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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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As she sits back up to catch her breath with her
knees on the recliner’s arm rests, Angelisa is fully aware of her
legs which are spread wide over his legs and are a form of an
invitation which she wishes George would fully accept even if it’s
too early in her journey of touching. As she rests her hands on her
knees, she’s so tempted to pull her skirt up to more clearly reveal
her wide spread legs. Instead, she moves her hands to his shoulders
and between brief kisses, she asks him to take her to the next step
of her journey, then deeply kisses him as though to confirm her
request.

When he can speak without panting for breath, he
asks, “Rather than just jump to the next step, wouldn’t you like
more of a build up?”

“To be honest, I want both and more. I’ll try to be
patient, because I know you’ll make me feel really good. I guess
what I’m trying to say is that I want you to touch me as much as
you’re willing to touch me.”

A moment later, he reaches up to gently pull her head
to his, softly kisses her lips, says, “Then let the touching
begin,” and more deeply kisses her. His hands slowly slide down her
chest, over her breasts as her excitement jumps higher, across her
abdomen, and down her legs. Soon, his hands seem to be roaming all
over her body, from her head, to her skirt covered inner thighs,
under her skirt up the outsides of her legs almost to her panty,
and almost everywhere in between while he apparently only avoids
her pubic area and most of her buttocks. She feels like her whole
being is filled with excitement, and gladly wallows in it while she
wants it to go on forever, yet she also wishes he would touch her
just a little bit more to release the high tension of her pleasure
in climax.

 


* * * * *

 


Rebeka exclaims, “Oh, Sharlene, thank you so much.
I’ve never had a more beautiful model or one so cooperative.”

“I don’t mean to sound like I’m doubting your
statement, but how many models have you worked with?”

“Okay, maybe I haven’t worked with any professional
models, but that still doesn’t mean you aren’t the best I’ve worked
with. Besides, there are some things a person can know without
having to actually test a multitude of people. Like we both know
George gives warm gentle hugs and we didn’t have to hug a thousand
other men to figure that out.”

“I see your point. Did you have any other drawing
ideas?”

“Just one. That’s to have you hug Molly while you
tilt your head onto hers and smile directly at me as though to a
camera.”

She gets up, steps closer, gently tilts Rebeka’s head
up, says, “I would much prefer to smile at you than at a camera,”
and softly kisses her.

As she pants for breath, Rebeka is amazed at how
quickly she’s caught up in kissing her. Then she immediately
responds when Sharlene starts the next round of kisses.

When they’re taking another breathing break, she
says, “I shouldn’t be distracting you from your drawing.”

Rebeka assures her, “Please, you’re not distracting
me, . . . well maybe you are, but it’s a distraction I gladly
welcome. I want the hugs, the kisses, the shared affection even as
I hesitate to ask for it or to respond to the affection.”

“Do you want to share a little affection before we
see if Molly is ready to pose with me?”

Rather than verbally respond, Rebeka drops her sketch
pad, reaches for Sharlene, pulls her onto her upper legs, and
initiates the next round of kisses.

 


* * * * *

 


As she partially sits up with his help, Angelisa has
to catch her breath, even if she doesn’t want the excitement to
dissipate any. When she’s finally able to speak, she proclaims,
“Oh, George, what a beautiful build-up. Can the next step be any
better?”

“I don’t know. We’ll just have to try and see.”

When he reaches up and starts to unbutton her shirt
with the top button, her anticipation soars because she knows the
next step will be better. And her anticipation keeps growing as he
slowly unbuttons each button while he caresses her increasingly
revealed skin in between. Once her shirt is all of the way
unbuttoned, pulled from her skirt, and opened wide, she shivers in
delight as he clearly looks her up and down.

“You’re beautiful, beautiful lady.”

Since she’s no longer able to resist, she throws
herself down onto him and her kisses are almost wild until she
gasps in surprise then groans as she feels her breasts being
touched. Slowly, he pushes her up into an almost sitting position
then he visually examines her breasts through her almost sheer lace
bra while his hands keep her excitement high by caressing her right
around the edges of her bra.

He tries to keep his observation objective, “You’re
not hiding your breasts very well.”

“I don’t want to hide them from you. I put the bra on
only because I didn’t think the next step of my journey was for me
to show you my breasts, but if it is, please undo my bra.”

“You’re right, the next step isn’t that far, it’s
only this far,” as he touches the bottom of her breasts through her
bra with his thumbs and her excitement and pleasure soars. While
one of his hands helps to hold her up, the fingers of his other
hand caress one of her breasts and slowly move inward. When one of
his fingers reaches the center of her breast, she tries to remember
what it’s called, but what comes out of her mouth is a joyous cry
of climax. After he holds her up for awhile and lets her catch her
breath, he gives her other breast the same treatment until she
cries out again, then partially slumps onto his hands. He gently
lowers her to his chest and holds her while her breathing
settles.

“Thank you so much, George.”

“It was truly my pleasure.”

“I’m glad, because it was definitely my pleasure. Oh,
I need to rest for awhile.”

“Why don’t you roll over, that may be more
comfortable for you.”

With his help, she manages to roll over and lays back
on him. She soon says, “It would be even more comfortable if you
would touch me.”

He gently caresses her exposed upper abdomen.

“Mmm, very nice.”

