off of her arms then leans close.

She groans as she feels his warm breath spread across
one of her breasts while he imagines that he’s making the sound of
the first two letters of ‘hello’. She stops breathing with the
intense pleasure as the tip of his tongue rapidly flicks over the
top of one of her taunt nipples as though he’s repeating the
movement of his tongue to make the ‘ll’ sound of ‘hello’. But when
his mouth forms an ‘o’ around her nipple and sucks, she screams
with the strength of her climax.

Although his lips and tongue move away from the
nipple he had just greeted, they remain close enough that it takes
quite awhile for her breathing to begin to settle. When he says
‘hello’ to his other little friend, the results are the same,
maybe, if possible, even a little more intense. As her body starts
to slump, he lifts her off of the table and onto his legs then he
wraps his arms around her to hold her tight, but as her sensitized
nipples are pressed onto his shirt, her groan is almost another cry
of climax. Reluctantly, she arches her back to move her nipples
away from his shirt.

As her pleasure dissipates a little, she’s able to
relax some and allow her nipples to again touch then press onto his
shirt while the strong pleasure doesn’t quite become climax
intense. She rests her head on his shoulder, but it’s still some
time before her breathing has settled. When she can, she turns her
head, weakly nibbles on his earlobe, and says, “I never knew being
told ‘hello’ could be so exquisitely pleasurable. Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure.” His arms pull her closer.
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It’s a number of minutes later before enough energy
has seeped back into her body for her to sit up, grab his head with
both hands and kiss him. Rather than kiss him breathless, Sharlene
keeps the kisses shorter which allows both of them to grab a couple
of quick breaths before they renew the kiss. After awhile, her
hands move down and begin to unbutton his shirt. Since she’s now
able to sit up on her own, his hands drop down along her sides,
slide along the fronts of her legs, then slip under the hem of her
skirt to caress the fronts and outsides of her legs. Her breathing
speeds up then she asks, “Is this a part of the encore?” She
spreads his shirt to caress his chest.

Since he isn’t sure what she means, George asks,
“Encore?”

“You play the instrument of my body like a virtuoso.
Isn’t every wonderful performance followed by an encore?” She
scoots herself closer and kisses him. It takes him a moment to
understand the reference. Since her own eyes are closed, she
doesn’t see his eyes pop open and shine, but she does feel his
momentary stumble during the kiss, then his increased fervor
immediately following which lasts until they run out of breath.

While his breathing starts to settle, hers becomes
more rapid as his hands slide further under her skirt and around
her hips to gently grip her panty covered buttocks and pull her
tighter to him. She tightens her own grip on him then groans as her
sensitized nipples press onto the bare skin of his chest. Her
groans grow louder as she rubs her nipples on his chest, then she
gasps as the pleasure shoots through her from the palms of his
hands which cup the bottom of her buttocks and lift her up which
causes her nipples to slide up his chest.

She’s barely able to grab a couple of breaths before
the pleasure takes her breath away when his fingertips touch the
inner most part of her leg, slide along her skin right next to her
panty seam across the pubic hairs her panty doesn’t cover, then
brushes across the top of her panty covered vulva. His fingers stop
moving. She takes a quick deep breath then screams it out with her
orgasm as his fingertips press her panty into her moist labia. He
groans as his own desire reaches climax then he pulls his hands
away to catch her as she slumps.

They sit there for a long while with their bodies
limp in the post-climatic glow of pleasure. Eventually, she moves
her head a little closer, nuzzles his neck, and proclaims, “You are
a virtuoso!”

“Huh?” he responds while seemingly half asleep.

“You’re a virtuoso.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Your encore was every bit as wonderful as your
original performance.”

“Had you expected something different?”

“Actually, I hadn’t thought of any expectations, I
just wanted you to touch me more.”

He chuckles and says, “Then I ought to give you an
‘A’ for creativity in asking.”

“Oh, goody. Thank you, teacher,” and she kisses him
breathless. She moves her head to lean slightly down then looks up
at him through her eyelashes, and asks, “Um, does that mean I get
the reward when I find a creative way to ask?”

He laughs then proclaims, “You’re a little nymph!” He
kisses her deeply, but briefly. “And I’m the luckiest man in the
world to have you all to myself.” He tries to kiss her breathless,
but runs out of breath himself first. When he has enough breath, he
suggests, “Maybe we ought to take a little break, because I don’t
want you to get sore.”

It’s her turn to laugh as she tells him, “Oh, my
lover. You’ve hardly been able to touch me enough to get me sore.
I’ve been so anticipating being back in your arms, I thought I was
going to climax in the airport when I saw your look of desire for
me.”

His eyes open wide in surprise, but she just pulls
his head towards hers and kisses him breathless. They cuddle for
awhile before she sits up.

