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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


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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After she lets Teekuh in the back seat of the
vehicle, Angelisa gets in, briefly hugs Sharlene, and buckles her
seat belt.

Sharlene asks, “How are you doing?”

“Good. It’s hard to believe how free I feel since I
don’t have to work in the restaurant every day and try to get my
homework done between serving customers. Of course, Teekuh’s
wonderful to be with, and I’m enjoying working on my language. I
was even able to spend a couple of hours with Rebeka two days
ago.”

“I’m sorry I keep forgetting to invite her or to make
the time to spend with her. How’s she doing?”

“Really good, especially compared to where she was a
few months ago. Anndee’s been a big comfort to her. She still has
confused feelings and isn’t sure how to handle them.”

“Confused feelings about what?”

“Intimacy. After she heard how much you like George
to make love to you and how much I like the hugs and caresses,
she’s feeling a little interested in what it might be like with
someone who cares about her. Yet, at the same time, she’s very
afraid of anything similar to a physical display of affection. I
was quite surprised when she actually asked me to kiss her.”

Sharlene’s eyes open wide in surprise before she
asks, “She was really willing to try? That is progress.”

Angelisa nods her head as she responds, “That’s what
I thought, so I kissed her as gently and as softly as I could. She
said she liked it and requested a couple of more kisses which were
a little more involved. She was afraid of wanting more, so we left
it at that. It wasn’t until afterwards that I realized how delicate
the situation was and how I could have really thrown a porcupine
into her recovery if I wasn’t careful. She assured me she
appreciated my willingness to kiss her. I want to believe her, yet
I’m hesitant to call her in case she changed her mind.”

“Try not to worry about it. You’re her friend, you
were there for her, you tried to meet her need as gently as you
could, and you willingly stepped away when she was becoming
uncomfortable. You couldn’t have done any better. You can’t control
how she’s going to respond, so don’t take that responsibility on
yourself.”

“You’re right about that. Well, maybe I can try
calling her tomorrow and see how she’s doing.”

“That’s a good idea. I probably ought to see if she
wants to visit sometime this weekend before another week goes by
and she thinks we forgot all about her.”

“She gave no indication of thinking you forgot about
her, although she did admit she’s somewhat uncertain about how to
think about you.”

Since she feels both puzzled and concerned, Sharlene
asks, “Why?’

“Because you don’t act in the typical ways someone in
your situation would normally act.”

She looks at Angelisa as long as she dares, turns her
attention back to her driving, and asks, “How should I act?”

Angelisa assures her, “Please don’t feel offended,
because she really appreciates it that you’re gentle,
down-to-earth, and treat her as a valuable person instead of acting
haughty or superior to others because of your beauty and brains as
most people would. And then, on top of that, you fall for on old
man, yeah, you’re different.”

“I’m just beginning to appreciate my differences,
thanks to an old man who keeps reminding me that I don’t want to be
‘normal’ like I thought I wanted to be for so many years.”

“Rebeka likes who you are, she’s just a little
uncertain about how to respond to you.”

Sharlene remarks, “You haven’t seemed to have any
trouble responding to me.”

“I think I was somewhat prepared for it when I had a
chance to partially get to know George who doesn’t fit any of the
standard stereotypes. Everyone believes he’s the richest man in
town, yet he has always treated me with respect. When we first met
in the restaurant, he introduced you by your name rather than your
title, and when I figured out you were a doctor, yet you insisted I
call you by name and you treated me with respect, I guess I
automatically figured you were a friend type person instead of a
high and mighty type person, so that’s how I’ve responded to
you.”

“Thank you. I’m glad you saw me as a friend person,
because I’ve greatly appreciated your friendship.”

Angelisa chuckles then says, “Now if you want to talk
about someone who doesn’t understand, that’s Mama. She really likes
you, especially how you’ve supported me, but she just can’t wrap
her mind around the idea that a rich big city doctor would want to
have anything to do with a poor backwoods girl from a different
culture.”

Sharlene parks her vehicle next to George’s house and
says, “When you put it like that, I guess it does seem somewhat
odd. I’m glad you haven’t let that get in the way.”

“Oh, there have been a couple of times when I had
trouble accepting it, until I realized that since I had nothing to
offer you and you had nothing to gain from a relationship with me,
that meant you could only want to be a friend to me and were
willing to accept me as I was, regardless of the difference in our
social upbringing or status. For that I greatly thank you.”

“Oh, Angelisa, you’re a wonderful person, frankly I’m
proud to consider you my friend and sister.” They tightly hug then
Sharlene suggests, “I suppose we ought to get out of the vehicle
before Molly wants to tear the door off to get us to play with
her.” They laugh, briefly kiss, and get out of the vehicle to play
with Molly and Teekuh.

While they pant for breath after chasing the canines
and being chased, they settle down to sit on the grass to pet Molly
and Teekuh who are laying next to them. They talk some, then turn
to share kisses and after awhile, they’re laying back on the grass
while they tightly hug and deeply kiss.

Some time later, Angelisa almost stammers, “I . . .
I’m sorry. . . . I didn’t mean to get carried away.”

“Don’t be sorry. Did I stop you or suggest that you
back off?”

“Um, no.”

“That’s because I was enjoying it. I like kissing and
hugging you.”

“But . . . what if we did . . . more?”

“Then I could have either encouraged you or slowed
you down.” Sharlene pauses before she asks, “Are you afraid of
‘more’?”

