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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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The restaurant is busier than Angelisa ever remembers
it being as she takes food to another customer then refills another
drink while she slips past the line of customers who are waiting
for the next table. Those who hadn’t been here last night want to
find out all about what happened from those who were here and they
are only too happy to re-tell what they saw and heard. When she’s
asked, Angelisa honestly says, “I’m sorry, I don’t have time to
talk, I have another customer.”

It’s such a ‘talk worthy’ event that people are even
interrupting their own and even other people’s meals to discuss it
which is something she’s never seen before and is even somewhat of
a cultural taboo. As she’s hurrying from table to kitchen and back
again, Angelisa is glad to hear that she can detect no
embellishments to the story as it’s told and re-told.

 


* * * * *

 


After they have more food and drink in them, Sharlene
and George take care of the stuff they piled in the front room last
night. When they start to look at what’s available to fix for
dinner, they see that either Maria or Angelisa had greatly added to
their take home container of food. Although they’re tempted to
serve that, they settle on re-heating some of the chicken soup they
made at George’s yesterday and brought some in the cooler. Since
there are a couple of more hours before Klara is due to arrive,
Sharlene sends him to the love seat to read while she unpacks her
luggage and gets a load of laundry going.

When there is nothing more pressing for her to do,
she finds herself sitting on his upper legs and cuddling with him.
He starts to put his book down, but she tells him, “No, George, you
can keep reading. I just need to be close for awhile.”

He still puts his book down and explains, “But it’s
better to hold you with two arms rather than one. Besides, it’s
hard to kiss you when I’m reading.”

Because he senses she needs comfort rather than
passion, he strives to keep his kisses gentle and comforting rather
than exciting. And kissing the top of her head rather than her lips
sometimes helps towards that goal. A couple of times she gets up to
deal with the laundry, but she’s soon back to cuddle.

When she hears the doorbell ring, Sharlene gets up,
goes to the door, opens it, and says, “Klara, come in.”

“Hello, Sharlene. It’s good to see you.” They
hug.

“You made good time.”

“The flight actually got in a few minutes early,
there were no lines to get the rental vehicle, and you gave good
directions. By the way, I’m supposed to scold you for not calling
your dad in over a week.”

“Ouch, sorry.”

“Don’t worry. Since we talked last week, he figures
you must be doing okay. So, where’s your distraction?”

As they leave the front room, George stands up from
the love seat and walks towards the ladies.

“George, I would like you to meet Klara Sohkohlov.
Klara, this is my distraction, George Greyson.”

They shake hands and say how nice it is to meet each
other. Klara looks at Sharlene and asks, “You admit that he’s your
distraction?”

She grabs his hand and says, “When it comes to
George, I’ll admit to almost anything.”

Klara’s eyebrows rise in surprise as she looks back
and forth between them until George shrugs his shoulders and says,
“She seems to think there’s something special about me, but I
haven’t got a clue what it is.”

“And he doesn’t listen when I tell him how wonderful
he is.”

“Are you arguing already?”

“No, Klara. After decades of being ignored, poor
George can’t believe I see something very special about him.”

“Especially after he’s been indoctrinated by society
that beautiful young women can’t see anything positive about old
men.”

George nods his head as he responds, “That’s an
additional factor in the equation. I’m sorry, Sharlene, you’ve made
it clear you do want me, but I still can’t understand it.”

Sharlene turns to hug him as she tells him, “I know,
George. Yet to me, you’re so obviously wonderful, I can’t imagine
how nobody else can see it.”

He kisses the top of her head then tells her, “I’m
just grateful you see whatever you do see. Shall we feed Klara?
It’s probably been a long trip and considering what they don’t
serve on airplanes, she’s probably hunger and thirsty.”

“Of course. I’m sorry, Klara. I hope you don’t mind
re-warmed chicken soup. We made it yesterday at George’s and didn’t
get here until late. I wasn’t up to going to the grocery store
today.”

“Chicken soup sounds good.”

“George, can you get it started while I give Klara
the tenth-credit tour?”

“Sure.”

When they reach her bedroom, Sharlene can see the
question in her eyes and answers, “Yes, Klara, only one bed. And
yes, George and I have slept in this bed since I brought him home
from the medical center. When we spent last week at his place he
did have another bedroom for me, but I still ended up in his bed
for part of most nights. And no, we haven’t made love. I’m not
usually inclined to speak about my private life, but George and I
have slept in the same bed for almost four weeks and we’ve done a
lot of hugging, kissing, and touching during that same time and he
hasn’t yet touched me intimately with his hands.”

“The way you say it makes it sound like you haven’t
refused him.”

Sharlene shakes her head as she explains, “No, I
haven’t refused him. I’ve even offered myself to him and have given
him permission to touch me. And I know he wants to touch me, but
he’s restrained himself, incredibly, to lead me on what he calls a
journey of touching in which he takes small steps in touching me
towards intimacy. Every couple of days, he touches me a little more
than he’s touched me previously. In between, he touches me no more
than before, but so often in new and creative ways.