After awhile, she feels him slowly button up her
shirt then groans as his wrists brush over her breasts while she
wishes she had the energy to beg him to touch her to another
climax.

When she’s rested some, she suggests, “You can tuck
my shirt into my skirt.”

“Except that it’s not yet time for me to touch your
panty. Besides, there are other ways to reach the same goal.”

“Will you show me?”

“When you’re ready to stand up.”

“Do I have to leave your arms?”

“Eventually.” A little later, he reluctantly tells
her, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to chase you off, pretty
lady.”

He moves the recliner to the upright position and
gently pushes her up. She turns around and rotates her hips which
causes her skirt to swish back and forth across her legs for a
little while before she asks, “How are you going to tuck my shirt
in?’

He sits forward in the chair, catches the hem of her
skirt, and gently pulls her closer. A moment later, he lifts his
hands to her waist, pulls on the elastic waist band of her skirt
and lifts it up over the bottom of her shirt, and goes all the way
around until her shirt hem is under the waist band of her skirt.
Instead of pulling her skirt down as she expects, he lowers his
hands and caresses her exposed lower thighs, all of the way
around.

Even as she wishes he would caress her legs longer
and higher, she’s also glad he doesn’t, because she’s concerned she
might not be able to remain standing. He pulls her skirt waistband
down to her waist, stands up, puts an arm around her shoulders to
steady her, leads her to the kitchen to get her a drink, and dashes
down the hall to take care of his noisy bladder. When her drink is
partially finished and she feels a little more stable, Angelisa
walks down to the guest bathroom to take care of her own needs.

A couple of minutes later, he looks around and sees
that Sharlene is with Molly in the back yard and apparently posing
for Rebeka. After drinks are prepared for all of them, he carries
them out to the porch while Angelisa holds onto his arm for
support, sets the drinks on the table, helps her into a chair, and
steps closer to the drawing ‘studio’ but stays back and to the
side.

Rebeka says, “Molly, thank you so much and thank you,
Sharlene. You guys make it so easy for me.”

As he gently touches Rebeka’s shoulder, he quickly
moves his hand away when she’s startled and looks around. He
apologizes, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Rebeka grabs his hand, “It’s okay, George, I didn’t
hear you. I’m sorry I startled so easily. What can I do for
you?”

“I was just going to tell you there’s a drink on the
table for you.”

“Oh, thank you.” She lifts his hand to kiss the back
of it to his surprise before she releases it.

He looks at her for a moment longer, but when he
notices she’s gathering up her equipment, he walks over to help
Sharlene up, briefly pets Molly, and asks, “So how’s my beautiful
super model?”

“Let’s just say I wouldn’t want it as a full time
job.”

Apparently, they have the same idea because as she
jumps up, he lifts her up and slides a forearm under her buttocks
while his other arm goes around her back. He holds her snugly tight
while she wraps her legs around his waist, her arms around his
neck, and her lips around his, or is it his lips around hers? He
stands still while he lets his breathing settle some, then he
carefully turns around and carries her to the porch where he sits
on the front edge of a chair.

Sharlene whispers in his ear which faces away from
the others, “How long can I stay here?”

He whispers back, “Forever.”

“Don’t tempt me.” After she thoroughly kisses him
again, she scoots back, notices the reluctance of his releasing
arms, turns on his upper legs, snuggles close, and reaches for her
drink.
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Rebeka is curious about Angelisa’s time alone with
George, while Angelisa is curious about the drawings Rebeka did of
Sharlene since she caught only a few glimpses of the last one, but
neither thinks the other is ready to reveal their ‘secrets’.
There’s still a little time before they need to leave to go to
Paula and Paul’s so Rebeka decides to see if she can dress up in
Angelisa’s clothes. Angelisa asks Sharlene to join them and when
she looks at her questioningly, Angelisa pantomimes ‘bra’.

Sharlene nods her head knowingly, but before she
joins them, she asks, “Old man, are you going to manage without
three lovely ladies?”

“I think I can manage, especially since I still have
three lovely ladies who want my attention, isn’t that right?”

Molly answers for them, “Woof!”

The three lovely human ladies laugh while he pets the
three lovely furry ladies.

In the guest bedroom, Rebeka is astounded at the
clothes which Sharlene had bought for Angelisa. One dress in
particular catches her interest, but when she tries it on by
herself in the guest bathroom, the neckline is too close to her top
bra seam for her comfort. After she puts her regular clothes back
on and with disappointment clear in her voice, she explains the
problem to the others.

Sharlene asks, “Rebeka, I’m not trying to embarrass
you, but would another bra which covered less of your chest, but
all of your breast work with that dress?”

“I think so, but I think you’re both smaller than
me.”

“I may still be able to help. Come with me.”

At first, Rebeka is somewhat puzzled then she becomes
even more so when she notices Angelisa’s grin, so she follows
Sharlene to the empty bedroom where there are several boxes sitting
along the walls.

“I think these might be about your size. If not,
these are larger and these are smaller.”

“My size of what?”

Sharlene opens the box and pulls out a few items.

“Lingerie? How come you have boxes of lingerie?”