“I don’t know. When we were kissing, I felt like I
wanted something more, but I don’t know what ‘more’ is or how to do
whatever it might be.”

“So, it’s not the ‘more’ you’re afraid of, but the
uncertainty of what the ‘more’ is or how to do it.”

Angelisa thinks for a moment before she agrees,
“Yeah, I think so.”

“Well, it may not seem like it, at least compared to
what you might have heard from others, but the ‘more’ is the
journey of touching George is leading you on, one step at a
time.”

Angelisa’s eyes open wide before she responds, “Oh,
instead of just hugging while kissing we could be caressing while
kissing.”

“Yeah.” Sharlene begins to demonstrate to Angelisa’s
delight and following response. Even while she gives herself to the
kisses and the wonderful feelings she experiences while Sharlene
caresses her back from her waist to the top of her head, her face,
her arms, and anywhere her hands can seem to reach which isn’t much
more than what George has touched her, Angelisa tries to reserve a
little concentration in order to caress Sharlene in a similar
manner. Although they take brief breathing breaks from time to
time, eventually they have to roll slightly apart to let their
breathing settle.

Angelisa starts to ask, “I don’t want to sound
forward . . .”

“What have I said about asking questions?”

“Oh, okay. . . . When I was caressing your back, it
seemed as though . . . you aren’t wearing a bra.”

Sharlene smiles then says, “That’s a statement, not a
question.”

“You’re right. I guess I have two questions then,
don’t you wear a bra? And why not?”

“I generally do wear a bra when I’m going to be in
public, more because it’s expected. I don’t need the support of a
bra because I have almost no breasts, although a padded bra is
useful to hide my nipples when they swell. Since I didn’t plan on
being out in public today, I didn’t bother to put one on because I
don’t like to wear one. Besides, George finds it exciting when I
don’t wear a bra under my shirt. Actually, he likes to take my
shirt off and find a bra so he can take that off too.”

Angelisa briefly hesitates then guesses, “I think
George would like it whether you had twenty pieces of clothing or
none, as long as he could touch you.”

“That’s my George.”

“So where is he?”

“When I left to get you, he said he might do some
work in the garden. I guess we can check there first.”
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After they get up, they hug and briefly kiss then
Sharlene sends Angelisa racing ahead to find George whom she starts
to kiss almost before he can sit up. Soon, Sharlene is there and
they make a strange sight as they hug and kiss while they carefully
kneel among the strawberry plants.

When she has enough breath to speak without panting
while she continues to enjoy their caresses, Angelisa asks, “Well,
boyfriend, what’s the next step of my journey?”

At first he looks a little startled and it takes him
a moment or so to recover, return her smile, and say, “A little
later.” Before she can question him, Angelisa is responding to his
next kiss. When he catches his breath again, he asks, “Instead of
your next step now, how about a variation of a previous step?”

Her uncertainty about the unknown is quickly
displaced by her remembered enjoyment of his touch as she responds,
“Sure.”

“Well, why don’t you two stand up and kiss while I
see if I can’t figure out what that variation might be.”

While she guesses that he does know what the planned
variation is, but needs to set the stage, Angelisa gladly gets up
to kiss Sharlene and she almost immediately feels one of his hands
caress the outsides of her legs. When the ladies take a longer
breathing break, they feel his hands gently push in between their
upper abdomens and as they lean back, they look down in delight to
see him unbutton the lower half of their shirts as he goes back and
forth between them for each button. When he takes turns between
them to slowly pull their shirts out of their pants, they grin at
each other and start to kiss again while they anticipate the
enjoyment of him touching them directly.

As he caresses her back under her shirt to her
enjoyment, Angelisa is startled to feel something touching the skin
of her upper abdomen which doesn’t feel like a hand. She quickly
looks down and is surprised to see his head facing her then she
realizes that he’s kissing her. At first, she thinks it’s a little
strange and she’s still trying to consider it when he turns his
head in order to kiss Sharlene’s upper abdomen to her clear
delight.

Even before he returns to kissing her upper abdomen,
Angelisa decides she does like it and enjoys his renewed kisses.
Sooner than he wants, the complaints of his knees interrupt his
pleasure and with their help, he gets up, enjoys their tight hugs
before he takes care of the weeds he pulled while they kneel down
to finish picking the ripest strawberries. He slowly walks to the
house while he loosens up his stiff knees before he changes out of
his work clothes and gets a drink.

Angelisa glances around to be sure he won’t be able
to hear her before she asks Sharlene, “Why did he kiss my
belly?”

“Didn’t you like it?”

“Yeah, but when he first did it, I was so surprised I
didn’t know what to think.”

“He’s touched you there with his hands, why not with
his lips?”

“I guess that makes sense. . . . He’s touched you all
over with his hands, hasn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Then, um, where has he kissed you?”

“All over.”

Angelisa’s eyes open wide in surprise, then she
almost stutters as she asks, “All . . . over? . . . As in
everywhere?”

Sharlene pauses to briefly consider her answer then
says, “I don’t specifically recall that he’s ever kissed the bottom
of my feet, or my arm pits, but he’s kissed me just about
everywhere else.”

“Oh.”

