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

 


* * * * *

 


License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.

 


* * * * *

 


Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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Almost immediately after they step in and barely
close the library door, Angelisa thoroughly kisses George again,
guides him to his recliner, settles on his upper legs, and kisses
him with such passion that it takes his breath away. Even as his
mind is trying to make sense of it, his hands are moving, his left
hand over her back while his right hand covers her front, touching,
caressing, and is soon gently pressing down while rubbing her
breasts through her shirt and bra. When he hears her deep groan of
pleasure, it startles him out of his introspection and when he sees
her flushed face, almost glowing eyes, and hears her sure voice,
“Please, more!” he initiates the next kiss while his right hand
undoes her shirt, briefly caresses her revealed skin then slips
under her bra to directly caress her breasts as she cries out in
climax.

She allows him to caress away from her breasts while
she catches her breath, but when she undoes her bra, and thrusts
her breasts out to him, he can’t resist and soon his touch has her
crying out in climax again. He can only watch in surprise that
while she’s waiting for her breathing to settle, she briefly gets
up, turns, kneels on the armrests of the recliner, quickly removes
her shirt and bra, puts his hands on her thighs, pulls them up
under her skirt hem, leans forward, and excitedly kisses him.

Even as she’s panting for breath, she guides his
hands to caress far up her legs and although he doesn’t understand,
he can’t deny that she’s the one who is clearly requesting him to
touch her. After her breathing settles some, she requests, “Keep
touching me,” lifts her hands to his shoulders, stands on her
knees, and presses herself to him and her breasts to his mouth. As
he listens to the deep groans and brief climactic cries of her
excitement, it excites him past resistance and after he pulls his
hands out from under her skirt, he reaches up, grips her buttocks
through her skirt to pull her even tighter to him and as he tells
her breasts ‘hello,’ he feels himself climax in the midst of her
ongoing orgasmic expression of pleasure.

As he feels her body go limp, he partially lowers her
body while he keeps it snugly held to his and leans the recliner
back so she’s laying on him while he tries to catch his own breath
even as he tries to understand what just happened, yet he can’t
deny that it did happen. It has only begun to sink in that Sharlene
wants him to touch her beautiful and highly responsive body and now
it appears as though Angelisa has a surprisingly similar interest.
As he tries to think back to what he thinks he remembers of
Angelisa, she never showed any interest in men, but from the bits
and pieces he’s picked up about her culture, he’s not
surprised.

Her interest in intimacy is unexpected, but as he
thinks about the determination which bordered on a passion which
she showed towards learning how to read and write standard, maybe
if she had an initial positive experience with intimacy which
sparked her interest, then the intensity with which she now
approaches her interest in intimacy might be somewhat
understandable. As he briefly wonders what her initial positive
experience might have been, he’s suddenly afraid to think further
along those lines since he suspects what the answer will be if he
asks the question. He can’t think of why they might lie to him
about that, but it’s just so unthinkable that even if he could
remember, he would be inclined to doubt his memory. He finally
decides he’ll have to wait for her to wake up to see what kind of a
reaction she’s going to have.

 


* * * * *

 


In the dining room, Rebeka’s eyes follow Angelisa and
George into the library.

Sharlene asks her, “What are you thinking?”

“Too many things.” She looks after them for a moment
longer then she turns to her and clarifies, “I think I want to be
with them, but I also know that Angelisa needs some time to be
alone with him. I’m amazed that shy little ‘Bookworm’ Angelisa can
be so excited about intimate pleasure and I almost wish I could be
so excited. I’m worried about George feeling overwhelmed by women
throwing themselves at him when he has no memory of what led him
into this situation. I’m astounded that you encourage him to share
affection with us and are willing to share your own affection with
us when I’m sure he would willingly spend all day giving you
pleasure.

“I can’t seem to believe I’ve been accepted to
college when I did so poorly in high school. And I’m absolutely
flabbergasted that I’ve received so much money from selling a few
simple drawings. . . . So much has happened in the last year and
most of it in the last few months that I’m feeling confused and
overwhelmed, but I’ll take that any day over the fear and
humiliation which I experienced every day for years before.”

“I think I can understand that. . . . So, what
now?”

“I keep going on, learning to accept how wonderful my
life has become without taking it for granted or forgetting to be
grateful to the people who were so much a part of changing my life
around. . . . I’ll admit that I’m somewhat concerned about going to
college when I have no idea what to do with my future other than
draw and be with my friends, but I suppose I should practice some
patience and allow things to develop and see where I am and what
I’m thinking in another year or so.”

Sharlene nods her head as she says, “That’s probably
a wise approach. . . . Do you have any thoughts for this
afternoon?”

“I’m definitely looking forward to sharing some
affection, but before I do, I did want to review the drawings I did
of you and then see if you think the drawings I did of myself
convey the same sort of messages of inviting him then showing what
he does for us.”

“I’ll gladly review your drawings and try to delay
the response I’m sure I’ll have.”

Since she’s surprised by that statement, Rebeka
briefly hesitates then asks, “Why do you say that?”

“Because you do so well at capturing the emotion in
your drawings, I can feel it. Like Kassandra did at seeing your
drawing of you cuddled on George’s lap as though that was right
where you belonged.”