Rebeka is speechless at Sharlene’s explanation of how
he ended up with boxes of lingerie. When she mostly gets over her
surprise, she starts to look at some of the items and recognizes a
couple of the names as high quality brands. She had never been able
to afford them, but she had seen enough advertisements in women’s
magazines. Even though Sharlene assures her she can have as many as
she wants, Rebeka only takes a bra and a panty which she thinks
will go with the dress she wants to wear and promises Sharlene that
she’ll think about taking more later. When she tries the dress on
again with the new bra, her eyes are moist at how well it fits
without revealing anything then she almost cries when Sharlene and
Angelisa compliment her.

In a daze, Rebeka lets them take out her tight braid,
brush her hair to a silky sheen then pull a little hair from near
each of her temples to make a small braid down the back of her
hair. Even as she watches everything they do in the closet mirrors,
she can’t believe the woman who is facing her is really her, even
when the mirrored image makes the same moves she does. Suddenly she
realizes, “What about shoes? My shoes won’t go with this.”

Sharlene asks, “Do you mind going barefoot a
little?”

“No.”

“Then we’ll each claim to be wearing crystal clear
sandals which are so clear as to appear invisible.”

“Cinderella! . . . But only one Prince Charming.”

She suggests, “Well, the fairy tales can’t get
everything right. And didn’t our mothers always teach us that we
need to share our toys with our friends.”

Rebeka almost chokes in surprise at Sharlene’s
statement then joins them in a three way hug and kiss fest.

After she calms down and catches her breath, Rebeka
asks, “Um, Sharlene, do you have any makeup?”

“You don’t need any makeup and I’ll let you in on a
little secret, Prince Charming doesn’t like makeup.”

“He doesn’t?”

She shakes her head then verbally responds, “Nope.
Not even lipstick. One time at work, we snuck a few kisses and he
told me that was another reason he was glad I didn’t wear lipstick.
When I asked him what he meant, he said we could kiss all we wanted
to because there wouldn’t be any evidence I’d been kissing
him.”

“He is different.”

“And that’s why we like him.”

Rebeka thinks for a moment before she agrees, “You’re
right, even as I have to keep reminding myself that he doesn’t
treat me like a regular man would.”

“I suppose if I’m going to join you in dressing up,
I’d better get changed. Rebeka, go let Prince Charming get an
eyeful of a beautiful woman.”

“Will he really think . . .”

Sharlene puts a finger on her lips to interrupt her,
“Rebeka, he already believes you’re a beautiful woman and that
dress shows you off very nicely. This is George we’re taking about,
his eyes may open wide in delight, just like he did for Angelisa,
but he won’t act towards you as anything less than the very gentle
man that he is.”

“Thank you so much, Sharlene,” and she tightly hugs
her.

After she interlaces fingers with Angelisa, Rebeka
walks down the hall with her. Sharlene wishes she could follow and
see George get a double eyeful, but she’s running out of time and
doesn’t want to give Paula a reason to complain, even if it’s done
in a teasing manner.

Molly and the puppies quickly get in the group
vehicle which George parks near the front of the house and after he
checks that the house is secure, he lifts each of the ladies from
the sidewalk into the vehicle so they don’t have to step on the
gravel of the driveway. Sharlene calls Paula to let her know
they’ll be there in a couple of minutes. When he parks in front of
the store, Molly and the puppies hop out first to play with Terry,
then George gives each of the ladies a hand down out of the
vehicle, to take a few steps to the front of the store which Paula
opens for them and hugs each of them as they come, though she takes
a longer look at Rebeka before she opens her eyes wide in
recognition.

Paul is just setting the food on the table when they
walk in and he smiles wide at seeing Sharlene and Angelisa wearing
pretty dresses and briefly hugs them. Since his unable to keep his
eyes from looking her up and down, he asks, “Who’s your
friend?”

As she suddenly realizes this can be fun opportunity,
Rebeka steps forward, holds out her hand, and says, “Hello,
Paul.”

He starts to shake her hand then recognizes her
voice, “Rebeka?”

She curtsies, “I’m pleased to meet you, sir.”

As he looks her up and down again, he blurts out,
“You’re beautiful.”

Rebeka blushes, “Thank you.”

“Keep your eyes in your head, mister.” As she turns
her attention from Paul, Paula hugs Rebeka as she tells her, “Yes,
you are, but more importantly, you’ve healed enough to be able to
show your beauty. I’m so proud of you. It took me many years before
I dared to dress so prettily.”

“If it weren’t for you and my other friends here, I
couldn’t leave the house.”

“We may have helped a little, but you still had to be
willing to step out and trust before our help would have been
recognized or useful. Be proud of yourself, young lady.”

“Thank you, Paula.”

They keep the conversation light during the meal as
they enjoy the food and each other’s company. Angelisa encourages
Rebeka to tell Klara about the drawing contest, then since she
claims to have the most experience, Angelisa helps Sharlene and
Paula clear the table and quickly clean up the kitchen. When
they’ll all back at the table and after Rebeka finishes her story,
Paul turns and asks, “George, how do you keep your eyes inside of
your head with three lovely ladies at your home?”

“It’s difficult, Paul, really difficult. This
afternoon was even more difficult because there were six lovely
ladies at my home.”

Paul looks at him in surprise and asks, “Six?”

“Yes, Sharlene, Angelisa, Rebeka, Molly, Anndee, and
Teekuh.”

Since he knows he was caught on that one, Paul laughs
with the rest of them.