“I don’t mean to shock you, but I do want to be
honest with my answers. Yes, he’s touched me all over with his
hands and his lips and I’ve enjoyed every bit of it. That doesn’t
mean you’ll enjoy it all, so as your journey of touching
progresses, if something doesn’t feel good or doesn’t feel right to
you, speak up. We don’t want you to be either hurt or
offended.”

“I’m not worried about either of you hurting me, it’s
just that . . . I’ve never even considered the possibility of being
kissed somewhere other than my face. . . . I suppose, as I think
about how much I’ve enjoyed him touching me, I probably will enjoy
him touching and kissing me more, although I’ll have to think about
how much more that could be.” Angelisa shakes her head before she
remarks, “I thought I had heard or overheard all that goes on
between a man and a woman, but you two keep surprising me.”

Sharlene nods her head and agrees, “I’ve been very
pleasantly surprised myself. When George first talked about taking
me on a journey of touching, he mentioned it as also being an
opportunity to explore and experiment with intimacy to see what I
like. Even after we’re made love, we’re still experimenting with
different ways to touch and share pleasure. Both he and Aunt Paula
have pointed out that however intimate partners mutually agree to
touch and share pleasure it’s nobody else’s business so there are
no rules of right or wrong as long as the partners mutually agree
without coercion. What’s wrong is when one partner forces the other
partner to do something they don’t want to do.”

“You mean if two people wanted to do it while they
stood on their heads it would be okay?”

“As long as somebody wasn’t being forced and both
could manage it physically, why not?” Sharlene looks at her more
intently then asks, “Why, have you thought of trying that?”

Angelisa stares at her before she shakes her head and
exclaims, “No way! I just spouted off the most bizarre way I could
think of.”

Sharlene chuckles then says, “Yeah, that might be
difficult to manage. I’m guessing that the effort to stay in such a
position would diminish the pleasure a person might enjoy from the
touching. . . . Well, it looks like we’ve got the ripest
strawberries. Shall we take them in and get them cleaned up?”

The experience of cleaning the strawberries, fixing
some to go with the angel food cake in the oven, and leaving others
for a future batch of jam, is a new experience for Angelisa. Not
what’s involved with doing something with the strawberries
themselves, but to concentrate on dealing with the strawberries
while standing side by side with her friends and feeling their
frequent light touches and brief caresses, that’s wonderfully new
and exciting. Since she feels surrounded by their loving care and
thoroughly enjoys their brief gentle touches, Angelisa thinks she
would willingly do anything they asked of her, then briefly wonders
how they manage to get anything done when they’re by
themselves.

After the kitchen is cleaned up, Angelisa and
Sharlene go to the bedroom to decide what to wear to Paula and
Paul’s for dinner. Even though she feels less like she’s being
daring than she previously felt about displaying her lower legs
below the knee length dress she puts on, Angelisa still has a
moment of hesitation about showing off to George, then feels a
shiver of delight as he seems to caress her with his eyes. She’s
only a moment behind Sharlene as she flounces over to him and
cuddles next to him on the sofa. Although she’s not sure who starts
the kisses, she gladly joins in.

When they return from a break to relieve bladders,
Sharlene suggests, “Lover, why don’t you start Angelisa on the next
step of her journey while I check the cake.” As she notices him
hesitate, she assures him, “I’m sure you can manage without my
supervision.”

He looks briefly startled then slowly grins and
manages to deeply kiss Sharlene before Angelisa leads him to the
sofa while she tries to control her excited anticipation and is
soon settled on his upper legs while she guesses at what the next
step might be considering his earlier delay.

It takes Angelisa a little awhile to set her
anticipation to the side of what might be coming in the near future
in order to enjoy his present caresses which cover her lower bare
legs and her back from her waist to her neck. His caresses expand
so slowly and gently that it takes her awhile to notice that his
hand is on her bare skin along the outside of one of her thighs,
above her knee, and . . . under her skirt! Rather than being
startled, she feels excited, then a little disappointed when his
hand goes no higher than about the middle of her thigh. A little
later, Angelia realizes that he’s saving further touching for
another step so she gives herself over to the more touching he
gives her now and the added pleasure when Sharlene’s hands and lips
join in.

After a few rounds of enjoyment with brief breaks in
between and while she feels like she’s too relaxed to move yet is
also on the verge of excitement, Angelisa manages to get ready to
go and holds the bowl of strawberries steady for the short ride to
Paula and Paul’s. They play with Molly and the puppies for a little
while then help set the table on the porch and enjoy the meal. A
couple of times, she catches Paula looking closely at her, but
since she doesn’t want to question her about what Paula might
suspect or what her reaction might be, Angelisa tries to set her
concern aside .

After dessert is cleaned up and drinks are refreshed,
Sharlene updates Paula and Paul about Emotique then its Angelisa’s
turn to share about her work. Paula shakes her head and is unable
to image the amount of work involved in documenting a language for
the first time while translating it into another language and all
of it on the shoulders of one young lady. They talk about the
puppies for a while and Paula has to tease Paul about how they
arrived at the name of Terry for the puppy which Molly gave
them.

Since they don’t want to stay late because Paula has
to get up early to open the store, they prepare to leave while
Angelisa tries to keep her anticipation of more touching from
showing on her face. While she hugs Paula, she hears a whisper in
her ear, “Enjoy his touching,” and she can’t stop herself from
stiffening in surprise. Paula quietly asks, “You like it, don’t
you?”

Angelisa can only respond with a slight nod of her
head and a flush of embarrassment.