“That’s how he made me feel.”

“I know and that’s how he frequently makes me feel,
but to be able to convey that feeling through a drawing, that’s a
very special gift.”

“I still don’t know about that part since it just
seems like I’m making pencil marks on a piece of paper.”

Sharlene reaches across the table, grabs her hand,
and tells her, “Maybe you don’t see it or can’t imagine you have a
gift so you can’t accept it, but we see it and although you might
have a reason to believe we might be biased, we have no need to lie
to you about how good your drawings are or how beautifully they
convey the emotion which your drawings express.”

“Thank you. I greatly appreciate it even though I
have a hard time accepting that it applies to me.”

“Just like George has a hard time accepting that you
want him to touch you.”

Rebeka slightly grins then says, “I suppose there
might be some similarity there.”

As they mutually and gently pull on each other,
they’re both out of their chairs and without seeming to move,
they’re in each other’s arms and kiss. Sharlene suggests, “Show me
your drawings . . . before I’m more distracted.”

After she reluctantly releases her, Rebeka gets her
sketch pads and after she takes a moment to find the right one, she
opens it and says, “Here’s the one I did of Kassandra and her
sister which I plan on giving them . . .”

“It’s beautiful.”

“. . . and here’s the variation I did of it.”

“This is great.” She looks back and forth between the
drawings, then tells her, “These are excellent, Rebeka. And the
variation does make it look like a person might be kissing their
image in a mirror, but it also looks like they might be kissing
their look alike. Well done. Have you thought of what to call the
variation?”

“I was thinking of ‘Kissing her or herself?’ as a
possible title.”

“Wonderful. That will only add to the uncertainty of
who is being kissed. I’m sure Kassandra and Kassiopeia will enjoy
the one you did of them and greatly appreciate your variation.”

“I hope so.”

“Rebeka, they will. You trusted your vision and
eyesight enough to draw these, trust yourself that your vision and
eyesight were accurate.”

“I . . . I’ll try.”

“Good. Now, before I get distracted with trying to
convince you how wonderful you are, show me your other
drawings.”

 


 


* * * * *
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Sharlene struggles to try to look at the drawings
Rebeka did of each of them enticing, inviting, and enjoying
George’s touch as objectively as possible. Since she’s unable to
keep her voice from expressing some of the desire she feels, she
says, “They’re perfect,” then turns Rebeka’s head and thoroughly
kisses her and is glad she doesn’t hesitate to thoroughly respond.
When their breathing has partially settled, she points to the
drawing of Rebeka pulling her seamless shirt partially off of her
breasts and says, “I can easily imagine George reaching out to
gently caress the bottom of your breasts,” and demonstrates through
her shirt and bra.

Rebeka pleasurably groans in response. Apparently,
her drawings affected her more than she realized or she’s really
responding to Sharlene’s interest, but whatever the reason, they
deeply kiss some more. After they take a few moments of panted
breaths to put the drawings away, they’re quickly unbuttoning each
other’s shirts and caressing the revealed skin as they resume the
kiss. Soon, their shirts and Rebeka’s bra are removed and their
caresses center on each other’s breasts and hardened nipples. It’s
not long before they’re feeling weak-kneed from the growing
pleasure so they stumble to the sofa to lay down and try to
concentrate on giving pleasure to the other through the pleasure
which is pounding into them.

 


* * * * *

 


“Thank you so very much,” Angelisa turns George’s
head to weakly kiss him and when she has enough breath, she tells
him, “Your touch is so incredibly wonderful, thank you,” and she
kisses him again.

“It . . . is?”

“Boyfriend, it was so great I would beg you to make
love to me if I had the energy to enjoy it.”

He’s so stunned by what she said that he can’t think
of anything to say in response, yet he somehow knows she completely
means what she said. Finally, he blurts out, “I can’t.”

“Was I exciting enough that you climaxed with
me?”

Since he feels embarrassed at her direct question as
well as the subject, he hesitates some before he admits the truth,
“Yes, you’re very exciting.”

“Wonderful. Maybe next time you’ll climax inside of
me instead of in your pants,” and she kisses him again.

Since he’s startled by her statement as well as by
the intensity of her kiss, he’s as out of breath as she is when
they break the kiss to breathe.

When she has enough breath, she asks, “Will you do me
a favor?”

He hesitates some before he says, “Um . . . I think
I’d better hear what it is before I agree.”

“I would like us to lay on our sides facing each
other, then have you touch me until I fall asleep from the
overwhelming pleasure.”

He looks at her in surprise before he asks, “Are you
sure?”

“Very sure. I’m so sure I’m inclined to beg you to
touch me more as a way to avoid forcing you to touch me more.”

For awhile, he just stares at her with wide eyes even
as she weakly kisses him passionately and she’s glad that at least
his lips don’t over think about it before he uses them to respond,
“I . . . I suppose . . . I can . . . try.”

Without a word, Angelisa kisses him again then pulls
on his right arm while she rolls her body to her right. After some
maneuvering, they’re laying face to face, then he sees movement out
of the corner of his eye so he turns his head and stares as she
lifts her left leg into the air which causes her skirt to fall to
her hip before she lowers her leg over his right hip. While he’s
still trying to understand or comprehend or believe what just
happened, he feels her take his right hand and begin to guide it to
caress her upper left leg, all of her upper left leg, or at least
as far as his hand can reach.