 


 


* * * * *
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Klara changes the subject, “Before I forget, Rebeka,
Thomas Azbernithy called and was really impressed with your
drawings of Lulu. He talked to some of his contacts and gave me the
names of a couple of other publishers who might be worth talking
to. He also wanted me to pass on to you that there’s going to be an
art expo in the city in a couple of months and wants me to
encourage you to attend.”

“What’s an art expo?”

“Do you have an email address so I can forward the
information to you?”

“Yeah, but it won’t accept attachments.”

Angelisa suggests, “Klara, if you can forward the
information to me, I can print it out for Rebeka.”

“Thank you. Let me do that right now before I forget.
. . . There you go. The way I understand it is that a local artist
can bring their art to either be sold or as examples of their work
for people to commission them to do something special. The facility
where the art expo is held is divided up into booths for the
artists to display their work and there’s a ‘rental’ fee for the
use of the space. For paintings or drawings, original art which has
been sold can be displayed for other customers to order
reproductions of it. You might double check with George as to what
might be the best way to take care of reproductions, whether you
deal with the reproducer yourself or have some other organization
do it for you.”

Rebeka responds, “Julie mentioned something about
reproductions and so did the coordinator of the art contest, but I
haven’t looked into it to understand what’s involved.”

“There’s a ‘homework’ assignment for you. Thomas also
said that if you were interested in participating in the art expo,
he has some acquaintances who he’s going to talk into
attending.”

“Why would he do that?”

“He wants to give you some wider exposure. I think he
also wants to brag that he ‘discovered’ your talent.”

“Oh. He knows he didn’t discover me, but he did make
a big deal out of being the first person to pay me money for a
drawing.”

Klara nods her head and explains, “To some people,
that’s the same as discovering an artist.”

“I hadn’t thought about it that way.”

“Do you think you might have enough drawings within a
couple of months to be able to display?”

Rebeka assures her, “Unless the booth is really big,
I could probably fill it with just my drawings of Anndee. I’ve been
doing almost nothing but draw for the last few weeks. I even asked
Angelisa and Sharlene to help me think of things to draw. If I’m
going to display some drawings, I’ll probably need to make a trip
to the next town to get some decent frames.”

Paul suggests, “Rebeka, where’s your sense of
adventure? The next time George follows his pretty little
girlfriend back to the city, make some frames.”

They laugh, although Klara looks puzzled then asks,
“Paul, what do you mean?”

“A few weeks ago, Rebeka gave George a drawing she
made of Molly standing guard over her sleeping puppies and refused
to accept payment for it. George said that he could at least pay
for the frame and I told him he already had. Angelisa had asked
some people about making the frame, but they didn’t think they had
wood which was good enough for a rich man like George, so she and
Rebeka asked me if I knew someone who could make a frame. When I
saw the drawing, I knew the frame only needed to be enough to
protect the drawing, so I took the young ladies up to George’s
garage and we used his wood, his saw, and his glass and I guided
them in making the frame.”

“I understand now.”

George nods his head, “Actually that’s not a bad
idea. Rebeka, I would gladly help you make some frames. Even paying
for the supplies will be a lot less than buying them ready made
from a store.”

“That might be fun. It was fun to work with Angelisa
under Paul’s direction to make the frame, but I wouldn’t want to do
it all of the time. The big question is, will you let me pay for
the supplies?”

He grins as he answers, “I’ll think about that.”

Klara says, “Changing the subject for a moment,
Angelisa, have you had a chance to look over that grant offer?”

“Yes, and it looks okay to me. Banlohtee encouraged
me to go forward, but I haven’t had a chance to talk to Great Aunt
Sohneetuh about it yet. Earlier today, I asked Sharlene and George
to read through it and they didn’t have any issues with it other
than pointing out how ‘acceptable’ expenses wasn’t well defined and
probably can’t be in something like this. They also brought up some
ideas about what the building might need to contain and then
shocked me with how big it will probably have to be. I still need
to write it up and would like to talk to Great Aunt about it.”

“Take your time to do it right, but don’t put off
doing it. I don’t want you getting cold feet by thinking you’re
asking for too much. Ask for everything you can think of which
might be reasonably justified. If you can explain how what you’re
asking for supports the purpose of the grant, more often than not
it will be approved even if it might appear outlandish on first
impression.”

George explains, “I was able to make some guesses
about floor space for the documents they have plus some room for
growth, but when it comes to office space, work space, or space for
restrooms and conference rooms, it might be best to have an
architect involved, because my natural inclination would be to
minimize the space required which would be uncomfortable for most
people.”

Klara says, “Thank you for clarifying. Angelisa, when
you have the building ideas written up, forward a copy to me. The
more ideas of what you want the building to contain, the better. I
can check with some of our architects and engineers to see if
you’re missing anything or have some things which can share space.
The company has built a lot of schools and a number of libraries
which would probably be the most closely related to what you want
done.”

“A library was the model I was thinking of.”

“There you go. Although, I think in your case, you’ll
want a double library, one to store and protect your original
documents and another where people can study copies of the original
documents.”

Angelisa looks at Klara in surprise then says,
“That’s just what George suggested.”

“Humm, if he was thinking that clearly then Sharlene
must have been out of the room.”

She exclaims, “I’ll have you know, Klara, I was
sitting right next to him when he said it, AND we were behaving
ourselves, so there!” Sharlene sticks her tongue out as the other’s
laugh.