Paula assures her, “Don’t be embarrassed. As long as
there’s mutual agreement, it’s nobody else’s business.”

Angelisa whispers back, “Thank you. . . . I thought I
was more discreet.”

“Most people probably wouldn’t notice, but I know
Sharlene and why she looks at George the way she does and you look
at him in much the same way. Now go on with you before I’m tempted
to ask detailed questions.”

“Thank you, ‘Aunt’ Paula.”
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When they’re back at George’s house and while they
sip cups of tea, Sharlene asks, “Angelisa, did Aunt Paula say
something to bother you?”

“Not directly. She told me to enjoy George’s touches
which embarrassed me because I thought I was hiding my feelings
better.”

“It’s hard to fool her. I didn’t get to visit her
much when I was young, but she always seemed to know what I was
feeling. . . . So, are you ready to feel more of his touches?”

“Am I that obvious?”

“No, but if you enjoy his touches even half as much
as I do, you’re controlling yourself very well to not be crawling
across the table.”

Angelisa returns Sharlene’s grin as she says, “Don’t
tempt me. I’m trying to not appear too pushy and at least let him
finish his tea.”

“Thank you, young lady.” He barely sets his tea mug
down before Sharlene is deeply kissing him. She finally lets him
breathe while she stands next to him and holds his head to her
chest as he gasps out between breaths, “Some people . . . have no .
. . patience.”

She grins then ‘justifies’ her lack of patience, “Not
when there’s great pleasure to be had from your touch, lover. Come
on, sister, he’s got two hands, let’s give him a chance to
demonstrate his ability to give pleasure to two women at the same
time.”

Even though she doesn’t want to intrude, but is also
unwilling to spurn such a welcome invitation, Angelisa is quickly
standing by his other side and at Sharlene’s nod, she leans over
and thoroughly kisses him. When she’s standing back up to catch her
own breath, she’s glad to feel his hand take turns to caress each
of her legs although no further than he has before. Yet she’s
feeling more excitement from his touch than the ‘simple’ enjoyment
she felt previously then realizes she’s reacting to Sharlene’s
obvious response of excitement.

While she tries not to be too obvious about looking,
Angelisa guesses that from the position of his other arm, George is
touching Sharlene more extensively than he’s touching her and she’s
definitely enjoying it from her moans and flushed face. A little
later, she notices that Sharlene is also rocking her torso then she
looks down some and sees the bump of Sharlene’s nipple through her
shirt and is very surprised to realize that Sharlene is rubbing her
other shirt covered nipple on his face. Before she can think about
it more, Sharlene’s lips capture hers and she can feel her
excitement and, suddenly, his touch takes on a whole new
dimension.

As she catches her breath after Sharlene breaks the
kiss to moan longer and deeper than previously, Angelisa feels
somewhat outside of her familiar comfort zone, but it feels so
good, so exciting, so . . . she’s not sure how to describe it
except as wonderful. While she wonders how to respond to the new
feelings, she thinks about it some then forgets it as she responds
to Sharlene’s next kiss. When she’s trying to catch her own breath
again, she doesn’t know how Sharlene can manage to kiss, breathe,
and moan, almost at the same time.

A little later as she picks up her line of thought
from earlier, Angelisa hesitates, pauses, hesitates some more, than
leans forward and presses one of her breasts to the back of
George’s head while he’s kissing Sharlene. A moment later, she
rocks her torso just a little and is surprised to feel a special
warmth flow out from that epicenter of touch then is further
surprised to hear a second person softly moan and doesn’t recognize
it as her own voice.

Lips capture her own, moans move back and forth,
touching is shared, and Angelisa is so caught up in the new
experience of bodily pleasure, she doesn’t recognize that her legs
go limp or that he gets her turned in order to sit on his leg. When
she can put together a coherent thought, she wishes she couldn’t in
order to allow the pleasure to go on even longer. If this is what
the future of her journey of touching might hold in store for her .
. . it’s so wonderful, it’s almost frightening.

Slowly, Angelisa becomes aware that Sharlene is
standing in front of her and gently holds her head then asks, “Are
you okay?”

“I’ve never felt better.”

“I’m glad. I was concerned when I felt your body
start to drop, but George was able to keep you from falling.”

“Thank you, George.”

“It was my pleasure.”

“No. It was definitely my pleasure. I’ve never felt
anything so wonderful. So excitingly relaxing or is it so relaxed
in an exciting way. If this is what it’s going to be like, I don’t
have any reason to fear having you help me to fulfill my cultural
duty. Not that I feared you, but I did fear the unknown of what it
would be like or how I would respond.”

Sharlene gently asks, “George, were you touching
Angelisa more than you intended?”

Angelisa quickly answers before he can, “No, he
wasn’t. I could feel him touching me like he had before and I very
much enjoyed it, but I could feel your excitement which excited me
and seemed to make his touching more exciting.”

“We ought to check your recordings.”

Angelisa just stares at her until she can get the
words out, “How can you think of recordings when we’re feeling like
this?”

She snugly grips her arms and answers, “I have to
think of something else, otherwise I’ll have us all in bed without
our clothes on and sharing pleasure.”

“Oh. . . . Would that be so bad?”