When he finally starts to caress her leg on his own,
she moves her left hand up to turn his face so she can kiss him and
as they’re panting for breath, she pulls herself further up his
body and while she encourages his right hand to keep caressing even
higher up her leg, she presses one of her breasts to his mouth.
Since he’s unwilling to refuse such a clear invitation, he kisses
her breast and tongue caresses her hardened nipple then he repeats
his touches on her other breast while she groans with her growing
pleasure then cries out with her climax.

She leans back a little to catch her breath then
guides his caressing hand up to the top of her leg along the inside
and when he thinks he feels his hand touching her pubic hair, she
pulls on his hand more instead of pushing it away as he expected.
Then she presses her breasts tightly to him and encourages him to
tell them ‘hello’ while she pulls on his hand to rub her damp panty
into her moist labia as she cries out in climax before she
collapses. Reluctantly, he moves his hand away and is sure that if
he hadn’t have climaxed a little earlier, he would be inside of her
and he isn’t sure if he’s more afraid of her rejecting or inviting
such a move.

A little later, he moves her leg from over his hip,
gingerly gets up, quickly pulls her skirt back down, and tries to
get her more comfortably settled in the recliner. He can’t resist
thoroughly looking her over before he covers her torso with her
shirt then covers all of her with a blanket. When he steps out of
the library, he hears groans of pleasure and as he looks over the
back of the sofa, he stares at Sharlene and Rebeka for a little
while as they try to kiss while they caress each other’s bare
breasts. A moment later, he blushes at intruding on their privacy
and tries to deny his excitement at watching them before he hurries
down the hall to clean up, empty his bladder, and put clean
underwear on.

In the kitchen, he has to use both hands to hold his
mug steady enough to drink from it. He doesn’t know why Sharlene
and Rebeka didn’t go to a more private location to share pleasure,
while at the same time he thinks it doesn’t matter since all four
of them have shared pleasure together or in various combinations as
images flash across the screen inside of his head, even as he
wonders how they could possibly be memories. A moment later, he
sets his mug down and leans on the counter while he tries to both
understand and to get a firmer grip on his conflicting emotions.
Apparently, he feels irresistibly drawn to their groans and brief
cries of climactic pleasure because he doesn’t remember moving
before he finds himself sitting on the sofa armrest and watching
them. He has to struggle to not join them even as he unsuccessfully
tells himself to step away.

When she leans back from telling Rebeka’s breasts
‘hello’, Sharlene sees him and proclaims, “Lover!”

As soon as he notices her arm held out to him, he
barely keeps his knees from slamming onto the floor in his hurry to
respond to her and to start kissing her. Moments later, he feels
his hand guided to a fuller breast than Sharlene’s as other lips
kiss his cheek and nuzzle his ear. Since he’s astounded this could
be happening to him, yet is unwilling to interrupt the enjoyment of
such a situation, he tries to keep his own excitement in control
while he uses his lips and hands to give them pleasure. Eventually,
they have to take a break to breathe.

Rebeka recovers her breath first and asks, “Shall I
send you two off to the bedroom while I go sit with Angelisa?”

Sharlene answers, “I’ll have him to myself all night.
Would you like some time with him?”

“Of course I would, even though I don’t want to
impose.”

“Lover, would you be willing to share some affection
with Rebeka? Be honest now.”

He looks back and forth between them a couple of
times before he answers, “I may not understand and I know there are
a lot of things about me which aren’t nice, but I’m no fool to turn
down such an offer, assuming you really do want me to share
affection with you.”

Rebeka’s responding kiss answers that assumption
which she makes even clearer when she says, “Give me a couple of
minutes to go pretty myself up for you.”

Without taking the time to think, he blurts out,
“You’re already pretty enough.”

She kisses him again then says, “Thank you, my lord.
In that case, let me put on something more enticing so I can
further convince you that I do want you to touch me and give me
pleasure.” She doesn’t let him verbally respond before she
thoroughly kisses him then scrambles off of the sofa to hurry down
the hall.
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George follows Sharlene’s lead for him to get off of
the floor and sit on the sofa then his arms slide around her as she
settles on his upper legs. A moment later, he asks, “Is this for
real?”

“What?”

“Me touching Angelisa and Rebeka and each of them
sharing affection with you?”

“Very wonderfully real. I know you don’t remember
everything, but the four of us share intimate pleasure with each
other in every possible combination and we all enjoy it very very
much. Don’t worry about it. Relax and touch us as we ask you to or
as we guide your hands to touch us. We remember very well how we
like you to touch us as well as how much we like it. Think about it
from this perspective, we’ve learned how to greatly enjoy intimate
pleasure from your touch, now it’s your turn to learn how much we
enjoy you touching us to give us intimate pleasure.”

“Did I really get used to touching them?”