“When we started touching, the reason he gave me for
taking me on the journey was so I could call a halt to it whenever
I thought the touching was getting to be more than I wanted. He
didn’t want to overwhelm me with more than I could deal with. And
he hasn’t. Not even close. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to try to
persuade you. I just can’t seem to stop myself from wanting to
convince people how wonderful he is. . . . He probably has the soup
ready by now.”

“Well, let me wash up and I’ll be there in a
moment.”

“Thank you for listening, Klara,” Sharlene hugs
her.

“Thank you for being willing to tell me.”

A couple of minutes later, Klara stops at the edge of
the kitchen and sees them standing in front of the stove with an
arm around each other and her head on his shoulder. He turns his
head and asks, “Klara, what would you like to drink? We have orange
juice and iced tea, or we could heat up the kettle for some hot
tea.”

“Iced tea will be fine.”

George dishes up bowls of soup, while Sharlene pours
drinks and then sets out a plate with cheese slices and crackers.
Since she guesses they’ll sit next to each other, Klara takes a
seat on the other side of the table to watch them. He hands her a
bowl and tells her, “There’s more if you’re hungry.”

“Thank you, George. It smells good.” She dips a spoon
in, lifts it up, looks at it, then looks at them and asks, “Are you
sure you want to call this soup? It’s thicker than many stews I’ve
seen.”

“I suppose we could water it down if you wanted.”

“No, not at all.” She takes a bite and says, “Mmm,
this is good. I guess I just question the term ‘soup’.” Klara
finishes her bowl, and another half bowl then says, “Very good.
Call it what you want, just don’t change the recipe.”

Sharlene explains, “This batch of soup is a little
different because George had slow cooked a couple of chickens over
the grill for Aunt Paula and Uncle Paul on fifth-day. We cleaned
out his fridge yesterday and used what we thought would work and
added some vegetables from his garden, and, presto, soup.”

“Klara, would you like something else?”

“No, thank you, George. Oh, maybe some more iced
tea?”

“Coming right up.”

After the table is cleared, the kitchen is cleaned
up, bathroom trips are done, and full glasses of iced tea are in
front of them, Klara looks at him and says, “George, let me be
honest with you. When I heard that Sharlene had taken you into her
home, I about freaked. Quietly, of course, I didn’t want to alarm
her parents. So I did a discreet, but very thorough background
check on you. Other than an occasional speeding ticket years ago,
you’re about as squeaky clean and legally boring as a person can
get. So I calmed down some.

“You need to understand that I’ve known and watched
over Sharlene since before she was born. I worked for her
grandfather, I worked for her father, and I currently work for her
dad. For most of her life she didn’t know me as more than a nice
lady in her dad’s office, but I’m also a friend of her parents and
so have taken a somewhat parental view of her over the years.”

“I’m glad. And thank you for checking on me to ensure
her safety.”

Klara raises her eyebrows in surprise then goes on,
“But I still wasn’t satisfied. So I made some other inquiries. I
checked into your credit, your property, your finances, your legal
papers. I found out about the fiasco at the library reading
program, I found out about the ad you put in the paper, I had a
couple of long talks with Paula and Paul. I even talked to Jean and
Rachel. After all I could find out, I came to the conclusion that
either you’re the world’s best actor or you’re nothing more than
who you claim to be.”

“Thank you.”

“And that’s why I flew in early, to meet you and
judge for myself if you’re real.”

“I hope you take your time, because nobody can reveal
all sides of themselves in a short period of time. Just last night
I got really angry. I’m sorry, love, I wasn’t going to bring it
up.”

“But George, you were so wonderful. You were . . .”
and Sharlene almost flings herself into his arms and begins to
sob.
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With raised eyebrows, Klara watches them closely, but
sees nothing more than Sharlene huddling within his arms and George
snugly holding her while he kisses the top of her head and murmurs
gentle words. Several minutes pass before Sharlene calms down a
little. He reaches around and grabs the tissue box from the counter
and gently dries her tears. He even tries to get her to blow her
nose with the tissue he holds, but she insists on doing that
herself.

Klara asks, “What happened?”

While he continues to hold Sharlene and gently
caresses her head, George tells Klara what happened last night.

It the silence which follows, Sharlene whispers, “I
didn’t mean for him to get hurt. I just wanted him to go home and
grow up.”

“I know, love. You didn’t try to hurt him. Your kick
was meant to disarm him and not hurt anyone. You protected
yourself. Afterwards, I realized you also tried to protect everyone
else at the same time. When you tried to kick the knife out of his
hand, you directed it towards the only place where no one was
standing or sitting. Instead of thinking about him, think instead
about the other women he won’t be able to rape. Think about the
families who won’t have to fear him and his extortion.”

“You’re right, thank you,” she kisses him then turns
and says, “I’m sorry, Klara, I didn’t mean to put on a show.”

“You’re not. If something like that had happened to
me, I probably wouldn’t have gotten out of bed this morning. If
George’s description is accurate, and I have no reason to doubt
you, then you were both completely within your legal rights. Do you
happen to know which police department those officers were
from?”

George shakes his head as he verbally answers, “No.
That’s something I didn’t pay attention to. I don’t even remember
what color their uniforms were. I think they gave us their business
cards. I’ll have to check my shirt pocket. If I can’t find it, I
can call Maria at the restaurant because I think she knows
them.”