She shakes her head as she answers, “No, it would be
very good, just not yet. I know you’re feeling excited and wanting
more, but if we give in to that desire now, you may wake up in the
morning and regret it and I don’t want to risk that. Pleasure
should be enjoyed, it shouldn’t be something to regret. As your
journey of touching progresses, you may wish it goes faster, but
it’s much less likely that you’ll regret it if we take it slowly
and let you decide at each step when you want to stop.”

“I suppose that makes sense, even though I feel like
saying the only thing that matters is now.”

“I know, believe me, I very much know that feeling. I
don’t know how many times I begged him to either speed up my
journey or just jump to the end. Now that I’ve experienced the
entire journey, I wouldn’t want to deny you any of its
enjoyment.”

“Thank you.” Angelisa shakes her head as she says, “I
don’t know how you have the strength to deny the feeling of wanting
to be touched more.”

“I can’t deny it, the best I can do is delay acting
on the feeling. And even that’s a struggle and something I’ve had
to learn. One time I wanted more so much I yelled at him for not
touching me more right then. Needless to say, I regretted it and
needed to apologize. Until you decide otherwise, we will touch you
more up to fulfilling your cultural duty. We’re just not going to
do it today, but one step at a time, or at least that’s what we’re
going to try to do.”

“I understand what you’re saying and I can’t tell you
how much it means that you care so much about me. Yet, at the same
time, I can’t deny the . . .,” Angelisa pauses while she tries to
find the right word.

Sharlene suggests, “Hunger?”

“Yeah, the hunger I feel for being touched. And when
I’m touched some, I hunger for more. . . . I guess when I was
denied Papa’s hugs, I held in my desire to be lovingly touched and
held it in for so long that now that I can let it out, it wants to
come pouring out.”

“We both understand that, although he had to suffer
much longer than you or I. As our relationship was beginning, we
were both afraid of overwhelming the other person with our desire
to be touched and to experience physical affection. Now, we can try
to help you fulfill that desire in slowly growing increments,
hopefully in such a way that nobody is overwhelmed or hurt.”

“That’s what I want, at least when I can think
straight.” Angelisa pauses before she requests, “Can I have some
more touching before I need to go home? I’ll try not to let myself
get carried away.”

“Of course. Do you have any objection, my lord?”

He shakes his head as he suggests, “Not an objection,
just a delay to take care of a nuisance bladder.”

After that’s taken care of, they encourage him to
recline the end seat of the sofa then lay on him. For awhile, they
just cuddle and tightly hug and when the kisses begin, they keep
them light. It feels like a new experience to Angelisa, to know
that there’s something definitely more exciting just around the
corner, yet to deliberately make the effort to delay the more
exciting, at least until a more appropriate time. Even more
strongly, she makes the effort to not think about the delay
possibly being weeks long.

Later, when she’s again trying to catch her breath,
Angelisa goes down the hall to change into her regular clothes then
hugs the dress she just took off as though to remember her recent
experience a little longer. While a long hug and a thorough kiss
from George are still tingling through her body, she reluctantly
goes out the door with Sharlene and tightly hugs Teekuh before she
lets her in the back seat. A moment later, she and Sharlene take a
little time to tightly hug and deeply kiss before they get in the
vehicle.

As Sharlene drives, she asks, “Was it hard for you to
wait for him to go through each step of your journey?”

“It was the hardest thing I think I’ve ever had to
do.”

“Was it worth it?”

Sharlene nods her head as she answers, “Very much so.
I know I don’t have the experience of going from kissing to hopping
into bed with some guy, but what I’ve overheard others say they
experienced it’s like a single black and white photograph. In
comparison, the journey of touching which George led me on was like
a movie in full color with sound.”

“I like that analogy. And every movie has pauses
between scenes, just like the journey has pauses between steps.
Maybe I can remember that and know that instead of denying my
feelings for more, I ‘simply’ need to delay responding to my
feelings until the right scene in the movie or step in the
journey.”

“That’s a good way to put it.”

“Thank you so much for letting me experience a
journey of touching with you and George.”

“Not only is it my pleasure, I believe it’s the right
thing to do.”

Since she doesn’t know how else to express herself,
Angelisa quietly waits for Sharlene to stop the vehicle at the
restaurant. While she tightly hugs her, she says, “I wish I could
express how much I appreciate all you and George do for me.”

“It’s truly our pleasure. We really do enjoy being
with you, encouraging you, and sharing pleasure with you.”

“I know and I can’t tell you how special that makes
me feel.” Without adequate words and since she doesn’t want to put
on a scene which could be observed, Angelisa very briefly kisses
Sharlene and hops out of the vehicle. After she waves goodbye, she
quickly walks to the house with Teekuh whom she tightly hugs when
they’re alone in her bedroom. A little later, she relaxes her grip
then pets Teekuh for awhile before she gets out her computer to
review her recordings.

When she notices one which is different from her
other recordings, she recognizes that it’s at about the right time
for when she was so excited. Although she’s tempted to play it,
Angelisa doesn’t dare run the risk of having Huleeoh walk in on
her, so she just uploads it with a few of her more usual recordings
to the emoter upload site. While she tries to concentrate on her
memory of her enjoyment of their hugs rather than on the excitement
of their touches, she falls asleep.
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After she opens the vehicle door for Teekuh, Angelisa
quickly leans over to tightly hug Sharlene who asks, “Is something
wrong?”