She puts her left foot on the floor then swings her
right leg over his and stands, braces herself by holding onto his
shoulder, and explains, “I’m not sore, but I do have another body
part which is demanding its own attention.”

“I know what you mean.” He more slowly gets up and
follows her down the hall.

As she washes up, she feels like it’s almost silly to
keep changing her panty, when she wants him to get it damp again.
Then she realizes that she’s almost playing a game with herself to
see how many times she can encourage him to get her excited enough
to change her panty.

George is surprised to find that he makes it back to
the kitchen before she does and he starts to warm up the left over
stew. Sharlene steps up behind him, hugs him, and says, “Thank you
for all of the pleasure you’ve given me.”

He partially turns, gently pulls her to his side so
he can at least half hug her while he stirs the stew, and tells
her, “My lady, that’s my primary purpose in life. To do for you
whatever most pleases you.”

She hugs him tighter because she’s somewhat concerned
about how she might respond otherwise. A moment later she asks,
“What are you doing?”

“I thought we could use some more sustenance. Since
this was available, I figured we could share it. If we’re still
hungry we can find something else. . . . I think it’s ready.”

She goes to the table, gets their bowls, and asks,
“Will these be fine, or should we get clean bowls?”

“Those should be fine. They haven’t been sitting that
long.” He divides the stew between them and they go back to the
table to eat it.

As they finish cleaning up, she realizes she needs a
distraction and says, “Before I forget, I have some paperwork for
you and some for you to sign.” She pulls the papers out of his
envelope and reviews them for a moment to make sure she’s able to
provide the right explanation with each document. “As I mentioned,
the primary investor decided to buy the project rather than invest
in it. Since you said that whatever agreement we reached with the
primary investor could be applied to your investment, we had the
same documents drawn up for you.

“We went ahead and used the same total amount which
we had originally calculated to request as a loan, so between your
initial investment and what the primary owner is putting in,
there’s a total of ten million credits set aside for Digital
Empathy to get us started and meet our budget for three years plus
some for contingency. That money, minus what Klara paid for the
Project and any other start-up costs and your portion in the local
bank account, has been deposited into an investment account we can
withdraw from as we need to pay for company expenses.

“This form designates you as a five percent owner of
the investment account for Digital Empathy and this form transfers
five percent ownership of Digital Empathy to you from the Community
Investment Group, who had originally purchased the Project. If you
have no objection to this arrangement, you need to sign in the
designated places.”

He pauses for a little while then says, “Well, I
certainly never expected to end up being a company owner, even at a
five percent level.”

“If you’re concerned about the risk to your funds,
the primary owner has already stated a willingness to buy out your
portion, but since you invested such a significant portion of what
you have available and at such an earlier stage in the process,
they wanted to respect your interest and enable you to reap the
rewards of what they think will be a successful venture.”

“It’s not the money, as I told you guys when I handed
over the check, although I’ll have to avoid any frivolous spending,
but just the idea of me being in such a position, even if it’s only
five percent, which essentially has no say in matters compared to
the primary owner . . . . Ah, why not. If the company is even
somewhat successful, then maybe I can have more available to enable
you to retire early.”

She’s rendered momentarily speechless at his
continued emphasis on supporting her.

He signs the copies where indicated then says, “If I
remember right, you said the owner was interested in setting aside
a significant portion of the profits for brain research. Was there
some area which was cut back on so they could take out a
significant portion of the profits for themselves?”

It takes Sharlene a moment to understand his question
and respond, “Huh? No. They stayed with the ten percent we had
originally planned to offer the investor.”

“Really? Even without getting their initial
investment paid back?”

Sharlene nods her head, “That’s right, just like you
didn’t ask for your investment to be paid back. Like I told you, if
I didn’t know better, I would say you were the primary owner in
disguise, except that they’re doing it to support the intent of
Digital Empathy, while you did it because you wanted to support me.
For which I can never fully express my gratitude,” although her
subsequent kiss makes a valiant effort.

To encourage herself to let him catch his breath, she
forces herself to return to the paperwork. She checks the company’s
envelope of papers, signs the form of authorized signatures for the
sub-account bank drafts and after she explains the purpose of the
form, she pushes it over to him for his signature.

He pauses as though he’s going to protest, then he
signs it.

She takes the signature card back, hands him another
form and explains, “One more document. This is the agreement
between the owner and the company. As long as the company abides by
the parameters in this agreement, the owner will take a ‘hands-off’
approach to the management of the company. Although at five
percent, you may not have much say, you’re still an owner of the
company and should be basically in agreement with how the company
is going to operate.”
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George hesitates then says, “Um, I suppose I ought to
actually read this one. Do you want me to take the time now, or
should I wait until later to read it?”