“It doesn’t have to be now. Have you thought about
any kind of response?”

“No.”

“Sharlene?”

“Not for me personally. I think I’ll get over it
after some time has passed. I had thought of asking you for a
recommendation of a lawyer on behalf of the other victims who he
claimed to have raped and extorted.”

“Ask no further. I would be privileged to take on the
case. I’ll double check the laws, but I don’t think there have been
any significant changes since you were born. By the way, my time on
this one is free.”

“Klara, I know there will be other costs and I’ll
gladly cover them if I can. Maria and her family were always very
welcoming to me, and I helped her kids learn to read. If that . . .
so and so had hurt Huleeoh or raped Angelisa, I . . . I . . . I
would have killed him. If I had known he had raped women when I
first stuck my gun in his gut, I would have pulled the trigger then
and there.”

As she gently caresses his face, Sharlene tries to
comfort and encourage him, “George, calm down. He didn’t hurt
Huleeoh or Angelisa. He’s gone now and won’t hurt anyone else. You
stopped him, George. You called his bullying bluff. You stood up to
him. What you did made him lose face in front of his supporters. My
guess is that’s why he pulled the knife. He felt he had to regain
his power.”

“George, Sharlene is probably right. Sometimes all it
takes is for one person to stand up to a bully. I suppose I should
ask if you think the other victims will accept me as their
lawyer.”

He thinks for a moment then says, “I really don’t
know, Klara. I think Maria might on our recommendation. Whether she
can convince others to step forward, I don’t know. It will probably
help that we’ll do it without cost to them. Some of them might
prefer to put it all behind them and forget about it and try to let
time heal their wounds. I suppose we could take you up and
introduce you to Maria and see how that goes.”

“How far is it?”

“Usually a couple of hours, but I normally drive it
on the weekends. It might be a little longer of a drive during the
week.”

“Well, let me think about how I want to coordinate my
time with the Project and maybe we can make a trip or two up there.
If I need more time, is there a nearby hotel I can stay at.”

“No, but you can stay at my place. I have another bed
I can take out of storage and set up for you. Or I could let you
have my bed and I can sleep on the sofa.”

“I wouldn’t want to chase you out of your bed. I
assume you and Sharlene will share a bed.”

He pauses before he explains, “We have and I welcome
her when she’s willing to join me in my bed, but I won’t make her
feel obligated or forced to share my bed. When we first came here,
she made it clear we were going to sleep in the same place so she
would be able to monitor my medical condition. Since she preferred
to sleep in her bed instead of on the love seat or on the floor, we
slept in her bed. Since then, I’ve been selfish enough to enjoy
cuddling with her even though I don’t think my medical condition
any longer requires her to monitor me that closely.

“If she decides that at any time she doesn’t want me
in her bed or her life, then I’ll sleep on the sofa or leave,
whatever she wants, whenever she wants, no questions asked. That’s
one of the reasons I won’t ask her to marry me. I want her to be
free. I understand she has a life insurance policy from her
biological parents which she can use to help her while she’s out of
a job, but those don’t last forever. I’ve already told her that I’m
perfectly willing to support her as long as I can with no
obligation on her.”

Klara nods her head in understanding then says,
“Since I’ve looked at your financial situation, if you remain
careful with your spending that should be for the rest of your life
and beyond.”

“That’s my intention.”

Klara turns and says, “You’ve been rather quiet,
Sharlene.”

“What can I say? This kind gentle generous loving man
is willing to support me, care for me, protect me, and give me
pleasure without obligation, coercion, or force. I’m sorry, Klara,
I can’t refuse such an offer. I don’t mean to make it sound like a
cold hearted business deal. Most people would see our age
difference as an insurmountable barrier, but in so many other ways,
we’re very compatible.

“I think the first thing I noticed about him which
made him special in my eyes, is that I was comfortable with him, I
felt safe to be in his presence. I think you have an idea of how
many other males I’ve been comfortable being around. I’ve felt
comfortable discussing topics with George and asking him questions
which I’ve never done with anyone else. The longer we’re together,
the more I like about him and the more I want him, not only to be
with him, but in all ways.”

“Thank you, both of you. I appreciate your
willingness to tell me things which are essentially none of my
business. Before I deliberately change the subject, I need to make
a trip down the hall and refill my drink. Excuse me.”

After Klara steps away, they share another kiss and
while he catches his breath, Sharlene makes her own trip down the
hall. He’s just getting up to refill their drinks when Klara
returns and asks, “Where’s Sharlene?”

“She made her own trip down the hall and now it’s my
turn.”

When they’re all back at the table with refilled
drinks and everyone is in their own chair, George hands Klara the
business card which he had received from the police officer last
night.

“Thank you, George. I guess I have one more question
before I change the subject. How do you feel about me snooping into
your affairs?”

“I’m not pleased that my affairs can be looked into,
either by you or anyone else. Since your motivation was concern for
Sharlene’s safety, then I’m not going to get bent out of shape over
it because her safety is more important than my privacy. If it had
been for some other reason, I would be inclined to find a good
lawyer and sue your pants off for an invasion of my privacy.”

“But if you sued my pants off, that would be an
invasion of my privacy.”

“I’m sorry I used the wrong terminology, but you know
what I mean.”