As she sits back in her seat and gets her seat belt
buckled, Angelisa answers, “I had another argument with Mama. She
doesn’t understand why I want to have my hymen removed by a doctor
instead of having a man painfully rape me. She says she doesn’t
want me to be hurt or to feel like I’m being raped, but when I
point out that the option is to have a doctor remove my hymen, all
she can do is say that’s not the way we, meaning our culture, do it
or simply that it’s tradition. Even when Great Aunt pointed out
that in our distant past it wasn’t unusual for a woman to have her
hymen removed by an older woman trained in medicine, Mama refused
to listen. Thank you for letting me stay with you for a few days.
Hopefully, after it’s done, Mama will calm down some.”

“I hope so too.”

“I talked to Rebeka yesterday and she said you were
taking her to the city tomorrow.”

Sharlene nods her head, “Yes. Somebody in the city
wants to commission her to do a drawing.”

“Does that mean to ask her to do a specific drawing
and pay her for it?”

“That’s right.”

“Good for her. I think her drawings are good enough
that she ought to be able to make a living with them.”

“I think so too. However, for that to happen, we
somehow need to put her in touch with people who have the
appreciation for her art and the money to pay her for it. Please
don’t tell her yet, but George and I have discussed buying some of
her drawings, and are coordinating through Klara with some art
dealers in order to get a guesstimate of a fair price. We don’t
want Rebeka to feel like we’re giving her charity, nor do we want
her to feel cheated if others will pay a higher price.”

Angelisa nods her head, “I understand. If she does a
drawing on commission, is she going to know what to charge? She
seems more inclined to just give her drawings away.”

Sharlene responds, “I know. Klara has given her some
guidelines as well as the names of a couple of people in the city
to talk to.”

“That’s good. I wish I knew how to help her more than
encourage her, but when it comes to art, I like what I like without
knowing whether it’s ‘good’ art or not.”

“I feel the same about art. And you shouldn’t
underestimate the value of encouraging her. I’m sure your
encouragement helps keep her hope up which, hopefully, will keep
her going long enough until she can find other people who might be
able to help point her in a more specific direction.”

“I hope so.”

A short time later, Sharlene parks the vehicle and
Molly only lets them briefly kiss before she insists on some
attention and play time. Afterwards, they settle on the lounge
chair to rest and hug which soon expands to kisses and light
caresses. Since they’re hesitant to let the touching expand too
quickly, they each keep a snug rein on their desire for more
touching. Although they’re not sure whether they’re looking for a
distraction or simply throwing fuel on the fire, they go into the
house and are soon cuddled with George on his recliner in the
library.

After a few rounds of kisses, he startles Angelisa by
asking what she thinks can be done to improve the quality of the
town or of the schools. She thinks about it for a little while,
admits that she hadn’t considered such a question before, then
lists a few things which seem obviously in need of fixing then asks
why he asked such a question. He simply says that one of his
investments has done better than he expected and that she would
probably see things differently than a politician or town official.
They begin another round of kisses and she soon forgets about the
question.

After each brief break to take care of bodily needs,
it seems like the next round of kisses and caresses begins
somewhere else and with each change of location, the caresses
expand a little more along her already experienced journey of
touching while the afternoon seems to slide along in a blur of
enjoyment. Following the next break, Angelisa is quite surprised
when he lifts Sharlene onto the kitchen counter and she partially
pulls herself up when he moves to do the same for her. A moment
later, his move makes sense as he goes back and forth between them
to unbutton the bottoms of their shirts and pull them out of their
pants. She realizes it’s better for him to lean over than to kneel
in front of them in order to kiss their upper abdomens while she
and Sharlene lock lips.

Since she doesn’t want to appear too greedy, Angelisa
doesn’t disagree when they suggest that it’s time to prepare
dinner, nor does she ask about the next step. Dinner is quickly
prepared, quietly eaten, and efficiently cleaned up after. While
she still feels like she’s halfway floating from all of the
enjoyment they’ve already shared with her, Angelisa can’t seem to
quiet the voice inside of her which is looking forward in
anticipation to the next step.

As she returns to the table, Angelisa sets a refilled
drink in front of him and starts to step away when she feels him
touch the outside of her leg. She stops, turns back towards him,
sees his other hand rising up towards her face, leans over to kiss
the palm of his hand, then gladly cooperates as his hand cups her
neck and gently pulls her head down to kiss her lips. While she
enjoys his warm kiss, Angelisa wonders why she’s beginning to feel
excited then she notices that his hand on her leg is now caressing
just above her knee along the back and inside of her pant covered
leg. Slowly, his hand caresses higher which pushes her excitement
higher and that is further enhanced by Sharlene kissing her lips or
kissing her face and neck when she has to pant for breath.

Although his hand doesn’t go any higher up her leg
than about the middle of her thigh, it takes her awhile to be aware
of his hand as it slowly caresses down her leg from the front to
back along the inside of her leg. He pauses to take a drink and
Angelisa isn’t sure whether they moved her or they moved
themselves, but the excitement begins to grow again as his caresses
slowly move up along the inside of her other leg to about the
middle of her thigh before they move back down again. When his hand
moves away, she’s very glad he holds her waist and turns her to sit
on his upper legs because she’s not sure how much longer she would
have remained standing.

When she can, Angelisa proclaims, “Wow! Just wow! . .
. I’ve never experienced something so wonderful. . . . I wish I
could bottle it.”

“You did.” Sharlene taps her headband.

“Would the recording feel so good?”

“I don’t know for sure. Have you tried playing back
any of your recordings?”

