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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
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favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.
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Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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2147-09-24 (m1)

 


Dawn’s light is just beginning to shine through his
bedroom windows when George gently slips out from under Sharlene to
take care of his screaming bladder. After his bladder is quieted,
he returns and stands next to the bed and looks at her for awhile.
He gets in bed and as he turns towards her, her eyes open, she
smiles, opens her arms, pulls him to her, and begins to kiss him
while her left heel reaches to the back of his right leg to pull
him partially on top of her.

When she lets him breathe, Sharlene pushes her right
knee between his legs and her smile widens as he groans between
panting breaths. Since she knows her leg isn’t as precise in its
movements as her hand, she tries to be very careful about how she
moves her leg back and forth over his sensitive anatomy through his
pajama bottom. He starts to lift himself off of her, but she pulls
him back down and kisses him again.

He protests, “I’m heavy . . . on you.”

“Not yet and I want you as close as I can.” She hugs
him tighter and when his breathing has settled, she kisses him more
intensely and keeps the kiss going and growing by giving him short
breaks to breathe. The passion of their kiss only adds fuel to the
fire of their desire.

He feels himself losing control and starts to lift
himself on his left elbow to give his right hand access to her body
when she pushes him off of her and onto his back. For a brief
moment he feels both relief and disappointment, then he groans as
she quickly straddles his lower abdomen, presses her pajama clad
pubic area down onto his hardened penis, and almost immediately
climaxes with a cry. She lifts her hips just a little as she pants
for breath.

Even as his hands caress the fronts of her thighs
with his thumbs on the insides of her legs, his excitement
overrides his reason and he lifts his hips to her body just as she
lowers herself back onto him, then she screams in pleasure as she
rides his thrusting hips while her voice drowns out his groan of
release. She can only quickly inhale once as her hips follow his
hips down to the bed, then the vocal expression of her climactic
pleasure continues as her lowering body again comes into contact
with his now stationary body.

She braces her slumping body on her arms, then she
has to quickly lower her torso to his chest, lift her hips
slightly, and lay there while she pants for breath. When she can
breathe more normally, she nibbles on his ear and tells him, “Thank
you, lover.”

It takes somewhat longer for him to finally catch
enough of his breath to say, “Thank you. I’m sorry I let my desire
get out of control.”

“I didn’t notice, probably because mine was already
there. . . . Is this one way we can make love in the future?”

“Yes.”

“Mmm. I’m glad. . . . So how many ways are there to
make love?”

“As many as the creative human mind can imagine.
However, some of the ways people have attempted take more effort at
contortion or physical agility rather than having the intent of
being a different way in which to give the other person
pleasure.”

“And how many of those ways are you going to make
love to me?”

“Whatever you’re willing to try and gives you
pleasure without exceeding my physical limitations.”

“So, even after we do make love, the journey of
touching can continue with variations?”

“Yes.”

“Wonderful.” She lifts her head enough to kiss him
breathless. When her own breathing has settled enough, she asks,
“How do we try those variations?”

“I think the best way is by experimentation when we
want to play with each other. There will be times when our desire
runs high and we need sexual release.”

“Like a little while ago?”

“Yes. Other times, hopefully, we’ll want to touch
each other, without the drive, so we’ll have the time to play and
then we can try different ways of touching or different positions.
If our imagination runs dry, there are books we can consult.”

“Wouldn’t that be pornography?”

He chuckles before he says, “That depends on who’s
defining it. For a lot of people almost anything written about
sexual activities would be classified as pornography whether it was
to help a married couple or was related to less socially accepted
sexual behavior. If you took the general concept of the more modern
dictionary definition of pornography that its intent is to cause
sexual excitement, half of the clothes women wear and many of the
advertisements, whether in magazines or on television, can be
classified as pornography. As they say, sex sells.”

“I haven’t thought about that for a long time, but as
a child I wondered why the commercials would have some fancy lady
showing off a vehicle. She didn’t have anything to do with the
function of the vehicle.”

“The underlying message is that if a man owns that
type of vehicle, an attractive woman will be more interested in
him.”

She nods her head in understanding and adds her own
example, “Just like all of the ads directed at women to enhance
their appearance through clothes, makeup, hair, etcetera, is to
compete with other women for the attention of the unmentioned
desirable male.”

“That’s right.”

“Yet appearances and possessions don’t last
forever.”

“Don’t I know. But most people act more like animals
which are trying to strut their stuff while they seek the immediate
mating conquest.”

“I’m so glad you aren’t like that,” and she kisses
him. Since her only thought at the moment is to be closer to him,
she lowers her hips then gasps as her pajama covered pubic area
touches down on his still erect penis. Almost immediately, she
starts to rock her hips back and forth while her groans of pleasure
quickly grow towards climax.

His hands slide up her legs, over her hips to rest on
the top of her buttocks then push down while he lifts his hips
which pushes their pubic areas tightly together. Her climactic cry
of pleasure goes on until he drops his hips, lifts hers up some,
and she slumps on him while she pants for breath. Gently, he rolls
her off of him, straightens out her legs, and pulls her snugly into
an embrace.

“Oh, George, you make me feel so good.” A little
later, she falls asleep.

He stretches in order to grab a couple of tissues and
awkwardly wipes up his release. After he drops the tissues in the
waste basket by the bed, he lays there for awhile and again marvels
at this beautiful young woman who wants him, of all people. As he
searches his mind for understanding, he drifts off to sleep.