“Yes, even though you claimed you didn’t understand
them wanting you to touch them. Sometimes they asked you to touch
them and sometimes you initiated the touching to their great
delight. Not once have you taken advantage of them or upset them
with how you touched them which only encourages them to want you to
touch them more, just as you’ve done with me.” She kisses him quite
thoroughly which distracts him from his concerns about touching
their young friends inappropriately. When she gives him an
opportunity to catch his breath, she sees his eyes open wide as he
looks past her shoulder. Sharlene turns, looks, and says, “Nice,
Rebeka, very nice.”

She curtsies as she responds, “Thank you, my lady.
Does my lord find my attire enticing enough that he wants to touch
me?”

He can’t avoid thoroughly looking her over and sees
that she’s dressed similarly to Angelisa with a short mid-thigh
length full skirt except that her shirt is seamless, skin tight,
and thin enough that it easily highlights her small breasts which
are clearly not hidden by a bra. It takes him a few more moments to
find his voice in order to express his opinion, “Very
enticing.”

“I’m glad.” Her few swaying steps as she moves closer
only adds to the sensuousness which he feels emanating from her as
does her leaning over and deeply kissing him. She barely waits long
enough to have the breath to asks, “Will you touch me?”

Several things cross his mind from, ‘are you sure,’
to, ‘how can I resist,’ but what comes out is simply, “Yes.”

“Thank you.” Rebeka kisses him briefly then turns her
kiss to Sharlene until she has to breathe.

They smoothly change places then it’s Sharlene who is
leaning over to kiss him thoroughly and advise him, “Don’t hold
back on touching her as much as she wants you to.”

He’s about to question her when he looks into her
eyes, already knows the answer, and responds, “I’ll try.” She
kisses him again then steps away towards the library.

As he turns back towards Rebeka, he’s about to ask
her, but his lips are busy responding to her kiss. When his
breathing has mostly settled, he tries again, “How much do you want
me to touch you?”

“I’m tempted to say all of me,” she’s delighted to
see his eyes open wide in surprise before she continues, “but since
you haven’t finished leading me on my journey of touching, then I
will gladly welcome all of your touch above my waist or below my
skirt hem with the exception of the insides of my thighs. I’m
guessing that’s the second next step.”

“What’s the next step?”

“Assuming that my journey of touching is similar to
the journey you led Angelisa on, the next step from where you
touched me before you were hurt would be for you to touch the backs
of my legs up to about the middle of my thighs.”

He looks down at Rebeka’s lovely legs which are
uncovered to the middle of her thighs, although the rest of their
shape isn’t very well hidden by the full skirt of soft fabric which
drapes across her upper thighs. He pauses a little longer to enjoy
the sight then says, “It will be hard to touch the backs of your
legs with you sitting on my lap.”

“You’ll find another opportunity,” and she kisses
him.

As the kisses go on, they’re too wonderful to him to
not relax and enjoy them, so he sets aside his question as to why
she would want to kiss him, and responds to her kisses then slowly
increases the intensity of them to her delight as his left hand
caresses her back while his right hand caresses the bare skin of
her legs to her additional delight. Over time, his right hand
caresses her arm, her face, her upper chest, and her upper abdomen.
With slowly increasing frequency, he begins to caress her breasts
which causes her to deeply groan with the pleasure before he
reverses the caresses until he’s just snugly holding her.

“That was wonderful my lord,” she kisses him. “Thank
you so much,” and she kisses him again. “Will you touch me like
that again?” Without waiting for his verbal answer, she resumes the
kiss which leads to another round of pleasure. Later, once her
breathing is settled and while she’s still cuddled in his arms, she
doesn’t want to move, but she also doesn’t want to forego her plans
so she asks, “Do you need to use the bathroom?”

Since he’s puzzled by such a question, he answers,
“No. Why?”

“I don’t want us to be interrupted.”

His puzzlement turns to surprise then delight as she
gets off of his upper legs, turns, kneels on the sofa while she
straddle his legs, sits on his upper legs, and leans forward to
thoroughly kiss him. While she holds onto his shoulders, she slowly
pushes herself up so his kisses go down her throat and across her
upper chest then he tries to kiss her breasts as she playfully rubs
them across his mouth then moves them away and forward again. When
she leans back to catch her breath, she watches his eyes open wide
while he intently watches her slip her hands under her skirt
waistband to start pulling up the bottom hem of her seamless
shirt.

As she slowly pulls the shirt hem higher, she doesn’t
have to request that he start to touch her skin because she feels
that his hands are already there. Instead of pulling only the shirt
hem higher which would block her vision, she gathers it up in her
hands so she can keep watching him as he caresses her increasingly
revealed skin while her hands gather up more of the shirt. When her
upper abdomen is almost totally unveiled, she lifts herself up so
he’s looking straight at her breasts. She briefly pauses when the
bottom of her breasts are revealed then she groans with pleasure
and sways as he caresses them. It’s a struggle for her to slowly
reveal the rest of her breasts as he touches all that is revealed,
then when her breasts are totally revealed, she has to hold on to
one of his shoulders while her pleasure keeps growing.

When he moves his hands away to give her a chance to
catch her breath, she quickly takes her shirt the rest of the way
off. A moment later, she grips his shoulders with her hands then
starts to move by slowly swaying her body upward to ‘stand’ on her
knees and moves forward to rub herself on his chest and thrills at
feeling his hands use the opportunity to caress the backs of her
upper legs. His hands don’t go any higher than the middle of her
thighs which makes her feel proud of his control and a little
disappointed that he won’t touch more of her legs.