“Only some of the earlier ones which were hugs and
kisses. I’ve been afraid to try some of my later ones in case
someone walks in when I’m trying it.”

“Yeah, that could be a problem.”

He gently pushes her off of his lap while he mutters,
“Nuisance bladder,” then turns her and sets her back on the chair
he just got out of.

When she returns from her own bathroom trip, Angelisa
sees them kissing and since she doesn’t want to interrupt or to
stay away, she steps up behind Sharlene to hug her. When they break
the kiss, she’s surprised at how easily Sharlene slips out from
between them then gently pushes them towards the sofa and suggests,
“My lord, you two go ahead and start the next round and I’ll join
you soon.”

Since she doesn’t want to miss a moment, Angelisa
grabs his hand and tries not to make it too obvious that she’s
dragging him. However, when they’re in front of the sofa, she isn’t
sure what to do next so she follows his lead as he sits in the
middle of the sofa, then turns her and gently pulls her backwards
to sit on his legs. He slowly caresses down her back then slips his
hands under her shirt to caress the skin of her back and she
doesn’t even try to keep her hum of pleasure silent. While they’re
still under her shirt, his hands slowly caress up and down her
sides and around to her upper abdomen.

His hands pause a moment then cross her upper abdomen
and pull her back snug to his chest before they resume caressing
her upper abdomen from side to side. A moment later, he leans
forward and begins to kiss one side of her neck and ear. Since she
wants to respond more obviously than simply melting, Angelisa
manages to move her head enough to find his lips with her own. She
kisses him as long as she can, then seems to melt even more as his
kisses move to her other ear and that side of her neck.
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Soon, Sharlene is there which enables Angelisa to
kiss without twisting her neck which adds to her excitement,
especially when Sharlene straddles her legs and pulls herself as
tight as she can while she deeply kisses her. Too soon, Angelisa
has to break the kiss to breathe and enjoys hearing them kiss, then
feels her own excitement grow as George’s hands reach around
Sharlene to caress the insides of her legs from her knee to about
the middle of her thighs. Angelisa thinks she hears Sharlene
whisper to him, but her growing excitement makes it too hard for
her to concentrate enough in order to distinguish the words.

While she’s so nicely squeezed between them,
Angelisa’s excitement takes a jump higher when she hears Sharlene’s
breathing speed up in between moans of pleasure. Although she
thinks she can only feel one of his hands caressing her legs, the
excitement which is turning into seemingly pure pleasure continues
to grow within her which causes the single thought to blossom in
her mind that one of his hands must be touching Sharlene and that’s
all the thought she’s able to produce. It seems as though she can
feel Sharlene’s growing excitement which triggers a corresponding
response within her and as her breathing speeds up, Angelisa
doesn’t even try to quiet the moan which escapes her own lips,
although she gasps a breath at being startled when she hears
Sharlene cry out.

Before her concern can reach her lips, Angelisa hears
Sharlene say, “Thank you, lover,” and they start to kiss again.
Soon, Sharlene’s lips are on her own while he kisses her neck and
both of his hands seem to be caressing her inner thighs through her
pants. In response to the increased intensity of Sharlene’s kisses
as well as to her own growing excitement, Angelisa slips her hands
under Sharlene’s shirt to caress her back and finds herself trying
to pull Sharlene even tighter to her. The excitement, the pleasure,
whatever it’s called, just seems to keep growing until she has to
quit kissing in order to groan in response and is less startled
when Sharlene cries out again.

As the ladies rest their heads on each other’s
shoulders while George kisses them, Angelisa somewhat welcomes the
slow dissipation of the pleasure in order to try to understand
what’s happening to her, yet she’s sure she would gladly welcome a
return to being filled up with more pleasure than she can imagine.
More than once, she considers asking what happened, but it seems
inappropriate to disturb the ambiance of the moment, especially
compared to her staying snugly hugged between them.

Sharlene is the first to lift her head and uses one
hand to pull his head closer to kiss him while her other hand
caresses Angelisa’s face then she tells him, “Lovely, my lord,
simply lovely.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, my lady.”

She leans back a little, cups Angelisa’s face with
both of her hands and gently kisses her lips before she asks, “My
sister, was it enjoyable for you?”

“I . . . I think ‘enjoyable’ is an understatement. It
was . . . I can’t think of an adequate word.”

“I’m glad it was at least enjoyable. I hoped I wasn’t
being too selfish.”

“I don’t want to sound . . . ignorant, but . . . what
was that?”

“I had hoped to give you a taste of what further
steps in your journey might allow you to experience.”

Angelisa’s eyes open wide and it takes her a little
while to respond, “A taste? . . . That was like a . . . seven
course banquet.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” and she gently kisses her
again.

“Am I over-reacting in being unable to find a right
word to say how wonderful I felt?”

Sharlene softly chuckles then says, “No. I fully
understand it feeling so very good that words seem totally
inadequate. I don’t know how many adjectives I’ve tried to use and
none were good enough. I was trying to give you the opportunity to
think of an adjective which you felt was appropriate without
putting words in your mouth.”

“Oh. Thank you for explaining. . . . There are no
words to describe how wonderful I felt, how excited I was, how much
pleasure seemed to flow through me, or how I felt totally immersed
in love with both of your arms around me. . . . I just can’t
believe how much you guys care about me and express that in the
most wonderful ways. I’m . . . overwhelmed, and . . .” Angelisa
pulls Sharlene closer, lays her head on Sharlene’s shoulder and
softly sobs.