The conversation turns to other subjects and before
it gets very late, they say their goodbyes and leave since they
know Paula needs to get up early to open the store. As he drives up
his driveway, he tries to think of a nice way to ask if he can wash
the ladies’ feet just inside the house then he mentally shrugs his
shoulders and figures it doesn’t really matter.

Sharlene asks, “George, would you like us to wash our
feet off before we go into the house?”

“Um, I wouldn’t want to impose.”

“You’re not imposing, lover. Just go get us some
towels. A little cold water won’t hurt us.”

“It doesn’t have to be cold water. The outside faucet
in front of the house has both hot and cold water.”

Sharlene’s eyes widen in surprise, “Really? I’ve
never seen that before.”

“I planned it that way so if I ever became ambitious
enough to wash my vehicle, I wouldn’t have to carry a bucket of
warm water all of the way from the laundry room.”

“Smart man.”

“More like lazy. I’ll be right back with the towels.”
George parks the vehicle, hurries around to open the side door to
let Molly and the puppies out then quickly walks into the house to
get some towels. After a moment’s thought, he also grabs the step
ladder from the kitchen, carries it to the front porch so that
after they wash their feet, the ladies can sit while he dries their
feet. Angelisa and Rebeka think it’s a novel idea to have him dry
their feet, and he does try to do it in a way which doesn’t tickle
them, but Sharlene puts on a pout when all he does is dry her feet,
while his response is a mysterious, “Later,” which she seems to
understand.

Although neither wants to go home after such a
wonderful day, they both know it’s time because Angelisa needs to
get up to go to school in the morning and Rebeka, well, this is the
longest she’s stayed out during an evening when she wasn’t planning
on being gone for the whole night. When they’re back in their
regular clothes, they each tightly hug and thoroughly kiss each of
their ‘hosts’, then each other while in the vehicle. After she’s
dropped off first, Rebeka, with Anndee by her side, briefly
explains to her dad that they had dinner with Paula and Paul and
that Klara was there to talk about some more possibilities for her
to display and sell her drawings. At the restaurant, Angelisa
reluctantly gets out of the vehicle with Teekuh and is glad she can
walk to her room without being bothered. Later, each of the young
ladies strives to remember the feeling of being snugly hugged as
they fall asleep.

 


 


* * * * *
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Although she had to walk yesterday, Rebeka is glad
she can borrow her dad’s vehicle today to go to the public library
to do some more research on scholarships and to submit some
applications. Unlike more standard scholarship applications, some
of the art oriented scholarships require a photograph of the
applicant’s artwork which makes her very glad Julie and Sharlene
had taken photographs and Sharlene had printed some out.

Rebeka is close to being done when she hears a
strange gruff voice near her ear, “Hey, pretty lady, want to go get
some lunch?” Alarmed, she jerks around and looks into the smiling
face of Angelisa. While she’s not sure whether to slap her or kiss
her, Rebeka tries to calm her racing heart.

Angelisa realizes, “I’m sorry, I didn’t think. That
wasn’t a nice thing for me to say.”

“Maybe not, but I need to be prepared for that sort
of thing if I’m going to do more than hide in my room. And I would
prefer that it be you teasing me before I have to face it for
real.”

“Other than having a friend scare you, how’s it
going?”

Rebeka answers, “Good. I found a few scholarships
directly oriented to art and I’m so glad Sharlene printed out some
photographs of my drawings, because the deadline for submitting
some of those applications is just a few days away. I’ve also
submitted a few regular scholarship applications. I’m about ready
to turn in the community college applications, but I have a couple
of questions which you might be able to help me answer.”

“I’m certainly willing to try.”

“Thanks. Well, give me a few minutes to finish up
here and I’ll be ready to go.”

“Take your time.”

A couple of minutes later, Rebeka says, “Okay. I’m
ready. Did you want to swing by your place for Teekuh?”

“I told her I was going to spend the afternoon with
you so it wouldn’t surprise me if she’s already at your place.”

“You’re probably right. How did your talk with your
Great Aunt go yesterday?”

Angelisa answers, “Fine. There’s still some tension
between us from my crisis, but I think we can manage to work
together. She’s in favor of going forward with the grant
application. What we plan to do under the grant really isn’t any
different than what we had been planning to do all along, but I
think she still feels disappointed that the goal has shifted to the
preservation of our culture’s documents instead of me trying to
lead our people back to our ancient culture. Yet, she knew even
better than me that it was an impossible task. Maybe a few
individuals might be interested in returning to the ancient ways of
our culture, but certainly not the current culture as a whole.”

“What little I remember from my history and current
events classes is that most people want to dump the old and the
traditional for whatever is new and exciting whether it’s any
better or not.”

“Yeah, yet some of the laws and traditions of our
ancient culture are every bit as ‘progressive’ as some of the
current elements of the modern society and some are even more
‘progressive’.”

“More progressive? Like what?”

“Like the raising of children. Today, if two people
want to have a child, they do it and fumble along in raising the
child or dump it in a day care for some stranger with minimal
training to raise it. In my ancient culture, if a couple wanted to
have a child, they had to go to classes to learn about the
responsibilities and duties of raising a child and had supervised
practices with someone else’s child. And someone who was going to
work with children was trained as a teacher as well as how to care
for a child and had to have an extensive internship first. I’m
guessing that might be a factor in why we were never a large
culture in the past since many people realized they’re not suited
to raise a child.”