Soon, she recognizes that he’s beginning to kiss her
upper abdomen then she slowly lowers her body while she keeps
herself tightly pressed to him while she rocks her body from side
to side which encourages his kisses to slowly move up her bared
skin. Her breasts slide across his forehead, slowly move down his
face, and are soon where his tongue and lips can reach them which
greatly increases her pleasure.

Somehow, she manages to move her breasts below his
lips then, in a little while, her own lips find his for an exciting
thorough kiss. As she pants for breath again, she slowly pulls
herself up and when his lips can once again engage her breasts, she
presses herself even tighter to him then cries out as he sends her
pleasure soaring. Before the pleasure becomes overwhelming, she
runs out of energy, slumps down on his legs, and rests her head on
his shoulder while she pants for breath.

“Thank you, my lord, for all of the pleasure,” she
soaks in his comforting caresses of her bare back.

“It was truly my pleasure.”

“It was so much my pleasure that if I had the energy,
I would ask you to do it all over again.”

He suggests, “Then rest some while I go get you a
snack and a drink.”

“Okay.” He guides her in a controlled fall onto her
side on the sofa then she warmly smiles at how gently he moves her
body to be more comfortable, lays her shirt over her torso, and
covers her with the afghan.
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Once George has a snack and a drink prepared, after a
detour to the bathroom, he helps her to sit up and when she
finishes, Rebeka lays back down to rest some more. She makes her
own suggestion, “You might want to check on Sharlene and
Angelisa.”

“Is there a reason you suggest that?”

“They might be too tired to move.”

He takes a moment to consider why that might be then
his eyes open wide before he responds, “Oh. Thank you.” He briefly
kisses her then goes to the library and gently taps on the door.
When he doesn’t hear anything, he slowly opens the door and walks
in. As he steps into his reading nook, he sees them laying on the
recliner and while they both turn their heads to look at him, it’s
like they’re moving in slow motion.

He sees Angelisa’s mouth move, but he doesn’t hear
anything so he steps closer and hears, “Help me to the bathroom.”
When she notices his eyes open wide in surprise, she explains, “I
don’t mean to shock you, but I need help or I’m going to pee on
your recliner.”

Sharlene encourages him, “Help her, lover.”

He carefully steps over to that side of the recliner
and tries to help Angelisa up, but she’s so limp, he has to pick
her up and with some adjustments, he carries her to the guest
bathroom where he hesitates until she insists, “Help me.” He steps
into the bathroom, lowers her feet to the floor then has to hold
her upright as he lifts the lid to the toilet then hesitates. She
requests, “Push my skirt and panty down. It will be easier.” He
hesitates some more then she exclaims, “Please!”

He pushes them down, lowers her to sit on the toilet
and although he would prefer to step away from invading her
privacy, he knows she’s too weak to hold herself up. She requests,
“Wipe me off, please.” He hesitates then as objectively as he can,
he wipes her off, helps her up, pulls her panty and skirt back in
place, closes and flushes the toilet, struggles to hold her upright
while he washes his hands, carries her to the bed in the guest
bedroom as the closest place to lay her down, and covers her up.
She tells him, “Thank you, boyfriend.”

“You’re welcome.”

George wonders how he’s going to remove the image of
Angelisa’s nakedness from his mind while he goes to check on
Sharlene who needs almost as much help. While he lays her on their
bed, he asks, “What happened?”

She answers, “We kept giving each other pleasure
until we ran out of energy. Often when we receive that much
pleasure we collapse then recover while we sleep. Either our minds
or our bodies recognized our full bladders and didn’t let us fall
asleep. Thank you for helping us.”

“You’re welcome.”

“What’s bothering you?”

He looks at her in surprise then hesitates to admit,
“I saw Angelisa naked.”

“Was that such a bad sight?”

He stares at her for a little while before he
answers, “No.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“I saw her naked and I also touched her pubic
area.”

“Did you take advantage of her?”

“No.”

“Then what’s the problem?” When he doesn’t respond,
she tells him, “Lover, I don’t mean to shock you, but you’ve seen
her naked before and you’ve also touched her pubic area
before.”

“I have?”

“Yes, quite a few times and you both enjoyed it.”

He pauses before he asks, “What do you mean we both
enjoyed it?”

“You enjoyed looking at her and she enjoyed you
looking at her and she enjoyed you touching her also.”

Now he’s genuinely puzzled so he asks, “Why would she
enjoy me looking at her or touching her when I helped her to the
bathroom?”

“Where did you get the idea to think that was where
you saw her naked or touched her?”

“When else could it have happened?”

“When you were giving her pleasure.”

“But I didn’t touch . . . . Oh. I guess I did touch
her pubic area when I gave her pleasure, . . . but it was through
her panty and she pulled my hand there.”

“Earlier today?”

“Yes.”

She smiles as she responds, “Good for you and good
for her.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just what I said. George, you know you have holes in
your memory . . . so why do you keep relying on your memory as the
basis for how you’ve touched us?”

“What else can I go on?”

“What about our word?”

“Nobody has clearly said how far I’ve touched
Angelisa before.”