They snugly hold and gently caress her.

Angelisa starts, “I’m sorry, . . .”

She gently interrupts her and quickly assures her,
“There’s nothing to be sorry about. I feel the same way about
George and have cried at feeling overwhelmed by his love. I’m
beginning to more easily accept his love for me and hopefully am
able to share some of it with you.”

“You have a whole lot of your own love you
share.”

He agrees, “She’s right, my lady.”

“Maybe so. Anyway, I suppose I should apologize for
asking George to touch me and excite me more than is appropriate at
this step in your journey, but I also wanted to give you a little
bit of an idea of what future steps might feel like to give you a
chance to think about whether or not you want to continue. I knew
it was somewhat of a risk, but so far you’ve given every indication
of enjoying your journey, so I thought the risk factor was fairly
low.”

Angelisa pauses to find the words to try to express
herself, “Before this evening, I felt like if George had taken me
to a new step of the journey every hour or so, I would have gladly
welcomed him to make love to me. At the same time, as we’ve been
taking the steps, I’ve felt more comfortable about taking the final
step, but I wasn’t quite sure I was ready to jump that far ahead if
the pressure became too much and I pushed him to make love to me to
fulfill my cultural duty. Now, after how you gave me so much
pleasure earlier, I’m ready to make love now and know it will be
wonderful.”

Sharlene gently caresses her face as she says, “I’m
glad you feel that way, even though we still want to take you
through the other steps of your journey to further prepare you and
to allow you to experience and hopefully enjoy other types of
touching. You may feel different in the morning, but I’m very glad
you’re willing to think of the final step as something to be
welcomed rather than as something to be afraid of or as simply a
cultural duty to perform.”

“If I think differently in the morning, all I’ll have
to do is look at my recording. I still can’t believe how wonderful
that was to feel you guys touch me like that or to feel your
growing excitement. I can still feel the tingles and would gladly
experience it again, except then I really wouldn’t want to go
home.” Angelisa sees her mischievous grin then says, “And don’t
tempt me. I’m still trying to act somewhat responsibly and prepare
to prove to my family that I can support myself and live
independently.”

“I fully understand that. At her best, my mom thought
I should have married a doctor so he could take care of me instead
of me becoming a doctor and being able to take care of myself.”

“That must have been difficult.”

Sharlene nods her head as she responds, “Yes, it was,
but I had Dad, Aunt Paula, an older friend, and my dad’s parents
who all strongly supported and encouraged me. That’s more than you
seem to have with only Sohneetuh who truly supports you.”

“I’ve relied on her support for many years even
though she didn’t hide the fact that she had an additional ulterior
motive for supporting me and that was to preserve our culture.
After Papa died, the first and only person for many years to truly
support me solely for my benefit, is this old man. And now both of
you are supporting me and loving me way beyond any definition of
friend or mentor.”

“It makes us feel good to support you and even more
so with the physical affection we’re sharing with you because we
enjoy receiving your hugs and kisses.”

“I’m all for sharing with you ladies, but what my
body what’s to ‘share’ now isn’t something either of you will
appreciate.” He carefully pushes them sideways onto the sofa while
he makes sure Sharlene doesn’t fall off backwards before he gets up
and walks down the hall.

“Well, there’s proof that my old man doesn’t always
think ahead before he does something.”

Since she’s puzzled by that statement, Angelisa asks,
“Why do you say that?”

“Pushing us down to lay so close together gives me
ideas.”

Before she can ask what kind of ideas, she’s
responding to Sharlene’s kiss. As the kisses go on around brief
breathing breaks, she’s more than half tempted to ask Sharlene to
express her ideas, then figures she had better not since they’re
probably beyond the extent of the journey’s current step.

“Drinks, ladies?”

They’re somewhat startled to hear his voice and
automatically break their kiss to look up and see him standing
there while he smiles at them.

Angelisa hesitates then asks, “Have you been watching
us?”

“Longer than I should.”

Sharlene asks, “And you didn’t join in?”

“Well, I figured I ought to act responsibly for
once.”

Angelisa looks back and forth between them and is
certain there’s some history behind their brief statements.

“Old man, is this a ‘not yet’ situation?”

He suggests, “More like a ‘delay’ until there’s more
time to indulge.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“If our young friend is yawning before her surgery,
the doctor might think she’s uninterested.”

That catches Angelisa’s attention so she quickly
asks, “Surgery?”

Sharlene nods her head as she answers, “Having the
doctor remove your hymen would technically be considered surgery,
but it isn’t what most people would label as surgery.”

“Oh. I guess that’s why the word startled me because
I didn’t think of it that way.”

“George is right, we really ought to let you get your
rest instead of selfishly enjoying your hugs and kisses.”

“I thought I was the selfish one for pushing into
your relationship.”

“You didn’t push, we invited you and I’m glad we did
because it’s been more fun than I would have guessed.”

Angelisa suggests, “I think you’re spending too much
time with your old man. You’re beginning to understate things
almost as much as he does.”

They laugh and gladly accept his help to stand up
then both of them give him a hug and a thorough kiss before they
let him lead them to the dining room for a snack and cups of
tea.
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After she gets in Sharlene’s vehicle to go home,
Angelisa says, “I don’t mean to intrude, but when we were so
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