“Yes, I do know what you mean. Thank you.”

Sharlene looks back and forth between them before she
says, “I don’t know what you mean.”

Klara looks at him and he waves a hand at her to
indicate she should explain. “I guess George and I are dating
ourselves because the phrase of ‘suing one’s pants off’ isn’t often
used any more. Essentially, it means suing someone for everything
they own, including the pants they’re wearing. The laws have
changed so a private party can no longer collect very large
punitive or punishment awards, only the government can do that. A
private party can only collect compensation for damages received,
probable future loss, and an equivalent punitive reward. Of course,
there are ways to manipulate the figures to anyone’s advantage, but
no more suing the pants off another person. Change of subject,
Sharlene, what have you been doing in regards to getting your new
company ready to go?”

She pauses before she admits, “Not much, I’m afraid.
I’ve been writing notes about ideas I’ve had for how I would like
to see the company function and what its philosophy ought to be.
Mariam knows more about the practical side of it, but I’ve been
hesitant to talk to her since I don’t want to compromise her
position or have it somehow come out what our plans are.”

George taps her headband and reminds her, “Don’t
forget the emotional recordings you’re collecting.”

Sharlene turns to him with a dreamy smile, kisses his
cheek, and tells him, “Thank you. I do tend to forget about
that.”

Klara looks puzzled and asks, “Emotional recordings?
I guess I’m the one who doesn’t understand something.”

“A major part of the Project is the gathering of
emotional responses through digital recordings.”

“Yes, I know that. But how do you fit into that?”

“After Mariam talked me into trying out for the
Project, most of my emotional recordings were so low level Mariam
threatened to use them as a sleeping pill. The last week I would
probably have been with the Project and attempting to collect
emotional recordings, I took a week of vacation and spent it with
Aunt Paula, met George, and had my first sexual experience. When
Mariam saw my emotional recordings from that week, she about came
unglued and said parts of my recordings were the cleanest
recordings she had seen.”

“If I remember right, there are two main measurements
to the emotional recordings, one is the intensity and the other is
how clean or singular the particular emotion is.”

Sharlene nods her head and says, “That’s right.
Anyway, that happened at just about the same time the Project was
starting to melt down and Mariam had done a preview of my emotional
recordings and hadn’t entered them into the system. She told me not
to submit them, but to save them on my computer. When the message
came to turn in our headbands and equipment, I turned mine in.
After the inventory was taken, Mariam had some turned in which had
already been recorded as lost, so she gave me one and insisted that
I continue to record my emotional responses and save them on my
computer.”

“I assume on the basis that since some of your
previous emotional recordings had been clean and strong enough,
Mariam figured you would probably have other strong clean
recordings.”

“That’s right.”

“Interesting. I would like to come back to that in a
little while.”
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Klara pauses then says, “So, you’ve been jotting down
ideas about how you want the company to operate and what it’s
philosophy ought to be and you’re making emotional recordings which
you hope will be able to be used to support the company. Have you
been doing anything else?”

She drops her head in embarrassment then answers,
“No. I really don’t know what else I can do.”

“I’m sorry, Sharlene, I didn’t mean to sound harsh.
Most people who start companies concentrate on the practical and
give no thought to the underlying principles and philosophy which
they want to apply to how the company operates. I’m glad you’ve
thought about those things.”

“I was trying to follow your advice of being the
senior partner and setting the direction of the company and use the
expertise of the people around me for them to do what they do
best.”

“That’s good. It’s a little rough when the practical
partner is sitting around with her hands tied and isn’t in a
position to really do anything.”

“Just in our few somewhat general talks, I’ve come to
rely on Mariam to deal with the practical side because I don’t have
a clue as to what to do.”

Klara assures her, “That’s okay. Even if you did know
what to do, you’re not in the position to do a lot of those things
and be able to keep it all legally tight. My guess is that Mariam
is frustrated at not being able to do anything and is probably
racking up ideas and energy and when she’s finally released, she’ll
make your head spin.”

“Yeah, that would be Mariam.”

“Since it’s actually the investment company which is
going to bid on the Project and because I’m the representative of
the investment company, there are a few things I can do that you
can’t. Sometime this week, we’ll apply for a local business license
for a new company called Digital Empathy which the investment
company will form. We also need to find out from Mariam or someone
else at the Project how much room is needed for the inventory and
the equipment and rent a place which will provide that much space
as well as room for offices and a conference room. I’ve already
contacted a local real estate agent and have several possibilities
lined up to look at in various sizes. And before you worry, I do
have access to considerable funds which the investment company has
set aside for the Project.”

George asks, “So, based on Sharlene’s initial pitch
and your research, the investor is really serious about acquiring
the rights to the Project and developing it?”

Klara nods her head as she answers, “That’s
right.”

“And if the investment company doesn’t win the bid
for the Project?”

“Then whatever expenses were incurred are written off
and they go look for other projects to invest in. It will probably
feel like life and death to Sharlene and Mariam, but to the
investment company, its ‘ho, hum, another day at work’. Do you have
any other questions?”

“Not that I can think of.”