 


* * * * *

 


Sometime later, she wakes up, slips out of bed, takes
care of her needs in the bathroom, slips back into bed, and guides
his arms around her. While she lays there, she debates with herself
and when she makes her decision, even though she knows it’s very
selfish, she unbuttons his pajama top and starts to caress his
chest.

It’s not long before he sleepily smiles then hums
with pleasure. As she leans on her right elbow while her left hand
caresses his upper abdomen, she begins to kiss his chest and works
her way up to his neck from ear to ear. When her lips reach his,
his response is somewhat sleepy at first, but soon becomes
ardent.

She lets him breathe as she kisses his cheeks and
nibbles on his ears. When her lips seek his again, he eagerly
responds and his right hand slips under the bottom of her pajama
top to caress her back while his left hand moves up to behind her
head. His deep kiss continues as he rolls her onto her back and
leans over her while he supports himself on his left elbow.

He almost has to force himself to lift himself up
away from continuing to kiss her in order to breathe. As he looks
at her with some apprehension, he only sees a smile on her face and
invitation in her eyes. Before his breathing has fully settled, she
pulls his head down and kisses him even more deeply.

When his breathing has settled enough, he starts to
say, “I . . .”

She quickly places a finger over his lips and tells
him, “I want your desire. I’ve seen you admire the beauty of Mariam
and Angelisa, even Aunt Paula, but I’ve also seen the only time
that admiration turn to intense desire is when you look at me. I’m
very selfish, old man. I want your desire, especially as you
express your desire by giving me pleasure. So I selfishly woke you
up and gave you a little pleasure in order to encourage your desire
so you will give me more pleasure before I have to go without for
several days.” Her left hand pulls his head down for another deep
kiss, while her right hand briefly explores then lightly caresses
the head of his penis.

Between his groans of pleasure and her deep kiss
which he tries to respond to, he’s soon panting for breath. As he
leans up with his eyes half closed in pleasure, George shakes his
head then proclaims, “Such a capacity for pleasure in such a small
package.”

“I stored up all of my desire for pleasure while I
was waiting for the right man to find me. You had the key and
opened the floodgates. I hope I don’t overwhelm you.”

He briefly closes his eyes, says, “Oh, lady,” then
pauses before he continues, “I’ve never met a more willing,
desirable, beautiful, interesting, and loving woman. That you want
me is what’s overwhelming. I’ll gladly give you as much pleasure as
I can as long as my fingers and lips can move.” He leans over to
kiss her while his right hand begins to open the buttons of her
pajama top. Her left hand holds his head in place as she deepens
the kiss while she arches her back to push her breasts towards
him.

He interrupts his unbuttoning to caress her breasts
through her pajama top. They break the kiss because she needs her
breath in order to verbally express her climax while he just simply
needs to breathe. When he finishes undoing the last button, she
pulls his head down for another kiss.

Her kiss quickly becomes clumsy as his fingers on her
left breast send the pleasure surging into her. He leans up to
breathe, which moves his torso out of the way so his right hand can
move to her right breast. She holds on to the pleasure as long as
she can, but soon her cry of climax can’t be contained.

As she pants for breath with her eyes closed, she
feels him move, then groans when his lips and tongue touch her
between her breasts. She interrupts her groans to gasp as spikes of
pleasure hit her when his tongue brushes the side or top of her
nerve filled nipples. He plays her like an instrument as he keeps
her music of pleasure soaring, but delays the finale.

Meanwhile, his right hand caresses lower over her
upper abdomen, across the waistband of her pajamas, lower yet,
until his fingertips are brushing over the top of her pubic hair. A
moment later when he finally recognizes where his hand is, he
freezes. She gasps in recognition, but before she can push his hand
lower, he moves it away.

Then all else is forgotten as his lips close around
one of her nipples and her expression of pleasure surges out
through her lips. With a pause only long enough to grab a quick
breath, she cries out again as his lips find her other nipple, then
her voice falls silent as the pleasure overwhelms her. Reluctantly,
he moves his mouth away and turns his head just enough to lay it
between her breasts while he sighs in wonder and contentment.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-09-24 (m2)

 


Slowly, Sharlene drifts out of a fog of pleasure and
feels an unfamiliar weight on her chest. As she wakes a little
more, her fingers explore and find that it’s his head. George
starts to move it, but she holds it in place then plays with his
hair and enjoys the feel of it lightly falling on her right breast.
“Thank you, lover, you really do know how to give me pleasure. I’m
still amazed at how you give me so much, how wonderful it is, and
how much it makes me want more.”

“I’m glad you enjoy it. There’s nothing more I would
rather do than give you pleasure.”

She starts to move his head, then stops and groans as
she feels the warm exhalations of his breath blowing across the
sensitive nerves of her left nipple. After awhile, the pleasure
doesn’t so much diminish as becomes more familiar, while she
continues to lays there with his breath on one nipple, and his hair
on the other. Several moments later, she remembers and asks, “A
little while ago, you were brushing the top of my pubic hair then
you stopped and moved your hand away. Why?”

“I was starting to go further than I intended.”

“Humm, maybe if I didn’t have pubic hair, you might
have gone further before you realized it.”

He swallows nervously then pauses before he admits,
“Probably.”