Rebeka nods her head as she responds, “That would
make sense, because a lot of people these days have kids because
it’s the expected thing to do, not because they want to spend the
time and effort to raise a child. On top of that, they don’t have a
clue as to what problems they’re setting themselves up for.”

“Yeah. I’ve seen a lot of that.”

“Well, you were right, there’s Teekuh. It looks like
a couple more of their siblings have joined her and Anndee for some
play.”

“I haven’t seen them since they were still with
Molly. Do they live close?” They’re soon petting the puppies.

“When I asked George, he said one of them lives just
a couple of streets away and the other is a little further down
that same street. They’ll usually come play in the morning. I
haven’t gone to introduce myself to their ‘owners’ in case they
know me by reputation, so I don’t know anything about the people or
what they’ve named their friends.”

Angelisa suggests, “One way to introduce yourself
would be to give them a drawing of their special friend. They would
probably really like that and might be more willing to overlook
whatever rumors they might have heard.”

“I hadn’t considered that possibility. Thank you for
the idea. And if they know anything about Molly, they’ll know she
wouldn’t give one of her puppies to a criminal type person.”

“Even if she did, it was because she knew they could
be reformed. Either way, if Molly thought the person was deserving
of respect then who are we as mere humans to argue with her?”

Rebeka chuckles then says, “Yeah, she does have that
kind of status around town. Are you ready for some lunch?”

“Woof.”

Rebeka turns to Anndee and says, “I wasn’t talking to
you guys. You know where the food and water is. It’s almost spooky
how well they understand.”

Angelisa nods her head, “I know. I suppose that means
I shouldn’t respond with my own, ‘Woof’.”

“Well, you can, if you don’t mind running the risk of
receiving the same answer.”

As they laugh, Angelisa and Rebeka hug each other and
hold hands while they walk into the house for lunch. After lunch,
Angelisa helps Rebeka complete the community college applications,
except for an email address. Rebeka doesn’t want to put down her
current one due to its limitations, so Angelisa helps her set up an
email account like the one Sharlene helped her set up. As a way of
trying out the email, Rebeka uses Angelisa’s computer to send an
email to Sharlene giving her the email address and asking her to
forward digital copies of the photographs which have been taken of
her artwork so that when she gets a newer computer she can keep
track of the drawings she’s either sold or given away.

After Rebeka’s community college applications are
ready to be copied and mailed, Angelisa sets aside her computer and
since she wants to express her interest without being pushy, she
leans over and gently kisses Rebeka on the cheek. There’s barely a
moment’s hesitation before Rebeka warmly smiles and responds with a
soft kiss on the lips. For the next hour or so, but who wants to
watch a clock at a time like this, they share affection in the form
of hugs, kisses, and caresses which are just a little bit more than
they’ve done in the past.

When they’re panting for breath, yet again, they
realize they need to calm down before either of them push it
further than Rebeka thinks she might be comfortable with. Since she
feels like she needs a distraction, but doesn’t want Angelisa to
leave, Rebeka talks her into posing for her and she does some
similar sketches to what she had done with Sharlene two days ago.
They share affection between the posing sessions, which requires
some effort to keep it light, but it’s better than trying to hold
their interest for affection at arm’s length.

Once the sketches are done, they enjoy sharing some
more affection before Rebeka gives Angelisa and Teekuh a ride home
and returns home in time to prepare dinner before her dad gets home
from work since he had ridden with a co-worker. After dinner is
cleaned up, Rebeka works on the sketches she did of Sharlene and
Angelisa by adding some detail and background and considers a
couple of them to be complete.

 


* * * * *

 


Since she’s unwilling to attract the attention of the
others in the restaurant, Angelisa fixes herself a quick dinner in
the house kitchen then works on completing the grant paperwork so
all she has to do is make a copy of it for her records, scan it to
send it electronically to Klara, and drop the original in the mail
which can all be done tomorrow. A little later, she remembers she
hadn’t done it on first-day so she downloads her emotional
recordings, reviews them, and uploads the better ones to the emoter
online site.

Suddenly, it dawns on her that when George was
comparing Rebeka’s drawings to the emotional recordings and that
she ought to be compensated for them, he was also reminding
Angelisa that she ought to be compensated for her emotional
recordings because they were helping people who were willing to pay
for them, regardless of how little effort she had to put into
producing them. Since there isn’t much time for her to start
translating something else, she reads from one of the linguistic
textbooks before she gets ready for bed.

 


 


* * * * *
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After plans were made on fourth-day evening, Angelisa
spent yesterday afternoon talking with Banlohtee, most of it about
their culture’s documents, either related to how he cares for them,
or how he prepares new documents to copy a fading one, or they
shared with each other what they’ve recently read. She wakes up at
her regular school morning time today and is looking forward to
spending the day with Sharlene, George, and Rebeka and is ready to
go with Teekuh and her computer when George pulls into the
restaurant parking lot. Following a round of hugs, they drive over
to pick up Rebeka who is almost ready since she’s not used to
getting up so early. When she’s settled in the group vehicle with
her sketch pad and Anndee, Rebeka is surprised when Angelisa gently
takes her brush out of her hand and starts to brush her hair. She
relaxes as her hair is brushed and when Angelisa asks if she wants
her hair braided, she almost says she can do it herself then simply
says, “Yes, thank you.”