“If you do have questions, ask me or ask Sharlene to
ask me. From what she’s said, you’ve been asking some good
questions and making some valuable suggestions. Keep it up. We both
want Sharlene to succeed. Now, Sharlene, if you can get your
computer while I get mine, we’ll exchange some data. I have an
updated business plan for you to review, most of the changes are
minor and I would like to read over your ideas about the company’s
functioning and philosophy, if you don’t mind.”

“I would be happy to have you read them. Some of them
might not be very understandable since I tend to use abbreviations
from both engineering and medicine. If something doesn’t make
sense, let me know and I’ll try to clarify it.”

For the next few minutes they transfer data from one
computer to another using a mini-drive.

Klara sets her computer aside and says, “That takes
care of that. Now, Sharlene, I would like to go back to your
emotional recordings. As far as the Project is concerned, your
better emotional recordings don’t exist.”

“From what Mariam has said, that’s true. As far as I
know, the only ones who know of the recordings, and they don’t know
whose emotions they represent, are Todd and Julie who work on the
technical and testing side of the Project and on a weekend while
they used their own equipment, they reviewed what Mariam had seen.
Because they reviewed the recordings on their own time using their
own equipment they felt they were under no obligation to report
what the recordings contained.”

“That’s probably the case, but it could be a sticky
point if someone finds out about it. You said Mariam came unglued
in response to your emotional recordings. What kind of reaction did
Todd and Julie have or do you know?”

“Julie called Mariam about it and Mariam recorded the
conversation and downloaded the recording to my computer. I forgot
about it and haven’t listened to it yet. Let’s see, here it
is.”

They listen to the phone call in its entirety for the
first time.

Klara nods her head as she responds, “Interesting.
She sounds mighty excited about it.”

“After that call, Mariam and I made some substantial
changes to the business plan before we forwarded it to you.”

“So that’s what sparked the commercial or Emotique
side of the company.”

“That’s right. Before that, we were stressing the
therapeutic side and wondering how to keep the therapy affordable
while we paid the bills.”

“Let’s see, Mariam saw your recordings as unique, and
Julie thought they were highly marketable, so you’ve been
continuing to make emotional recordings in the hopes of stockpiling
good recordings for when the company is ready to start offering
them.”

Sharlene nods her head as she responds, “That’s
right. I know I’m taking a lot on faith, but by the same token, my
emotional recordings are really a by-product of George touching me.
I want him to touch me whether or not I’m making emotional
recordings, or regardless of what quality they are.”

“So, do you have any way to verify their
statements?”

“Not currently. I’ve seen no emotional recordings
other than my own so I have no basis for comparison and I haven’t
tested any at all.”

“Do you have any idea how your more recent recordings
compare to what Julie was so excited about?”

Sharlene pauses for a moment then says, “Yes. I’m not
sure of all the legal ramifications, but when I still worked at the
Institute, Mariam gave me a copy of the software they use to review
and graph the emotional recordings. The software was developed
within the Institute and as an employee of the Institute who was
reviewing only my own emotional recordings, Mariam saw no conflict
with me having a copy of the software as long as I didn’t change
it, sell it, or give it away. When I left the Institute, nothing
was said about removing any electronic data or software from my
personal computer. And I do have other software and files on my
computer from the Institute which I had brought home to work on
during my off hours.”

Klara thinks for a moment before she responds, “If
that’s the case, then it’s probably okay for you to have it. I
wouldn’t worry about that. Unless you received specific written
direction to remove company developed software from your personal
computer, then you’re under no obligation to do so, like you say,
as long as you don’t change it, sell it, or give it away. There’s
been a couple of oddball court cases which went the other way, but
the vast majority of cases supported the employee who had software
and files on their computer on the basis that the company didn’t
provide the employee with compensation for either their time or the
rental of their personal equipment.

“Actually, I’m glad you do have the software. I would
like to see some of your recordings, but before I do, let me try to
assure you that I’m not trying to intrude on your personal life. I
admit that I’m highly curious about how you experienced sexual
pleasure as Julie described it without being touched intimately,
but that’s none of my business.

“What I would like is some background information on
how the emotional recordings are scored and have some basis for
comparison when I go to the Institute for their demonstrations. If
your recorded emotional data is equal to or better than the other
recordings they have available, that will make the investor feel
better about the chances of success. Of course, that depends on
being able to transmit the emotions so the potential customer can
experience them.”

Sharlene nods her head and says, “That’s one of the
things I’ve been concerned about. Since we aren’t able to freely
talk to Todd and Julie and without the transmission equipment to
experiment with, there’s still a big question about whether this
will work at all. I may be making the best emotional recordings
available, but if the customer feels nothing, then my recordings
are useless. Maybe I’ll take Dad’s advice and go be a beach bum
somewhere except I’m definitely going to take George with me.”

George speaks up, “Like I told you, if your new
company doesn’t work out, you’re always welcome to stay at my
place. If we’re careful with the money I have, you could live there
quite awhile past when I’m gone. Of course, you might be bored
silly, but you would have shelter and food.”

After she winks at Klara with her right eye, Sharlene
turns her head to the left to look at him and tell him, “Thank you,
George. I really appreciate your willingness to take care of me. I
may not feel as strongly about it as Mariam does, but I think
things will work out and the company will succeed. I just don’t
know the details yet.” She kisses him on the cheek.