“I know some women have their pubic hair removed.
Which do you prefer? Pubic hair or no pubic hair?”

“Good grief, lady, must you be so direct? Uh . . .
that’s not . . . my choice to make.”

“I wasn’t asking you to choose. I was asking what
your preference was.”

“Um, . . . I prefer pubic hair.”

“Why?”

“Well, . . . um . . .”

“Just say it, lover.”

He still hesitates to say, “Um, . . . you’re already
young, but with your slight build and without pubic hair, you would
look much more like you were a girl rather than a woman.”

“Which would make you feel guilty to be touching me
intimately.”

“Yeah.”

“Thank you. I’m glad you aren’t interested in
touching prepubescent females.” She feels his shudder of
revulsion.

He explains, “A woman should be of age and awareness
to know the consequences and be willing to take the risks
associated with intimate activities with another person and not
have it forced upon her.”

“I agree. What if I didn’t have such a girlish
figure, would you still prefer me to have pubic hair?”

“Yes.”

“I’m curious, why?”

He hesitates then says, “Well, . . . uh, . . . . Let
me put it somewhat euphemistically. I think it can add to the
excitement to explore the forest on the way to finding the cave of
pleasure.”

She thinks about it for a moment, pushes his head off
her chest, rolls him onto his back with her on top, and kisses him
thoroughly. “I like the analogy.” She leans her head next to his
and breaths in his ear and sucks on his earlobe then tells him, “I
want you to find my cave, but I don’t want to miss out on your
exploration of the adjacent forest. Such a dilemma.” She moves her
head to his other ear and continues, “I think you like to play in
my hair, wherever it is.”

She can feel his shy grin, “Well, I . . .” He gets no
further as she kisses him breathless. She glances at the clock as
she pushes herself a few inches down him, but whatever the clock
showed doesn’t register because she groans with pleasure as her
nipples are pulled down his chest, then she stops moving and barely
contains a cry of pleasure as his penis presses her damp pajama
bottom back into the moistness of her labia.

She holds herself still while she tries to contain
the pleasure which is pouring into her, but it lasts only a moment
or two before she starts to rotate her hips in a tight circle and
cries out. Even as she’s still panting for breath, her hips move
and she climaxes again. Almost before the echoes of her expression
of pleasure can dissipate, her hips, seemingly of their own accord,
start to rotate again and she cries out, though more weakly.

Although he’s almost crazy with his own desire, in
spite of having climaxed recently, he somehow manages to lift her
hips off of him just before she starts to move them again. With
great reluctance, he rolls her off of him and onto her back. He
moves his left leg to be braced on the outside of her right leg and
makes sure his throbbing penis is inches away from her before he
pulls her right shoulder to his chest, drapes his right arm over
her upper abdomen, his lower right leg over her thighs and holds
her while he hopes his desire will dissipate before he totally
loses control.

Later, she turns her head to him, leans forward, and
gives him a brief warm kiss. In a voice barely above a whisper
which gets quieter she tells him, “Thank you lover, for all of the
pleasure and for stopping me. . . . I . . . I’ve never known myself
to be so out of control. The pleasure was so great, I . . . I just
couldn’t stop myself from wanting more.” She seems to drift into a
doze, then manages to ask, “How did you know to stop me?”

“I . . . I didn’t. I thought I was pushing your
pajama bottom off when I found myself lifting your hips off of me.
. . . It just kind of went from there.”

“So you were almost as out of control as I was?”

He hesitantly nods his head then says, “Yeah. It was
both exciting and frightening. It’s never happened before.”

“No woman has ever got you that excited before?”

“I can’t claim a lot of experience, but you’re the
only one.”

“But I have no experience.”

“My love, your enthusiasm is much more exciting than
someone bored with experience.”

“Oh.”

He reaches his right hand up to caress her face as he
tells her, “My lady, you’re more wonderful than I could have ever
dreamed a woman could possibly be. I love you, I desire you with
every fiber of my being. . . . I’m sorry. . . . I just can’t find
the right words.”

She places a finger on his lips and says, “Shhh.” As
she leans closer, she licks the tears which are forming in the
corner of his eyes then tells him, “That’s how I feel about you. I
had no idea that a relationship with the right man could be so
wonderful, and you’re the right man for me.”

She kisses him long, slow, and with such warmth, that
he would be crying if he wasn’t trying to respond at least
partially to her kiss. He hugs her as tightly as he can while he
tries to catch his breath. Since she’s supremely content in his
arms of love, she drifts off to sleep. He joins her in
unconsciousness even as his tears of joy slip from his eyes.

When she’s startled out of her sleep, it takes
Sharlene a moment to recognize the alarm clock sound of her phone,
and with a twist and a turn, she’s able to reach it and hit the
snooze button. She snuggles back into his arms, glad she had the
foresight to set the alarm, but regrets the necessity to do so.

The second time the alarm goes off, George stirs and
half grunts, “Huh?”

“It’s about time to get up.”

“Oh,” the disappointment is obvious in his voice.
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so selfish.”

“Maybe so, but I still enjoy knowing that I mean so
much to you.” She kisses him before he can try to express how much
she means to him and weaken her already feeble effort to do her
duty. While she leaves him panting for breath, she forces herself
to get out of bed and partially stumbles as she goes to the other
bathroom to get washed up and dressed. When she comes back to his
bedroom, his bathroom door is closed, so she makes the bed.