Sharlene assure him, “It shouldn’t take you long. Why
don’t I go make a pot of tea and give you a few minutes?”

“Okay.” George reads through it a couple of times,
tries to find any clear loopholes, then signs the copies. As he
accepts a fresh cup of tea from her, he says, “Thank you. I’m
surprised the owner went with this.”

“Why do you say that?”

“The company leadership is given a lot of latitude in
how they function, although the clause about unusual circumstances
could be interpreted in a variety of ways.”

“That’s true. This agreement is very similar to the
one we as Digital Empathy signed with the investment company who
originally purchased the Project, with some clarification. They
weren’t going to want to get involved in the day to day activity of
the company.

“Klara explained it as being similar to what she
recommended I do as the directing partner. Let the area experts
manage their areas and only step in when there’s an issue they
can’t resolve. The primary owner is taking a similar approach in
treating the company leadership as the area experts and only
stepping in when necessary.”

He thinks for a moment then says, “That makes sense,
especially with a new technology. An investor may recognize
something with potential, but that doesn’t mean they have the
business or technical background to pull all of the pieces together
to make it work.” He reads through it again. “Yeah, this is good.
As you said, if you and Mariam get out of the day to day operation,
this is about the best assurance you can have that the company will
stay true to its original intent. The only thing better would be if
one of you could buy it yourself and then manage it for the rest of
your lives.”

“Thank you. I was hoping I wasn’t going too far out
on a limb in allowing the investor to purchase the Project instead
of looking for another investor.”

He looks at her in surprise then asks, “Didn’t Klara
and your dad agree with this?”

“Yes, but it still makes me feel more comfortable
with my decision in knowing that you agree with it.” Sharlene
kisses him thoroughly before he can voice a protest. Once the
paperwork is completed, she divides the papers as William and
Winifred or Klara had indicated. She puts the company copies in the
envelope to give to Mariam, sets the legal copies for Klara aside,
and gives George his copies which he takes and puts with his
luggage.

When George comes back, he sets an envelope with the
papers for Klara and sets another one in front of her as he sits
down while he struggles to resist the temptation to caress her bare
torso.

She asks, “What’s this?”

“A copy of my will.” He covers her mouth as she
starts to protest. “Sharlene, I’ve thought about it a lot, and I
decided to change my will. That’s your copy and there’s a copy for
Klara as your legal representative. If she finds problems with it,
I’ll have it redone. I decided that when I die, all of my physical
assets are to be given to you. All of my liquid assets, after final
expenses have been covered, are to be divided equally between my
daughters.

“If I left my physical assets to my daughters, they
would have to try to sell them and then divide them because neither
is inclined to live here, nor does either of them have the
financial resources to pay the other’s share if they did want to
live here. I know I’ve told you that I’ll take care of you, and I
will if necessary, but if Digital Empathy is even partially
successful, you’ll easily be able to take care of yourself or even
start your own practice or teach or any number of other things
which will support you much better than I ever could.”

“Even without that, I can support myself.”

“That’s not the actual point. The point is that you
seem to like my house . . . “

She interrupts, “I love your house.”

He nods his head and continues, “That’s what I mean.
You’ll also more fully appreciate my library or, if necessary, find
a good home for it. You’ll also be inclined to let Molly live out
her life there in comfort and familiar surroundings.”

“Of course I would.”

“You’ve just justified my reasoning.”

“Oh. I don’t need to take your wonderful home.”

“Lovely lady, it’s not an issue of need, I want you
to have it unless it will be a burden to you.”

“No, it certainly wouldn’t be a burden.”

He reminds her, “Well, I certainly can’t take it with
me. And I would prefer that you have it rather than anyone else I
know. Besides, it could also be a place or the means to help you
take care of Paula and Paul in familiar surroundings in their
sunset years.”

“I greatly appreciate your concern for my aunt and
uncle, but I don’t need your help to take care of them.”

“I know, but . . . click, click, click.”

“What?”

“It’s you.”

“What’s me?”

“You’re the primary owner of Digital Empathy.”

She stares at him with wide eyes then exclaims,
“What?!?”

“You are, aren’t you?”

“Where did you get that idea?”

He lifts his fingers as he lists the points, “One,
you were never concerned about getting the funding, only that the
initially proposed loan rates and terms were fair. Two, everything
about the agreement gives the advantage to the company while being
barely within normally acceptable standards. Three, you,
personally, wouldn’t want to run that kind of a risk with someone
else’s money. Four, everything went so smoothly from the funding
end. I’ll even bet Klara put you up to doing the presentation for
the historical record and to continue the myth of a mysterious
investor turned owner.” George chuckles then says, “You and Klara
really pulled a good one on us.”