She pauses then nods her head in agreement before she
responds, “I guess we haven’t. Has Rebeka said how far you’ve touch
her?”

“Earlier today she said she would like me to touch
her all over, but that if we kept to the journey of touching she’s
on, touching her above the waist was okay and touching her legs
below the middle of her thigh was okay except for the insides of
her legs which is the second next step with the next step being the
backs of her legs which she encouraged me to touch.”

“And did you?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I guess the reason we haven’t specifically
said how far you’re free to touch Angelisa is that we didn’t want
to shock you.”

He thinks about that for a little while then says,
“If what I’m beginning to suspect is true, then that was probably
wise, but I’m afraid I’m still going to be shocked at the answer.
So touching her pubic area through her panty wasn’t touching her
too far?”

“No, it wasn’t and if she pulled your hand up to
touch her there, then she obviously wanted it.”

“I suppose. . . . So, just to make sure I’m not
misunderstanding, can you tell me specifically how far I’ve touched
Angelisa?”

“I wanted to wait until she had a chance to tell
you.”

“That would probably be best except that considering
her apparent enthusiasm for intimate touching, I would be concerned
she might fudge her answer a little to get me to touch her
more.”

She assures him, “You don’t have to worry about
that.”

He’s puzzled by her statement so he asks, “Why
not?”

“Let me answer that in a slightly roundabout way. Do
you know how a female of her culture goes from being a girl to
become a woman?”

“Not clearly, but the insinuation or rumor was that
it was through sex with a man.”

“That’s true. According to their traditions of the
past several centuries, a female becomes an adult woman when a man
enters her and spills his semen inside of her.”

“Okay. But what has that got to do with me?”

“At Angelisa’s request and with my complete approval,
you performed that service for her.”

He stares at her for quite awhile before he finds his
voice and exclaims, “Me!?! I . . . I’ve had sex with Angelisa?”

She shakes her head as she answers, “Nothing so crude
as just ‘sex’, you made love to Angelisa and she very much enjoyed
it.”

He’s still astounded, “Me?!? But why me?”

“Because she trusts you and knew you would do all you
could to make it pleasurable for her instead of just raping her
which she feared would have been the case with any other man in her
culture.”

“I wouldn’t want that for her.”

“And that’s why you agreed to help her. You were very
gentle with her and touched her to give her much pleasure before
you ever entered her and gave her more pleasure.”

“I did? . . . Hold it, how do you know?”

“I was there. The three of us were sharing pleasure
and when she was ready, I guided your penis into her vagina and you
made beautiful love to her and we all enjoyed the experience.”

He stares at her for quite awhile before he can get
any words out, “Oh my. . . . I . . . I really made love . . . to
Angelisa?”

“Yes. If you don’t believe me, ask her or even ask
Rebeka.”

“It’s not that I don’t believe you, it just that it’s
. . . so unbelievable.”

She chuckles then says, “You just contradicted
yourself.”

He pauses before he admits, “I guess I did. . . . So
how would Rebeka know?”

“She was there also, but only as an observer.”

He stares at her again with wide eyes then finally
asks, “You mean the three of us were buck naked and Rebeka saw me
make love to Angelisa?”

“Yes. And she thought it was something beautiful and
not at all like the rapes which she’s experienced.”

“She willingly watched us?”

“Yes. None of us would have forced her and we were
quite busy with our own involvement to make sure she didn’t leave
the room.”

“I suppose so.” Since he’s afraid of what he suspects
the answer will be, he hesitates to ask, “So, how many times have I
made love to Angelisa?”

“I don’t know.”

“I guess that means it was more than just the
once.”

She assures him, “Most definitely. And she’s enjoyed
it every time. I know this is a big hole in your memory to be
filled in such a short time, but the four of us have shared
intimate pleasure many times with you making love to me and to
Angelisa while you slowly increase how much of Rebeka you touch.
They’ve obviously enjoyed it or they wouldn’t be asking for more.
And I fully approve and encourage you to share intimate pleasure
with them so they can enjoy it in an environment which is safe and
free from coercion, disease, abuse, or pregnancy. I know you can’t
remember a lot, but I have no reason to lie to you about this, so
please try to relax and accept that we truly do want you to touch
us and to give us pleasure either individually or as a group.”
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George hesitates to say, “I know you wouldn’t
deliberately lie to me, but for a boring old man who was lonely for
so many decades to suddenly be sharing intimate pleasure with three
beautiful and willing young women is . . . beyond my
imagination.”

“I understand.”

“I suppose that means I’m not as crazy as I was
beginning to think I was.”

Sharlene asks, “Why do you say that?”

He pauses before he answers, “Well, since last
weekend when I actually recognized their breasts when I was
positive I had never seem them before except in my imagination,
I’ve been wondering how many other random images which have been
crossing my mind were hallucinations or memories. Apparently, more
of them are memories then I could have imagined.”

“You remember us sharing pleasure?” Her voice has a
definite hopefulness to it.

He shakes his head then answers, “Not clearly. It’s
more like seeing a single photograph out of a movie without any
context. But when I recognize a part of you and their face or one
of their breasts, then the idea that we’ve shared pleasure together
makes more sense rather than trying to mentally overlap a part of
one person with a part of another person.”