He comes out of the bathroom just as she finishes and
he looks at her for a moment in surprise before he says, “You
didn’t need to do that.”

“I know, but I wanted to. I helped unmake it, and . .
. well . . . I wanted to help reinforce my memory of all of the
pleasure you give me.” In a few quick steps, he’s most of the way
across the room where she flies into his arms and they kiss as
though it had been days instead of mere minutes since their last
kiss. They’re both panting for breath when she feels him begin to
tremble. She gets down, although he’s obviously reluctant to
release her, and hugs him until his breathing settles then she
tells him, “You need breakfast.”

He just nods his head, so she leads him to the
kitchen with an arm around his waist. As he sips the glass of
orange juice she poured for him, she starts the tea kettle. Since
they guess they’ll have a big lunch at Maria’s, they have toast and
tea for their breakfast, although he has to laugh at how thick she
spreads the blackberry jam on her toast. She just grins and closes
her eyes as she savors every bite.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-09-24 (m3)

 


As George cleans up after breakfast, Sharlene gets
out her computer and downloads her emotional recordings from the
last several days. When he sees her eyes widen while she bites her
lip, he steps closer. She restricts herself to just grabbing his
hand, but holds it as tight as she can. After she glances at his
face and notices the question and concern there, she waits a little
while until she thinks she can respond with a steady voice then
says, “I wish we had the technology resolved to replay these
recordings.”

“Is there a particularly reason why?”

“So that when I have to be away from my lover, I can
re-experience the pleasure you gave me rather than have to rely on
my feeble memory.” As she looks up at him, she pulls him down, and
kisses him thoroughly. When she lets him breathe, he kneels down
beside her chair and hugs her. “I know I’m being selfish and I know
it’s probably not the wisest thing to do, but I’m this close,” she
holds her thumb and index figure a fraction of an inch apart, “to
insisting that you come with me.”

“I . . . I know what you mean. I think, in this case,
the wisest approach may enhance our selfishness in the long run by
reducing potential obstacles before they can be raised.”

“You’re probably right, but that doesn’t make the
short term easier to live with.”

“I know.” She can hear the anguish in his voice and
she barely restrains herself from calling Klara and saying she
isn’t going, or at least not without George. Reluctantly, she
forces herself to say, “Well, we’d better get going so we’re not
late for the meeting.”

He gets up, kisses the top of her head and steps
away, apparently as reluctant to release her hand as she is to
release his. When he goes out the front door, she guesses that he’s
going to bring the pickup around. She puts her recording device
back into her headband and takes a long look at the latest
recording before she turns off her computer. A few minutes later,
she has her things ready. She’s somewhat surprised George hasn’t
stepped back into the house so she steps out and sees that he’s
petting Molly. After she sets her things by the pickup, Sharlene
kneels down to pet Molly who had waddled over with her tail wagging
as though to propel herself along.

“Is that all?”

“Yes, George. Thank you.”

He steps into the house and a couple of minutes later
he’s back and locks the door behind him. He opens the pickup door
and Molly climbs in. He tells her, “We’re just driving down to
Paula and Paul’s.”

Molly gives a single, “Woof,” as though to say, ‘I
know, what are you waiting for?’

Sharlene and George grin at each other then he puts
her luggage and medical kit on the floor in front of Molly while
she goes around to the other side to get in. He gets in and she
sits as close as she can without interfering with his driving. When
they arrive at Paula’s, he parks the pickup next to Klara’s rental
vehicle. He briefly squeezes her left leg with his right hand then
he slips out of the pickup to go around and opens the door for
Molly and gets Sharlene’s luggage out. Sharlene is a little
disappointed he doesn’t help her out, not that she needs the help,
but she also understands that almost any touching they might do
could possibly set either of them off.

Klara opens the trunk of her rental for George to put
Sharlene’s luggage and medical kit in. He starts to step away, but
Klara grabs his arm and tells him, “Come with us to the meeting.
I’ll bring you back here. Then you and Sharlene can have a little
privacy to say good-bye instead of in Maria’s parking lot.”

He drops his head, pats her arm, and says, “Thank
you.” When he steps away to lock up his pickup, George notices that
Paul is waving him over.

As he steps over to Paul with a brief touch of
Sharlene’s arm as they pass, she raises a questioning eyebrow to
Klara who answers, “He was planning to just go home. I asked him to
come to the meeting with us and that I would bring him back here
where you two can have a little privacy to say good-bye.”

“How did you know he was just going to go home?”

“I didn’t know, but I’m sure that was his plan. He’s
the kind of man who would rather have a quick good-bye, get it over
with, and go suffer his loss in private. . . . I don’t mean to
intrude, but were you two able to spend some time together?”

“The best.” She turns and watches him talk to Paul
while she says, “I swear that the more time I spend with him, the
more I want him and cherish him.” Klara doesn’t say anything, she
just rubs Sharlene’s upper arm.

A few moments later, Klara hollers, “Come on George,
we don’t want Maria to think we forgot her.”

George shakes hands with Paul, then comes over and
joins Sharlene in the back seat. She lets him buckle his seat belt
then she grabs his left hand to hold it tightly between hers. He
briefly smiles at her, although she can see the sadness in his
eyes.