Sharlene pauses they turns to her and says, “Okay,
Klara, let me show you some of my emotional recordings.”

George gets up and suggests, “Klara, why don’t you
sit here, it will be easier for you to see.”

“Thank you, George.” She goes to where he was sitting
and he sits down at the end of the table nearest Sharlene.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-09-01 (e4)

 


As she brings up a file on her computer, Sharlene
says, “Let’s start with the confusion one Julie mentioned. As you
can see, several emotions are graphed, but none of them is clearly
dominant. I don’t know what their measurement parameters are, but
from what I understand, the software scores the various emotions by
their intensity then stacks their scores from lowest to highest. So
this top emotion has an intensity of about two because that’s the
difference between it and the next highest emotion, but it’s
stacked on top because at that moment, it’s the most intense
emotion.

“The software is set up so a composite score of four
will get tagged and any individual emotion with a score of four
will also get tagged. If we go across the time scale a little
further, we see the confusion drops away and the emotion which
Julie called ‘contentment’ is prominent with an individual
emotional score of just over four. In contrast to that, here’s a
sample of what my normal background emotional recordings looked
like.”

“Interesting. So when you felt an emotion, you really
felt it. In your confusion one, it’s like you hit a brick wall and
went to contentment, hit another brick wall and back to confusion.
I can’t imagine that’s something which is normally seen.”

“From what Mariam’s said, no, it’s not normal. But,”
Sharlene quickly glances at George then continues, “the situation
was quite unusual. That leads to the other one Julie mentioned
which Mariam also thought was unusual, not only in the emotion I
experienced, but its intensity, how clean it is, and how abruptly
it starts and stops.” She shows the graph for a minute before and a
half minute after.

“Yes, I can see why Mariam would think it’s unusual.”
Klara briefly pauses then asks, “This is the one they defined as
sexual pleasure?”

“Yes.”

“How . . . no, I won’t ask.”

“You wanted to know how a sexual experience could
start and stop so abruptly?”

“To be blunt, Sharlene, yes.”

“Someday I’ll tell you the story, but unless you
wanted to stay up somewhat later tonight, it would probably be best
to save it for another day.”

“You’ve got a point there. How did Julie and Mariam
know it was sexual pleasure?”

“Apparently Julie felt it as such when she tested it
and Mariam recognized it by the color the software used to graph
it. From what I understand, enough people have described the
emotion they felt at specific times and by connecting those times
with the graph, they’ve identified certain colors as being
associated with certain emotions. How the software knows which
colors to assign to which emotions, I don’t know.”

“And you agree with their assessment?”

Sharlene pauses then admits, “Well, I certainly can’t
claim a lot of experience, but when Mariam pointed it out to me and
I thought back to that point in time, I remembered thinking that
what I felt was probably of a sexual nature and it was definitely
pleasurable, so I can’t argue with them.”

“Fair enough. Do you have any other examples of
emotions which you’re willing to show me so I have some basis for
comparison?”

“Humm, let me see. This one I tentatively labeled
‘wonder’. Now that I say it, it doesn’t express the emotion I felt.
Maybe ‘awe’ or ‘amazement’ would be better.”

George asks, “When was that?”

Sharlene turns her head to him and answers, “When I
walked into your library.”

“You did seem a bit dazed.”

She nods her head to him then turns back to Klara and
explains another recording, “This one I labeled ‘fun’. You should
have seen it. Molly, a large canine who adopted George, was playing
futball with me.” She briefly chuckles before she continues, “Not
only is it funny to watch her dribble a futball, but she’s good at
it. I wish I had a video recording of it. I have no idea what
anyone else will make of the emotional recording, but seldom have I
laughed so hard.”

“I can certainly see that when you experience a
strong emotion, you tend to experience that emotion and no other.
Thank you, Sharlene. I’m real curious about what kind of emotional
recordings they’ll show me at the Institute to make the Project
look enticing. What’s your schedule look like this week?”

“Let me verify. . . . The only thing specific is a
follow-up appointment with the cardiologist for George on
fourth-day.”

“Okay. I would like you to come with me to the dinner
and presentation the Institute is having on fourth-day evening
because I would like to know how what they say compares to what
you’ve heard. George, would you be interested in coming?”

“Only in the interest of being with Sharlene. I doubt
if I have anything appropriate to wear. Maybe I could pretend to be
a bum who wandered in off of the street in search of free
food.”

“I don’t think you’ll need to do that. Let me find
out more about what kind of setting it will be and then you can
decide. Tomorrow, I plan on going to the Institute, present my
credentials and spend as much time as I can snooping around, asking
questions, scheduling a demonstration or maybe several, and if I
can swing it, take Mariam off site for lunch. Sharlene, I may ask
you to attend a demonstration or two also, I don’t know yet. I’m
going to have to see what the atmosphere is like. Beyond that, I’m
not going to make any plans until I know more about what’s going
on. One thought which crossed my mind is the idea of going to talk
to Maria and the police on fifth-day, spend the night at George’s,
and try to talk to some of the other victims on sixth-day, if that
would be okay.”

George responds, “No objections from me. You would be
welcome in my home, even if you weren’t going to help Maria and the
others.”