They chat during the drive to 740x156 where they
leash the puppies and go into a building supplies store. George
leads the way to where the wood moldings and trims are displayed.
Rebeka wants to keep the picture frames simple so they’re easier to
make, and he agrees then says that if people are paying attention
to the frame, then the picture it holds must not be worth looking
at.

He goes over his calculations with her for frames
based on a full size sketch pad drawing and he’s also done
calculations for one half and one quarter size drawings. She
explains that she does most of her drawings using the full sketch
pad size with some at the one half size then guesses as to how many
drawings she has ready or almost ready to be framed and he doubles
that figure because he’s sure she’ll need them probably sooner
rather than later.

They end up selecting two different trims simply
because there isn’t enough of one available and she’s wide-eyed at
how many pieces of trim goes on the shopping dolly, then sheets of
veneer for the frame backing on top of that. They walk over to the
hardware section where they pick up several boxes of short screws,
right angle braces, backing closures, and hanging hardware, then on
to pick up a couple of gallons of glue with a smaller applicator
bottle.

In the paint section, they look over the stains and
varnishes then select one which will darken the wood trim to a
medium brown and highlight the grain of the wood while protecting
it, and take several gallons of it along with a dozen paint brushes
and several packages of sandpaper to add to the shopping dolly.
While he pushes the shopping dolly, Rebeka moves ahead so she can
pay for it and can’t stop herself from wincing at the total price
then reminds herself that if she can sell a few drawings, she’ll
more than cover the cost of the frames.

After those supplies are loaded in the group vehicle,
he drives to a nearby glass shop where he had previously called in
an order to pick up the glass which had already been cut to sketch
pad size. Since he had underestimated how many drawings she has
ready, he asks about having additional glass cut and when he’s told
it can be done in about a quarter hour or so, they wait. Since he
had already put some old blankets in the back of the group vehicle
to wrap the taped packages of glass, he tightly ties them in place
to keep them from sliding around. They get back in the vehicle and
make a brief stop at the pet store where he buys several bags of
dog food since he intends to share some with Angelisa and
Rebeka.

While she’s feeling somewhat overwhelmed at spending
so much for frame supplies and the chore of making them, one was
fun, but fifty or so . . . Rebeka is surprised when he turns off
the main road and parks in a public parking area. As she looks
around, she sees a veterinarian’s office on one side, but nobody
said anything about an appointment for the puppies, and she sees
several other stores which she doesn’t think they would be
interested in. As she follows the others out of the vehicle, she
leashes Anndee and starts to walk with them.

Sharlene asks, “Rebeka, have you thought about a
college wardrobe?”

“Wardrobe? I’ve barely got my head around the
possibility of college to begin with.”

“Do you mind having second hand clothes?”

Even as she’s still puzzled by the questions, she
answers, “Not as long as they’re clean and usable. I’ve never been
able to afford new clothes. The closest I’ve had to new was when my
mom used to make my clothes. What’s this all about?”

“My treat. I want you to stock up on clothes which
fit you, both practical and pretty, and no skimping. If it’s your
size and you like it, put it in the shopping card.”

“What do you mean?”

Sharlene leads them into the charity thrift store,
“Here. Let’s grab a cart, you too, Angelisa. Ladies, it’s time to
splurge.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, thank you.” After she tightly hugs her, Angelisa
heads towards the women’s clothing section.

Rebeka just looks at Sharlene for awhile before she
admits, “I’m confused.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be pushing you. Some
months ago, I brought Angelisa here and bought her some clothes,
now I want to do the same for you. I can afford to take you to some
fancy department store and buy you fifty new outfits, but I think
that would overwhelm you. I’m hoping that if you can find fifty
outfits here, you won’t be so shocked by the total price.”

Rebeka’s eyes open wide and it takes her some time to
gasp out, “Fifty outfits?”

“That was just a number I grabbed out of the air. If
you find one hundred outfits you like or more, I want to buy them
for you.”

She hesitates then asks, “But why?”

Sharlene explains, “Because I want to encourage and
support you in going to college. I can’t fill out your applications
or do your homework for you, but I can support you in other ways,
like buying some clothes for you so you have plenty to wear and
don’t have to interrupt your school work to wash the same clothes
twice a week.”

“Oh.” Rebeka tightly hugs her as she says, “Thank
you. Thank you so much. You’ve already given me so much, I . . . I
don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything, other than answer:
what size do you wear?”

Reluctantly, Rebeka picks out a couple of pairs of
slacks since she plans on wearing pants to school, but would like
to have something a little nicer than jeans.

Sharlene sees the size she chose, holds up a couple
of other pairs, and asks, “Are these nice?”

“Yes, but I don’t have anything to wear with
them.”

Sharlene puts them in the shopping cart, “We’ll check
out the shirts next. What about these pants?” And so it goes, as
Rebeka looks through the slacks, some jeans, then to the shirts,
over to the skirts, back to the shirts to match with the skirts,
then to the dresses and finally to the sweaters. Although she still
manages to make proper choices about the fit and colors of the
clothes, inside Rebeka is feeling more overwhelmed than the two
shopping carts which are overflowing with clothes.