Angelisa woke up later than usual then had to make
the effort to deliberately not think about all she heard yesterday
and was somehow able to get herself semi-functioning before they
open the restaurant early for the meeting. When she notices George
and Sharlene walk in with Klara, Angelisa immediately goes to them
for hugs then has to look at George again. As she hugs Sharlene,
she pulls her aside and whispers, “What’s wrong with Mr. G?”

“He’s sad I’m going away for a few days.”

“Will you come back to him?”

Sharlene looks surprised even as she quickly
responds, “Of course. I love him.”

“Good. He needs you.”

Before Sharlene can ask what she means, Klara calls
Angelisa over. While Maria listens, Klara goes over the contract
with Angelisa. Sharlene looks around, sees that George is talking
with a couple of families, then she steps up to listen to Klara.
Just as she gets there, Angelisa sways while she asks, “So much?”
and Sharlene quickly reaches out to steady her.

Klara suggests, “Sharlene, help her sit down.
Angelisa, let me be honest with you. These rates are at the bottom
of the pay scale because of your inexperience. However, there is a
clause later in the contract, that depending on the quality of your
work, the rates can increase. All you need to do is keep an honest
account of the time you spend doing these activities and do a good
job. You might want to record any verbal statements for your
records.” She looks at both Maria and Angelisa before she asks, “Do
you have any immediate questions?”

Maria asks, “This real?”

“Yes, it’s real. When it comes to legal matters, I
don’t joke. I won’t ask you to sign the contract now. Take your
time to read it over. Discuss it with those you trust or with
another lawyer if you wish. If you agree to it, sign it, make a
copy for yourself, and send the original to me. Okay?”

They both nod their heads.

“Angelisa, when you helped with some of the earlier
statements, did you keep an electronic copy?”

“Yes.”

“Very good. If you agree to the contract, I would
like you to use this format.” Klara hands over a piece of paper.
“As you can see, it’s similar to what you already did, so it
shouldn’t be much more than a copy and paste job.”

Maria asks, “Copy and paste?”

Angelisa answers, “Yes, Mama. On the computer, you
can copy part of a document and put it or paste it into another
document and not have to retype it.”

“Okay.”

Klara hands over a mini-drive and explains, “A text
copy of the statement format is on here as well as some basic
directions on file naming format. You should be able to open them
with any standard word processing program. Once you get it into
this format, it would be best if you can print out the statements
and have them re-signed by the victims and then save them for when
I get back or mail them to me. Generally, an electronic copy is
acceptable, but if there are any questions raised, an original
signed paper copy is considered authentic.”

“Okay.”

“Now, if you have any questions or concerns or
anything else, contact me, either by email or phone. If I’m unable
to answer the phone right away, leave a message and I’ll call you
back.” Angelisa is surprised when Klara reaches across the table,
gently grabs one of her hands, and says, “I’m sorry I haven’t had
the time to get to know you better before I asked you to do
something so important. I questioned whether this was too much of a
challenge for someone so young, but both George and Sharlene
assured me that you’re capable of it.”

With wide eyes, Angelisa looks at Sharlene who
smiles, nods her head, and grips her other hand in assurance.

Klara continues, “However, I’m still going to expect
a quality performance. Let me emphasize again, if you have any
questions or concerns, contact me. I’ll do what I can to help you
succeed, but you’ll need to make a big effort. I would prefer that
you call me twenty times a day rather than have you be quiet and
unsure of yourself. And I won’t know if you’re having problems
unless you tell me. Do you understand?”

Angelisa pauses in thought then says, “Yes,
ma’am.”

“Good.” Klara looks at her and Maria then asks, “Do
you have any questions?”

Maria asks, “If she not want do legal, she still help
with statements?”

“Yes, of course. I would even be willing to write
another contract so she can be paid for helping on less than a
legally qualified basis. The important part is to get the
statements written with signatures. I can always get them
transposed into a format preferred by the courts at a later date.
Angelisa, any statements you help with, keep both an electronic and
a paper copy.” Klara glances at her watch and says, “Maria, we
probably ought to start the meeting. If you or Angelisa have other
questions, we can go over them after the meeting.”
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Maria stands up and claps her hands to get everyone’s
attention. The room soon quiets and people move back to where their
families are seated. Klara gets up to stand behind Maria and is
somewhat surprised to see how the crowd has grown since they
arrived while George slips into her seat and holds up a hand to
Sharlene to indicate that she should stay seated with Angelisa.

Before Maria can start, the front door opens and a
gasp, then whispers, quickly go around the room as Sohneetuh walks
in. She waves at Maria to continue, then sits down next to George
and reaches across the table to pat Angelisa’s hand with a warm
smile, and turns her attention to what Maria has to say. Although
she’s a little hesitant at first, Maria soon finds her stride,
recaps what was discussed at the last meeting, and emphasizes the
need for written statements and that if anyone needs assistance
with their statements that people should ask for help or come to
Angelisa to help them since she’s good at writing the standard
language.

Maria turns the meeting over to Klara who steps
forward, thanks them all for coming, says that she’s received a
number of statements, but that she believes more people were
victims. She reminds them of Angelisa reading her statement and
that Huleeoh as a witness had also written a statement to support
Angelisa’s statement. She then explains that a part of what she
does with the statements is to review them for names of other
people who might have either been witnesses or other victims. As a
result, she has a list of names of people she would like to get
statements from, if they are willing.