“Thank you.”

Sharlene says, “If there’s anything we can do to make
your stay more pleasant or help with either the Project or the
victim compensation, please let us know. Other than the
cardiologist visit, our time is flexible.”

“Thank you, Sharlene. I appreciate you fixing dinner
for me and I really appreciate both of you being willing to talk to
me. As I get a feel for what’s going on and how to approach the
various angles, I’ll let you know and we’ll try to get a more
defined schedule. Well, if I’m going to make an obnoxious nuisance
of myself at the Institute tomorrow, I’d better get my beauty
rest.” Klara shuts down her computer, gathers her things, and
suggests, “George, hang onto the business card, I made a note of
the information I need.”

When they get to the front door, Sharlene turns to
Klara and says, “Thank you for coming and for all of your help with
the Project.”

“It’s my pleasure. Corporate negotiations have been
my job for many years and without bragging, I’m good at it. But
victim compensation is my passion. I haven’t had a lot of
opportunities to pursue it over the years, but maybe it’s time to
retire from the corporate world completely and volunteer my time
and abilities to help victims. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“It’s not like we planned it.”

“I know, George. Nobody plans on being a victim. It
was nice to meet you.” Klara starts to hold out a hand then says,
“Ah, Sharlene says you give good hugs, let’s see.” She hugs him and
after a moment’s pause of hesitation, he hugs her back. When she
steps back, he quickly releases her. She turns and hugs Sharlene
while she whispers, “We’ll talk some more.” In her normal voice,
she tells them, “I’ll call and let you know what I find out or if I
think it’s sensitive information, I’ll stop by, but I’ll call
before I do. See you later.”

“Good night, Klara,” they respond, in stereo.

As Sharlene watches through the security screen door
until Klara has pulled out and driven down the street, George steps
up behind her and hugs her. Sharlene steps forward to close and
lock the front door, turns out the porch light, and is immediately
back in his arms and kisses him. When she has enough breath, she
says, “Klara likes you.”

“I don’t know, love. She’s real good at pulling out
information, but rather stingy about sharing it. I wouldn’t want to
go up against her in a court room or anywhere else for that
matter.”

“Don’t you trust her?”

“I trust her completely when it comes to your
welfare. But it wouldn’t surprise me if she planted an electronic
bug or two to hear how I treat you when she isn’t around.”

“But you don’t treat me any differently.” She gives
him a bit of a pout then says, “Except you’re not as free with the
kisses.”

He grabs her bottom lip with his own lips and
converts it into a thorough kiss. When he can speak without panting
for breath, he asks, “Is that better, love?”

“Mmm, me like, want more.” She jumps up into his
arms, wraps her legs around his waist and kisses him passionately
while he quickly slips his right forearm under her buttocks to help
hold her up. When she lets him breathe, she nibbles on his ear and
squirms just a little as she tells him, “I like how you’re holding
me. You know, as you find new and creative ways to touch me, I’m
starting to think of a few variations myself.”

“That’s good.”

“I can think of some interesting variations for how
you’re holding me now, but they all seem to be more applicable to
further along during the journey.”

“Probably so.” He steps over to the chair she keeps
near the front door, moves his arm from under her buttocks, and
requests, “Hop down on the chair. I’m no longer the muscle man of
my youth who can hold up beautiful women for hours in my arms, not
that I could do it then.”

She stands on the chair and starts to ask, “Now what
. . .” when his right hand pulls her head down for a kiss. While
her hands reach up to hold his head for the kiss, he lowers his
right hand and begins to pull the bottom of her shirt out of her
skirt waistband. When she feels that, her kiss becomes more ardent,
until she has to let him breathe and transfers her kisses to his
face. She doesn’t notice him unbutton the bottom buttons of her
shirt until his two hands slip under her shirt which elicits a gasp
of pleasure from her then his hands begin to caress the bare skin
of her upper abdomen, sides, and back.

His breathing is nearly at a normal pace before he
lowers himself to brace his knees on the front of the chair, leans
over, and begins to kiss her upper abdomen. She responds, “Ohhh,
Georrrggge,” grips the back of his neck with her right hand and
gathers up the ends of her shirt in her left hand to lift them out
of the way of his kisses which go from one of her sides to the
other and from her skirt waistband almost to her bra. He slides his
hands down her sides, over her hips, down the outsides of her
thighs, across her knees and down the outsides of her calves, until
they encounter bare skin. Slowly, he slides his hands up the bare
skin of her legs, under her skirt, over her knees, and with back
and forth movements from the fronts of her legs, across the
outsides, to the backs of her legs, his hands slowly climb her legs
up to the middle of her thighs then slowly move down her legs.

When they reach her knees, one of his hands changes
direction so that one hand goes from the front of her legs to the
back of her legs across the outsides of her leg while his other
hand goes in the opposite direction and as his hands slowly move
back up her legs, her breathing becomes heavier as the pleasure
seems to twist higher with each move of his hands. She barely
controls her cry of pleasure since she wants the pleasure to last
longer and longer as his hands reach the middle of her thighs then
slowly caress back down again.