When Sharlene seems to take a break from adding more
clothes to the carts, Rebeka just seems to watch as Sharlene asks
Anndee to bring George to them. A couple of minutes later, he
arrives with a few shirts and some jeans over an arm, raises his
eyebrows at seeing the shopping carts, then smiles. He and Sharlene
whisper a little before she nods her head and he takes the carts
with him to the front of the store. As she feels Sharlene grab her
hand, Rebeka follows along while she tries not to stumble since
she’s still in a daze and they go to see how Angelisa is doing and
her partially full cart is soon overflowing.

A few minutes later, he returns with two empty carts
and walks off with Angelisa’s cart. They go back through the
various sections and add a few more items, even some shoes which
look virtually brand new. When he comes back, Angelisa whispers to
him, he grins and soon returns with an empty cart which Angelisa
encourages Sharlene to add to because while she was looking for her
size, she saw some things which she thought are in Sharlene’s size
and knows he will like to see her wear them. That’s all it takes to
convince Sharlene to start selecting clothes for herself. Rebeka is
wide eyed when Sharlene holds up a very short full skirt to herself
and asks him if he would like to see her wear it. His only answer
is a big smile so she puts in into the cart along with a few more
which are like it but are in different colors.

Eventually, they can’t find any more nice clothes in
their sizes which they’re interested in, so they make their way to
the front of the store where he pays for it all, then marks the
outside of each bag with the initial of whose clothes are inside.
Rebeka is astounded at how much he paid for this last batch of
clothes as well as how many outfits that much purchased, especially
compared to the prices they saw in the mall in the city. When it
dawns on her that he’s already paid for three other overflowing
shopping carts, she has the grab onto Angelisa’s arm to keep from
falling over.

Angelisa asks her, “Are you okay?”

Rebeka can’t say anything more than,
“Overwhelmed.”

“I know the feeling. I about fainted the first time
Sharlene brought me here and so nonchalantly paid for it all with
her credit card. That really helped to convince me I needed an
education to get a good job so I wasn’t forced to have to rely on
hand-me-downs or patching my clothes until there was little left
except patches.”

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with all of those
clothes.”

Angelisa suggests, “Take a few outfits home with you
and leave the rest at George’s. That’s what I have to do. Then when
you visit, you can switch some of the outfits around. When we move
to Sharlene’s to go to college, we can take a bunch of them with us
and still leave some here for when we visit.”

“It sounds like you have it all figured out.”

“Only after Sharlene gave me the idea and I’ve had
some time to think about it.”

After their purchases are loaded in the vehicle, he
takes the carts back to the charity thrift store. Rebeka tries to
remember each article of clothing they purchased for her, then
finally gives up and mentally calls it ‘lots’. When he returns to
the vehicle, Angelisa tightly hugs him and barely stops herself
from kissing him when she sees some people walking nearby, and
says, “Thank you, George.”

Rebeka steps close to give him her own tight hug and
says, “Yes, thank you so very much.”

“Ladies, it was Sharlene’s idea and her treat. It
just happened to be more convenient for me to pay for them so she
could continue to encourage you.”

Each of them tightly hugs Sharlene and one of them
asks, “How can we ever thank you for so much encouragement?”

“Enjoy wearing your new wardrobe at college. And if
it’s too pretty to wear at college, enjoy playing dress up at home.
If you appreciate and are encouraged to move forward to success by
what we do for you, then we have all of the thanks we could
want.”

While they wish they weren’t in such a public place,
the younger ladies manage to limit their expression of gratitude to
just tightly hug Sharlene and George. Later, as they’re settled
back in the vehicle after restroom trips, Rebeka tries to keep up
her end of the light conversation and not keep looking at the back
of the full group vehicle since she knows that much of that volume
is for her. When they arrive at his house, they take the clothes
into the house, then he insists on lunch before they unload the
rest of the things from the vehicle.

 


 


* * * * *
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After lunch and since he has no plans to use his
pickup for awhile, George backs the group vehicle up to the garage
and with their help, he transfers the framing supplies into the bed
of the pickup. He puts a couple of bags of dog food in the usual
place for Molly and leaves six bags in the vehicle, two each for
Teekuh, Anndee, and Terry. When that’s done, they play with Molly
and the puppies then need another break to rest. He encourages the
ladies to do whatever they want to do with their new clothes then
he goes to the garage to set up one of his saws to cut forty five
degree angles and after he reviews his calculations of how to get
the most use out of the standard length trim, he starts to cut the
trim.

When it’s time for him to take a break, he goes in
for a drink and checks on how the ladies are doing.

Sharlene asks, “What have you been doing, old
man?”

“Cutting the trim into frame size pieces.”

Rebeka looks at him in surprise then says, “Um, I
thought I was going to make the frames.”

“I hope you don’t mind me helping.”

“No, but they’re for my drawings to make them more
saleable.”

“Well, if it eases your conscious any, I did save the
worst job for you.”

“What’s that?”

“Sanding, staining, sanding, staining, and
sanding.”

Rebeka chuckles then nods her head as she responds,
“Yeah, that was rather tedious. I thought I could work on that at
home, maybe limit myself to an hour or two a day.

He asks, “Do you have someplace where they can dry
without smelling up your house?”

“Yes. We have a small covered porch in back which we
don’t use.”

“That should work. Well, let me get a batch ready for
you and you can take what you want to work on. Or do you have some
place to store all of the supplies?”

Rebeka shakes her head as she answers, “Not really
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