After she apologizes ahead of time for any
mispronunciations, Klara slowly reads the list. The silence is
profound as the extent of abuse sinks into many of them for the
first time. Klara lets the silence stretch for quite awhile before
she asks if there are any questions.

A hand shyly goes up. When Klara acknowledges the
hand, a young woman’s quiet voice can barely be heard, “Do . . . do
you know what happened to those people?”

“In some cases, I have someone else’s statement which
describes a little about what happened and when it happened. That
helps with the lawsuit, but it’s much better if each victim has
their own statement written. I didn’t want to say what those people
suffered in case the victim is afraid or embarrassed to tell others
what happened to them.” Klara sees more than one person nod their
head in understanding.

The silence stretches before someone else asks, “With
so many victims, how much compensation can there be? Nobody knew of
Hektor being rich.”

Klara can see a number of people nodding their heads
before she answers, “From what I’ve found out so far, Hektor didn’t
have many resources.” She waits a little while for the murmurs to
diminish before she continues, “But I have found out that Hektor
was working for someone else.”

A chorus of, “Who?” goes around the room.

Klara holds up her hand then says, “I can’t tell you
who right now, so don’t even ask me. Nor will I confirm or deny who
that person is. All I can reveal is that Hektor’s boss had more
resources than Hektor did.” She again has to pause for the room to
quiet. “Nothing will be known for sure until after the court case.
Based on the statements I have received so far, I think there’s a
good chance we can win at least some compensation.

“However, there are too many factors to even guess at
what people might receive. Things like the resources available, the
number of victims, the severity of the crimes, the clarity of the
statements, and how well the statements support each other. Let me
be clear, people have been denied compensation because they lied in
their statements or they clearly misstated how severe the crime
was. Let me give you an example. George, please stand up here.”

Angelisa watches Sohneetuh let him out, Klara
whispers to him, and she almost giggles with Sharlene when George
pulls his hand into his sleeve.

A moment later, Klara addresses the group, “There was
a victim compensation case once where a man claimed that someone
had chopped off his hand. George, hold up your arms.” He does which
show his right hand and his left arm ending at the cuff. There are
a few gasps. “The judge told the victim to undo his sleeve,” she
nods at George who undoes his cuff and shows how his left hand had
been hidden. Klara lets the laughter flow for a little while.

When Klara holds up her hands, the room quickly
quiets which allows her to continue, “The point is that when you
write your statement, don’t lie. If the court finds a lie on one
statement, they may question all of the others. When you write your
statement or have someone write it for you or help you write it, be
honest to the best of your memory. If you don’t remember all of the
details, say so. Maybe another victim or a witness who saw the same
crime remembers the details you don’t remember.

“When we have as many statements as you’re willing to
provide, we’ll put them together in a way to identify the crime,
the victim, the perpetrator, and the witnesses. I know Hektor
wasn’t the only one who was committing crimes and had a number of
people who were helping him. Anyone of those you have reason to
believe committed a crime against you or someone you know, please
write a statement. . . . Are there any other questions?”

There are a number of murmurs through the room, but
no further publicly asked questions. Klara waits a little longer
before she says, “If there are no further questions, I thank you
for your time. I have additional business cards with me. If you do
have questions, contact me, preferably through email so we can
document the questions and answers. If you would feel more
comfortable working with someone in your community, talk to Maria
or Angelisa and they can forward your questions or concerns. Thank
you.”

Klara steps back, but before Maria can add anything,
Sohneetuh stands up. Instant quiet fills the room. She begins
speaking in their language and a few glance in surprise at the
‘outsiders’ who are sitting there, but all pay close attention to
her words. After awhile, she turns and requests in standard,
“Sharlene, please stand up here.” She does. “What did Hektor do to
you?”

“He tried to kill me.”

“Where?”

“Right over there.”

When Sohneetuh, in her own language, asks how many
saw Hektor try to kill Sharlene, Angelisa raises her hand with the
others and motions to George to raise his hand and she’s almost
surprised when he trustingly does.

Sohneetuh waves the hands down then asks Sharlene,
“Did Hektor do anything else to you?”

“No, but his boss had a couple of guys try to kidnap
me.”

Sohneetuh looks at her in surprise then relates that
in her language although most understood and look at Sharlene with
their own surprise.

Sharlene takes a deep breath, obviously feels very
nervous, looks out to the crowd, and says, “Yes, those things
happened to me, but if you or your family member or a friend was a
victim, you need to speak out. A crime is a crime and the criminal
needs to be punished and the victim needs to be compensated for
their suffering whether it was rape or your child’s school lunch
money was stolen. I was lucky, because I wasn’t harmed, but some of
you weren’t so lucky. I encourage you to tell your stories by
writing your statements. Thank you.” She sits down and scoots close
to George who wraps his arms around her.

Angelisa wishes that Sharlene had sat back down next
to her for a hug even as she tries to set aside her jealous
feelings of wanting to be in his arms.

Sohneetuh speaks a little longer then dismisses the
meeting. She sits next to Sharlene and tells her, “Thank you. I
wanted to remind them how serious the matter was in that you were
almost killed. But you’re right, a child who has had their lunch
money stolen feels just as violated.”