He leans closer to her while his kisses on her upper
abdomen are interspersed with little tongue caresses, and his
hands, once they’ve reached her knees, glide across her skin from
the fronts of her legs, across the outsides, around the backs, and
far to the insides of her legs. She groans louder. His hands move a
little higher, the pleasure builds, she leans her shoulders back
onto the wall, his hands move a little higher, she thrusts her hips
forward, his hands move a little higher, the pleasure is almost
more than she can contain, his hands move a little higher, she
twists her knees outward which causes her hips to touch his
shoulders and her pubic area presses onto his chest as her
climactic cry echoes through the room and he grips the insides of
her legs.

A couple of moments later, she gasps at each move of
his fingers as they spider crawl up the rest of the way along the
insides of her legs to the middle of her thighs. When he feels her
knees start to spread further as her legs collapse, he tightens his
hug on her legs, holds them with his left arm, slips his right hand
out from under her skirt, slides it up her back while he stands up
and catches her slumping body. As he braces himself and holds her
tight with his right arm across her back, he releases his grip of
her legs with his left hand and quickly moves it to behind her
knees. He pauses a bare moment longer to make sure he has a firm
grip and while he’s thankful she’s as small as she is, he lifts her
feet off of the chair and carefully stands up. One step at a time,
he carries her to her bed and as carefully as he can, he lays her
down. Since he recognizes the feel of strained muscles in his back,
he holds onto the bed as he slowly walks around to his side, lays
down, holds her hand, and falls asleep.
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Sometime later, Sharlene slowly floats out of her
daze of pleasure and when sufficient awareness returns, she wonders
how she ended up in her bed. As she remembers the intense pleasure
and feeling herself collapse into his arms, she gasps as her memory
provides her with the feeling of pleasure she experienced. Twice
more she replays the memory then she tells herself that enough is
enough before she causes herself to collapse again.

Slowly, she lifts her left hand far enough to see her
fingers move. When she tries to lift her right hand, she can feel
the muscles tense, but it feels like it’s being held down. Sharlene
turns her head slowly to the right and sees George. As she smiles,
she follows the line of his arm with her eyes and realizes that he
must be holding her hand. She raises her eyes back up to his face
and warmly gazes as him for the short time it takes before sleep
claims her again.

Although he’s not sure whose sleepy jerk wakes the
other one up, when he’s aware enough, he turns his head to smile at
her. She rolls over towards him, but as she does, she rolls onto
their clasped hands and gasps as the pleasure surges into her when
her pubic area comes into contact with their hands. She quickly
rolls back then looks in surprise at their hands.

Since he’s concerned about what her gasp might have
meant, George asks, “What’s the matter?”

“I must still be sensitized, because when I started
to roll towards you, our hands ended up between my legs.”

“Oh, I was concerned you twisted your hand or
something.”

“I suppose it’s hard to tell from just a gasp as to
whether it was pain or pleasure. I can assure you, this one was
pleasure, I just hadn’t expected it.”

“Let me move my hand, then.”

“That’s probably best, this time,” as she silently
adds to herself, “but next time might be different.” When he moves
his hand, she rolls over to him, cuddles up, caresses his face, and
tells him, “Thank you very much for touching me, it was glorious. I
didn’t mean to faint on you, or to have you carry me to bed.”

“I didn’t want you laying on the floor. This morning,
I was surprised and barely kept you from falling to the floor. I
didn’t think I could pick you up from there. I’m going to have to
be more careful about where we are before I start touching you or I
need to stop touching you before you collapse.”

“What a dilemma. I really like your creative and
apparently spontaneous touching and that includes the creative
locations. I’m so looking forward to finding out what other
locations you can turn into a place of intimate adventure. I guess
that means stop touching me sooner. I certainly don’t intend to be
fainting or collapsing or whatever I’m doing, but I also don’t want
you to stop touching me sooner. To peak out like that in pleasure
is absolutely incredible. To let myself go and float higher and
higher in an ocean of pleasure and to know you’re there helping me
to receive the pleasure as well as keeping me safe, there’s no way
to describe in words how wonderful that is.”

“Then I’ll try my best to balance the pleasure with
your safety. Maybe stop touching you sooner if there’s a
possibility you might fall. Or wait to touch you to oblivion so
that if you do fall, you won’t hurt yourself.”

“If you can safely lower me to the floor, I’ll gladly
lay on the floor for awhile in exchange for you touching me to
oblivion. Oh, I like that phrase. When I download the next batch of
emotional recordings, I think that’s an excellent descriptive name.
I wonder how it will come across when we can share it with
others.”

After a little while, George starts to chuckle.

“What’s so funny?”

“I was just imagining the government coming along and
making you put warnings on some of the emotional recordings.”

That really puzzles Sharlene so she asks, “Why would
that be funny?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t want the government to stick their
noses in any more than you would and probably even less so. But, if
the warning was something like ‘Use only when laying down’, how do
you think people are going to respond?”

“Umm, probably something like ‘if it’s that good,
I’ve got to try it out’.”

He nods his head as he responds, “And that’s going to
be better advertising than twenty so-called testimonials spouting
off in television ads.”

“Oh, my.” She laughs and when their laughter
diminishes to chuckles, she says, “That does give rise to the
thought that we might want to have a caveat with the emotional
recordings to say
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