“So you can accept the idea and the action that the
four of us share pleasure together?”

“I can’t say it’s an easy idea to swallow and I
certainly don’t understand it, but when I have three witnesses who
I trust say the same thing and the only other evidence I have
supports the witnesses, then I have to conclude that my disbelief
is a personal problem and not a correct interpretation of the
facts.”

“I’m so glad.” As she pulls him closer, she
thoroughly kisses him.

“I’d better go get you a snack and a drink.” He
stands up, remembers, and says, “Oh, I’d better get one for
Angelisa also.”

“Lover?”

“Yes.”

“Where is Angelisa?”

“I laid her down in the guest bedroom.”

“If you can do it without straining or hurting
yourself, bring Angelisa here and then you can give us our snack
and drink together.”

“Here . . . on our bed?”

“This is where we’ve shared pleasure together and
where you’ve made love to Angelisa.”

He blushes at the idea then mutters, “Oh.” He stares
at her for awhile longer, then without another word, he walks out
of the bedroom and is soon carrying Angelisa in and lays her on the
bed next to Sharlene.

He tries to step away, but Angelisa’s hands around
his neck don’t let go until he thoroughly kisses her. In the
kitchen, he fixes a snack and drinks, places them on a tray and
starts to carry it to the bedroom when he sees Rebeka sitting on
the armrest of the sofa. She asks, “Will you take me with you?” He
pauses and steps closer so she can hang onto his arm then he slowly
walks down the hall with her. When they step into the bedroom,
Rebeka releases his arm and uses the wall for some support to step
into the bathroom.

He sets the tray on the nightstand, helps Sharlene
and Angelisa sit up and supports them as they eat and drink. Rebeka
lays down on the bed near them and when they finish their snack and
drink they lay down next to her. Soon, the ladies request that he
join them in sharing some kisses and providing light caresses of
their breasts, which somehow encourages them to be relaxed rather
than excited and soon they fall asleep in an enticing array of
feminine beauty. He watches them longer than he thinks he should,
then cleans up after their snack and makes his own necessary
bathroom visit before he gets his own snack. Since he doesn’t know
how long they’ll rest, he puts a casserole together for dinner and
puts it in the oven.

He checks on the ladies who appear to still be
sleeping, so he turns away but stops as he hears his name called.
As he turns back towards the bed, he sees Rebeka lean up so he
steps around the bed closer to her and asks, “Yes?”

“I just want to tell you thank you for giving me so
much pleasure and then taking care of me afterwards.”

“I was my pleasure to do so.”

“I know that’s what you believe and that encourages
me to trust you even more. Thank you.”

“Um, you’re welcome.”

She gently pulls on his arm and encourages him to sit
near her then she pulls on him some more to kiss her. When she
needs to break the kiss in order to breathe, Rebeka lets him sit up
and caresses his nearest leg. After she lets the silence grow for a
little while and is glad he doesn’t stop her caresses, she asks,
“George?”

“Yes.”

“Are you having a hard time accepting that we want
you to touch us?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He looks at her in surprise for awhile then tries to
explain, “Well, besides having holes knocked in my recent memory of
how this situation could have developed, what I clearly do remember
is that for decades no woman wanted me to be near them much less
touch them. To essentially wake up one day as an old man and find
that not just one, but three beautiful women want me to touch them
. . . let’s just say it’s rather difficult to believe it’s even
possible much less a reality.”

She tells him, “I think I can somewhat understand how
that might feel since I was convinced I would never escape from the
gang, but I did and my new life is such a total contrast to my old
life that it’s like I’m two different people whose memories were
switched for a period of time.”

“Yeah, that would be one way to put it.”

“Even though it may be hard for you to accept, we
really do want you to touch us.”

“Well, if I can ignore what I think I remember of my
past life and just pay attention to the obvious present day
evidence, then I have to admit that each of you have made it very
clear you want me to touch you and I can’t figure out any way in
which you’re being coerced.”

“The only coercion I can feel is from inside of
myself which wants you to touch me some more.” While she pulls on
his arm, she partially pulls herself up and partially pulls him
down until their lips meet and mesh. When her breathing has
settled, she asks, “Will you lay down with us to make it easier to
kiss and touch?”

“I’m hesitant to do more touching and wear you out
more. Besides, I have dinner in the oven and I wouldn’t want to get
distracted and forget about it.”

“Bring the timer here and we’ll try to keep our
affection to kisses and light caresses.” When she sees him hesitate
and yet she knows he wants to join them, she encourages him,
“Please?” Without a word, he kisses her again, gets up, and looks
at all three of them a little longer before he walks out of the
room. Her concern that her request might have pushed him too far
doesn’t have much time to grow before he returns, sets the timer on
the headboard, hesitates some more then lays down next to her and
she tries not to be too obvious in her hurry to lay on him, tell
him, “Thank you,” and kiss him.

As the kisses go on and with her bare back so nice to
caress and her long hair to play in, he relaxes and finds himself
thoroughly enjoying the opportunity to touch and kiss her. He’s a
little startled at first to feel another pair of lips kiss him
along with a warm feminine body cuddling close, but it’s just too
enjoyable to not relax and enjoy the experience. He’s not as
startled when a third female body joins the sharing of affection,
but that part of his mind which tries to understand how this could
be happening to him is essentially told to be quiet by the rest of
his mind and body which doesn’t want to be distracted from this
wonderful reality, regardless of how improbable or even impossible
it may seem to be in comparison to his old life.