For the next hour or so, people stop by to ask more
questions of Klara or to speak with Sohneetuh. Several make
arrangements with Maria or directly with Angelisa to help them with
their statements. A few even drop off their own statements. A
little later, Maria directs Angelisa to start taking lunch orders
which generates some more requests for help with statements. Since
she’s kept busy, Angelisa has no time to visit with George or
Sharlene.

In the meantime, Sharlene notices that George’s arms
have been tightening their grip on her. Finally, she has to loosen
his arms from around her a little because his hug is beginning to
be a little too tight.

It doesn’t take much persuasion from Maria to
convince them to stay for lunch. After they order, they make trips
to the restrooms. When she steps out, Sharlene is surprised to see
George is waiting for her. She smiles when he grips her hand and
leads her back to the table, but she’s concerned about how tightly
he holds onto her.

As they eat, he rests his left hand on her right
thigh. After awhile she has to reach down and loosen his grip. When
she glances at him, she can see his neck muscles are tight and he
seems to be gritting his teeth between bites. She can see he’s
making an effort to appear calm and courteous to those around him,
but since she’s spent several weeks with him, she knows he’s very
tense, although she can’t think of a reason for the extreme
strength of his reaction.

As they start to leave, Angelisa makes sure she’s
there for hugs and as she feels George’s arms tighten around her,
she wants it to go on even while she senses that something is
different. While she hugs Sharlene, she whispers, “What is Mr. G so
uptight about?”

“I’m not sure. I know he’s sad about me being gone
for a few days, but that doesn’t seem to explain how tense he
is.”

As she waves goodbye to them before she goes to take
care of her next customer, Angelisa wonders if Sharlene truly
doesn’t know what George is feeling or if she has an idea about
what it might be, but isn’t able to fully believe it. As she
considers the interaction between George and Sharlene and since she
knows that Sharlene will be gone for several days, Angelisa thinks
about it some more and guesses that she might have an idea of what
George might be feeling. Although her heart goes out to him, she
can’t think of any other response which might be considered
appropriate.
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In the back seat of Klara’s vehicle, Sharlene holds
his hand. She gasps in pain and he immediately relaxes his grip,
but soon his grip is getting tighter. Although she’s a little more
prepared now, she’s still surprised at how quickly she has to pull
on his fingers to relax his grip. She doesn’t want to push him with
Klara in the vehicle, so she leans close to whisper, “What’s the
matter?”

George clamps his jaw tight, drops his head and
closes his eyes, but not before Sharlene can see the extra moisture
there. Soon, she has to loosen the grip of his hand again. He
releases her hand and clasps his hands tightly together. When Klara
pulls into the parking lot at Paula’s, she glances back, and
Sharlene looks up and says, “We’ll talk here for a little
while.”

Klara nods her head and gets out of the vehicle.

George struggles to gets the words past his clenched
jaw, “I . . . I need to . . . to go home.”

“Don’t you want to cuddle before I have to go?”

“I . . . ca . . . can’t.”

“What’s the matter?”

“I . . . I . . . can’t let you go . . . but I have .
. . to let you go.”

While she feels somewhat stunned, but isn’t quite
sure how he meant it, she asks, “Do you want me to come back?”

“I . . . I . . .”

“Why the hesitation?”

“I don’t want to pressure you . . . coerce you . . .
force you . . . or make you feel obligated . . .”

“Don’t worry about my feelings for a moment. Do you,
George, want me to come back?”

“More . . . more than I’ve wanted anything in my
entire life.”

“Then what’s the matter?”

“If I don’t . . . don’t leave now, . . . I’ll . . .
I’ll force you to go with me.”

She sits back stunned not only at what he said, but
at the vehemence in his voice. In her moment of distraction, he
leaps out of the vehicle, runs to his pickup, and is quickly out of
the parking lot, and racing up the road. Before what he did can
sink in, Molly slips in the back seat door and lays her head on
Sharlene’s leg and looks up at her with big sad eyes. Soon, with
Klara close behind, Paula is standing in the door and asks, “What
happened?”

“He said if he didn’t leave now, he would force me to
go with him.”

“George?? Kidnap you???”

Sharlene can only nod her head since she’s still
unsure of what happened, much less what it means.

“Oh, my. Molly scoot back, let Sharlene out.” Once
Molly is out of the way, Paula pulls Sharlene out of the vehicle
and guides her through the store into the dining room while Molly
remains almost glued to her side. Sharlene numbly sits on a chair
and pets Molly while Paula asks Paul to watch the store and pours
some wine. Since she didn’t pay any attention to what’s in the
glass, Sharlene takes a big swallow, and starts to cough. She looks
around and feels rather bewildered, then Paula grabs her hands and
says, “Okay, tells us what happened.”

Slowly, Sharlene tells what happened and starts off
by saying they had a wonderful morning, but when they arrived at
the store, Klara noticed that it looked like George was going to
leave and avoid the meeting. After the meeting and particularly
during lunch, she noticed that George was becoming nervous and
tense which rapidly grew, then she relates the conversation in
Klara’s vehicle. When she’s done, both Paula and Klara are wide
eyed and almost in unison, they take large drinks from their
glasses before Paula says, “Oh, my.”

“Aunt Paula, have you seen or heard of him acting
like that before?”

“George!? No way.”

“Yet you look like you think he’s capable of it.”

“With the right situation.”