“You . . . you’re not mad?”

“Can you answer my question: Are you the owner?”

Sharlene hesitates for awhile before she admits,
“Yes, I am.”

“No, I’m not mad. It’s a great joke, but I can
understand why you did it.”

“You can?”

“Sure. If everyone knew you were the investor or
owner, there would be less effort to work hard because if you
wanted it to work, you would just throw more money at it. By having
an anonymous owner to whom the company is legally responsible to
meet their requirements, there’s much more incentive to make the
effort to succeed. Another factor, if people knew you were the
owner, they would figure you had more money than you knew what to
do with and sooner or later, you would be asked to help pay for
somebody’s grandmother’s surgery, or help fix their vehicle, or a
million other requests. Most people will be much less likely to
make those kinds of requests to an anonymous owner.”

“You won’t tell Mariam, will you?”

George shakes his head as he answers, “No. If you
want Mariam to know, it will be up to you to tell her.”

“Thank you. I don’t want her to get the idea that I’m
investing in the company out of charity for helping her keep her
job. She already partially thinks that because while Digital
Empathy is her passion, she’s figured out I’m putting my effort in
because of my head knowledge that it’s important to do, not because
it’s the thing I’m passionate about or that my heart is demanding I
do.”

“You’ve more or less stated that on several
occasions.”

She nods her head as she responds, “I know, George,
but it was still somewhat of a surprise to hear Mariam clearly tell
me she knew it. Dad thought I ought to tell you I was the owner,
but I hadn’t figured out how to bring the subject up. I’m glad you
figured it out.”

“Why did he think I ought to know?”

“He thought I needed at least one person I could
freely talk to without worrying about whether or not I had told
them all of the secrets and he thought you were the best person for
that role.”

His eyes open wide before he manages to ask, “Really?
Why me?”

“Because I trust you and because you’re the only one
who knows the extent of what my emotional recordings are like.
Mariam, Klara, and Dad have seen the charts of my first experiences
and in contrast to comparable recordings already in the Project
database. All any of them know about my later recordings is that
some of them are longer and more intense, but I haven’t given them
any details.

“Although you haven’t been interested in the numbers,
only you have an idea of how long I’ve enjoyed pleasure or how many
times I’ve climaxed when you’ve touched me. I don’t remember the
specifics of the conversation, but once Mariam made a comment about
hoping I was making good emotional recordings a few times a week. I
didn’t have the heart to tell her it was that much in a day.”
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They sit quietly for awhile as they each think their
own thoughts. George starts to chuckle, shakes his head, chuckles
some more, then starts to laugh. Sharlene wonders what he finds so
funny, but she waits until he calms down some. She’s about to ask
when he explains, “I was just thinking about how many people who
see us together will assume you’re a little gold digger who is
after my money, when the truth of the matter is that you have more
than me.” He starts to laugh again and she joins in.

“So, George, are you interested in switching roles
and being the gold digger?”

“Not at all. Sharlene, I don’t care one drop how much
money you do or don’t have stashed away. The fact that you want me,
that you want me to touch this fantastically responsive body of
yours is more precious to me than every one of your credits.
Sometimes I feel ashamed for having to remind myself there’s a
wonderful person inhabiting this beautiful body.”

“I’m afraid I know what you mean. Many times I’ve had
to remind myself that there should be more to our relationship than
you giving me all of the pleasure I want. I know you love me and
want me for more than just my body. And I really do want you for
more than how fantastic you make my body feel. I think that as we
can satisfy the physical side of our relationship, we’ll find so
much more about each other to enjoy.”

He nods his head as he says, “My thoughts are very
similar. There’s so much about you that I like and which is
compatible with my way of thinking that I just want to be with you
and to enjoy your presence. . . . And then there are other times,
when you’re near me, that all I’m aware of is your body; the sight,
the smell, the feel, the taste, . . .”

“Distraction over.” Sharlene surges out of her chair
and stands next to him as her hands go around his head, her right
nipple goes into his mouth, and, a couple of moments later, she
cries out with her climax even as his arms are going around her to
pull her close. She moves his head to her left nipple and soon
cries out again. Even as she’s panting for breath, she’s astounded
at the desire which is pounding through her, yet she doesn’t want
the pleasure to stop. His hot breath, kisses, and tongue caresses
between her breasts and around them keep her pleasure flowing until
he leans his head back to let her catch her breath.

When her breathing has partially settled, she leans
away just enough to bend over and kiss his lips, then she breaks
the kiss early and slowly stands up which encourages his kisses to
go down her throat, her chest, and back to her breasts. When his
mouth says ‘hello’ to a nipple as it did
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