The ringing of the timer startles them all, and they
reluctantly move away to let him get up to check on the casserole.
When he returns to the bedroom to tell them dinner is ready, he
waits, at their insistence, for them to each make a bathroom trip
then he helps steady them as they walk to the dining room and he
tries not to be too distracted by all of the bare feminine flesh
he’s touching. They keep the conversation light which helps them to
eat more slowly and allow the food time to be converted into energy
which is extended as he insists they rest while he clears the table
and cleans up the kitchen.

Although they’re desirous of more pleasure, but are
also concerned about having no energy if they indulge themselves,
the ladies encourage him to join them on the sofa for a lengthy
enjoyment of ‘musical lips’. They can’t resist expanding the
enjoyment to caressing and kissing breasts, but somehow they keep
the pleasure from becoming overwhelming. A snack and some extra
time spent bringing him back up to the present in regards to the
status of the Dahmah library gives Angelisa and Rebeka the rest
they need to make it safely home.
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Although they try not to sound too eager or that they
want to impose, Angelisa and Rebeka gladly respond to Sharlene’s
welcoming phone call and arrive at George’s house about the middle
of the morning. After they play with Molly and the puppies, the
ladies seem to take extra delight in reminding George that they
truly do want him to kiss and touch them. Then they encourage him
to remove their clothing above the waist and to touch all their
bare skin, even as they struggle not to beg him to blow them away
with pleasure, yet.

Lunch time proves to be a struggle for him because he
has to keep reminding himself to eat instead of staring at the
bared breasts around the table. He’s encouraged to rest as they
clear the table and clean up after lunch. Then they seem to take
every opportunity to rub their breasts on his face and mouth while
they take turns changing into skirts which only cover them to the
middle of their thighs, or less. That only makes it more difficult
for him to know where to look, at their shapely legs, their
beautiful breasts, their smiling and kissable lips, or their long
loose dark hair.

While they’re panting for breath again, the ladies
encourage him to take care of his bladder to avoid a near term
interference and follow their own advice. When he returns, their
smiles and sparkling eyes suggest a conspiracy of sorts which seems
to be supported as they guide him to the sofa and have him sit in
the middle where Rebeka kneels on the sofa and straddle his legs
while she faces him. A moment later, Sharlene and Angelisa kneel on
the sofa on each side of him. In the midst of kissing and
caressing, his shirt is removed and their breasts are presented to
his lips which further increases the pleasure for each of them.
Soon, his hands which had been caressing their backs are guided
down over their buttocks to caress Sharlene and Angelisa’s legs,
then his hands are clearly encouraged to caress all over their
legs, especially the insides of their legs, even as he hesitates to
caress too high.

Apparently his definition of ‘too high’ isn’t shared
by them since they encourage him to caress them all the way to the
tops of their legs, and he’s surprised when he thinks he feels
their pubic hair on the sides and backs of his hands. When his
hands are turned and pressed to their vulvas as they briefly cry
out in climax, he stops kissing Rebeka’s breasts in great surprise
as he realizes that neither Sharlene nor Angelisa are wearing
panties. He isn’t given a chance to recover from his surprise when
they make it abundantly clear that they want him to caress their
pubic area, even as he hesitates a little more before he moves his
own hands. Then he has to struggle to keep his own excitement under
control as they cry out with their climactic pleasure.

He moves his hands away to give them a chance to
catch their breath, then he slowly starts to caress back up their
legs and he thinks he gives them every opportunity to stop his
hands, but Sharlene and Angelisa’s rocking hips are a clear
encouragement for his hands to keep moving upwards. A little later,
he’s stunned when Rebeka tells him, “Make love to them with your
hands,” and that causes him to be slow to respond to her other
breast which is pressed to his mouth and he’s even slower to move
his hands onto Sharlene and Angelisa’s pubic areas.

Since he’s unable to deny his own excitement at
having the opportunity to touch Sharlene and Angelisa so intimately
and delights in hearing their continuing expressions of pleasure,
he can’t resist caressing their pubic areas while he slowly presses
a little more firmly, then he slips his thumbs into their vaginas
while his other fingers caress all of their other pleasure nerves
of their pubic areas while he tells Rebeka’s breasts ‘hello’. Their
cries of climax go on and when he feels their bodies start to
slump, he quickly pulls his hands out from between Sharlene and
Angelisa’s legs, holds them by the waist, and pulls their bodies
onto him and Rebeka to hold them all upright.

When the breathing of the ladies has mostly settled,
he’s nearly wonderfully smothered by the multitude of their kisses
as they each want to thoroughly thank him for giving them so much
pleasure. Even while he feels almost overwhelmed that he could be
in such a situation, it’s impossible to deny the reality of their
bodies being pressed to him and each other and there’s no way in
which he could be coercing them to do so, especially with such
enthusiasm. During another mutual break to catch their breaths, his
eyes open wide then he looks down in surprise to see Angelisa
caressing the front of his pants as
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