Klara becomes concerned and asks, “Paula, is Sharlene
in any danger from George?”

“No, George would hurt himself before he harmed
Sharlene.”

“But he threatened her with kidnapping.”

“That’s why he ran away, so he wouldn’t do something
like that.”

“Paula, maybe you’d better explain what you think is
going on.”

“Klara, please understand that I can’t read his mind,
but I think I know him well enough to have a good guess as to what
he’s feeling. It also helped that he gave the clues to
Sharlene.”

She has to ask, “What clues was he giving me?”

“What has he been telling you all along about
coercion and obligation?”

Sharlene doesn’t even pause as she answers, “He wants
me to be free, to choose to stay with him as long as I want or to
leave him whenever I want and for whatever reason I want.”

Paula nods her head as she explains, “That’s one of
his central beliefs and he’s made that very clear with every woman
he’s even sat down to eat lunch with, at least that I know of.
Every woman I know of who wanted a closer relationship with George,
had to essentially initiate the relationship and every step of it.
Even you had to give him permission to hold your hand.”

“That’s true. Many times I’ve had to remind him that
he has permission to touch me more. In spite of that, he’s
frequently hesitant to touch me more until I clearly encourage him
or even tell him, ‘Yes’.”

“Contrast that with what he said about wanting you to
come back.”

“More than anything he wanted in his life.”
Sharlene’s eyes open wide then she exclaims, “Oh! . . . He must
feel like he’s being torn in two. He wants me so much, but, at the
same time, he’s trying not to express it so I won’t be under any
pressure to feel the same towards him.”

She pauses to think then continues, “I’ve been so
concerned about how I was going to survive away from him, that I
never gave much of a thought to the struggle he would have to
endure. Yet he’s made it overwhelmingly clear, both in words and in
deeds that I’m very important to him. How come I never made the
connection? I feel like a selfish fool. I was beginning to think I
ought to go to him, now I’m not sure I can face him.”

“Sharlene, be quiet.”

Since she’s startled at hearing such a command, she
quickly looks at Paula.

“You’ll be able to face him, but not today. You need
to go ahead with your plans. In the meantime, George can calm down
and give himself a chance for his rational mind to get a grip on
his emotions. In a short time, you two have become very dependent
on each other which has its pluses and minuses, especially after
you were both very independent for many years. Every relationship
is a balancing act between those two extremes which will fluctuate
over time. Give yourselves some time.”

“I know, Aunt Paula, but that doesn’t make it easy to
put into practice.”

“True. When everything seems to go smoothly, the
bumps in the road seem bigger than they are when you look
back.”

Sharlene asks, “Klara, do we have time for a cup of
tea?”

“Yes. I had planned to leave in about a half of an
hour. After that we’ll reduce our safety margin.”

Paula suggests, “Go ahead and fix some tea. I’ll
replace Paul in the store long enough for him to take Molly up to
George’s. I’m inclined to think George needs company, but not
someone who will be tempted to give him advice. Molly, will you
ride with Paul up to George’s?”

Molly seems to consider Paula’s request for a moment,
then, “Woof,” and after she leans on Sharlene for a final hug, she
trots after Paula who asks Paul to drop Molly off at George’s
driveway.

When Paula returns to the house while Paul again
watches the store, Sharlene is just sitting down with her cup of
tea and says, “The more I think about it, the more I think George
wanted to hold on to me because he’s afraid he’ll lose me when my
family and friends convince me that our relationship is not in my
best interest. At the same time, he didn’t want to put any pressure
on me in case I do end up deciding to halt the relationship.”

“That’s probably a good assessment of George’s
thoughts and feelings.”

“Aunt Paula, I’ve tried to make it clear that I want
him. You guys and Mariam have accepted our relationship. Why is he
so afraid I’ll change my mind at this stage?”

Klara asks, “Was he confident in your relationship
when he first met Mariam or me?”

“No. He was afraid of you, especially when you were
able to find out so much about him.”

“Mariam and I have had the advantage of being able to
observe how he treats you. You too, Paula, but you at least had
some awareness of what George was like. Sharlene, your parents, on
the other hand, can claim an even higher interest in your
well-being, yet, at the same time, they’ll only be able to take
your word about George. Remember that you didn’t want me to rely
only on your word. From George’s perspective, he very much has
reason to fear the loss of your relationship, especially
considering he doesn’t have a historical understanding of how
stubborn you can be when you decide on something.”

Sharlene looks at both of them with a bit of an
embarrassed smile, then says, “That’s true. About the only thing
he’s seen me be stubborn about is when I tell him I want him and
want him to touch me and that’s the opposite of being stubborn in
defiance of someone else.” They simply nod their heads then sip
their wine while Sharlene sips her tea and thinks about the
situation. After a little while, she says, “I think I ought to call
him and find out how he’s feeling and to try to assure him that I
do want him. Maybe call him this evening, when he’s had some time
to calm down.”

Paula suggests, “Be prepared for a major apology from
him. He’ll probably even try to convince you that his words and
behavior earlier are an indication he’s not worthy of you.”

“That would be George. Yet when I think about what
his meaning and intentions were behind his words and behavior it
makes him even more precious to me. For him to have that level of
desire for me while controlling it for my sake, is unbelievable and
thrilling.”

Paula gives her a bit of a crooked smile, then lifts
her glass in salute and finishes her
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