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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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2147-08-29 (e5)

 


After the quiet stretches a little, George joins the
conversation, “While you’re adding questions to the categories, I
have a couple of questions about the distribution process.”

Sharlene asks, “What are they?”

“If I remember right, last week there was talk about
using the same headband to record the emotional responses and to
experience the recordings. Doesn’t the recording headband include a
mini-drive and a battery?”

“Yes.”

“That might not be compatible with the idea of a one
time play access from online. If they accessed a recording and
copied it onto the mini-drive, they could play it as many times as
they want.”

“That’s a good point. We might have to think of some
alternative method. Was there anything else?”

“It may be more of a suggestion which starts with a
question. I assume the headbands were manufactured by another
company.”

Mariam answers, “That’s right. I think one of the
engineers at the Institute helped design it, but it was
manufactured by someone else.”

“My suggestion would be that you continue to use the
other company to supply the headbands. My guess is that when you
first go online, the demand for headbands will be low, but in a
short while, the demand will climb quickly and then will taper off
as the people who want them, have acquired them. I don’t think you
want to deal with finding the factory space and then have to hire
and fire workers as the demand for headbands fluctuate. You might
also think about whether to have the manufacturer drop ship the
headbands or if you want to set up your own inventory and shipping
facility. A question for the technology section is how long are the
headbands designed to work? A thought for the legal section is do
you put the headbands under any kind of warranty and do you replace
them if they clearly show abuse rather than ‘normal wear and
tear’.”

Sharlene shakes her head and says, “Good grief,
questions lead to questions lead to more questions. Are you sure
it’s really worth it all?”

Mariam assures her, “I know it seems overwhelming and
confusing, even while we try to break it into smaller pieces to
deal with them separately, but, yes, it’s worth it. As you have
questions, comments, concerns, suggestions, or whatever else, just
jot them down under the appropriate section or in the general
section if no specific section makes sense. From time to time, we
should review them to add to the questions, to list answers we’ve
found, or to move things from one section to another.

“Yes, a lot of the most important questions will have
to wait until we’re fully committed and have the freedom to talk to
Todd and Julie or anyone else who might be associated with the
Project without compromising their positions. The Institute is
obligated to continue paying us until the minimum two week training
period is over, even if that takes another two months. We may be
bored silly with no real work to do, but we can survive that.

“If you start getting too anxious, have George
distract you. And keep collecting your own emotional recordings. I
can’t document it, but I strongly feel it’s going to be very
important for us to have your clean and strong emotional
recordings. It doesn’t all have to be sexual pleasure. You also had
a wonderful contented recording from that sixth-day on your
vacation. There’s not a whole lot you can do, other than keep
asking and listing questions until after the Project is awarded.
Then you’ll be busier than a one-armed paper hanger and wished you
had a chance to breathe.”

Sharlene responds, “Thank you, Mariam. I’m sorry I
get so uptight about so much and so soon.”

“Don’t be sorry. Frankly, I’m glad to see you’re
serious about taking the responsibility to make Digital Empathy
work right. I’m good with the details, but I don’t always function
well without at least some general guidance from outside. Even your
many questions and concerns are good guidance for me since they
point me to the details which need to be solved. If I were to run
the company, I would be digging into this set of details, then that
set of details, while everyone else would have to guess at what the
overall theme and direction was supposed to be. Instead of getting
bogged down on our weaknesses, we need to pool our strengths. In
many ways, we complement each other, so I do have great hope for
the future, even if we have more questions than answers right
now.”

“I still want to thank you for maintaining the hope.
I don’t like to admit it, but I’ve had a rather easy life and when
I face a large challenge, I’m inclined to feel overwhelmed and
quit. I do better in a short term crisis where I don’t have time to
think about everything that could go wrong.”

“That’s another way in which we complement each
other. About the only time I can handle a crises without going into
panic or freeze mode is when I’m very familiar with how the process
is supposed to work and can fall back on the step by step process.
With a large challenge, if I have time to think about it, usually
I’m able to break it down into smaller and smaller pieces which, at
least in comparison to the whole, can be solved somewhat easily.
Okay, George, how do you complement us?”

He barely has to think before he answers, “Verbally.
You ladies are doing very well and I look forward to the wonderful
results which you will certainly produce.”

Mariam laughs then says, “Thank you, but that’s not
what I meant.”

Sharlene suggests, “He knows what you meant, but he
doesn’t want to say.”

He nods his head as he responds, “Give the little
lady a prize. To be blunt, on that subject, and probably many
others, I embody both of your weaknesses. In a crisis, I freeze or
panic, with a large challenge, I get overwhelmed and quit. My best
functioning is in a back corner of a quiet room researching or
organizing documents which aren’t overly technical and without
having a time constraint.”

“George, I’m going to express a bit of disbelief.
You’ve provided us with many wonderful ideas, suggestions, and
things to think about.”

“Well, Mariam, over the many years during which I’ve
plagued the earth with my existence, bits and pieces of flotsam
have gotten lodged in my brain and if the circumstances are right,
they bubble to the surface and spew forth.”

“What’s flotsam?”

“Floating garbage.”

“George, are you getting tired?”

“I’m sorry, Sharlene. I guess I am.”

Mariam suggests, “This is a good place to stop and I
need to go home myself.”

Sharlene asks her, “Do we have more we need to
discuss?

“I don’t think so. Just keep writing down your
questions and thoughts. I saved the file I was working on under my
name and the date. Come on George, stand up and give me a kiss
goodbye.” A request he’s willing to agree to. When she breaks the
kiss to let him breathe, Mariam tells him, “Even half asleep, you
kiss good.”

Sharlene places his hands on her shoulders and guides
him to the front door while she says, “Mariam, if you do have more
to discuss, give me a call. I’m thinking of spending a few days
with George at his place.”

“That sounds like a good idea. Keep up the hope and
thank you for letting me see some of your relationship with George.
I think you two are good for each other.” After a good hug and a
quick kiss, Mariam is stepping out of the door while she says,
“Night.”

“Good night, Mariam.”

Sharlene steps up to the door to close it, but waits
until Mariam has pulled out of the driveway and starts down the
street. While she’s waiting, George steps up behind her and holds
her. After she closes and locks the door and turns out the porch
light, Sharlene leans back on him and holds onto his arms which hug
her across her upper abdomen while he kisses the top of her
head.

“Mmm. You do give such nice hugs and kisses.” After a
little while, she pulls his arms slightly away from her, pulls up
the bottom of her shirt and before he can object, she places his
hands on the bare skin of her upper abdomen and moves them across
her skin.

As he begins to understand her obvious intent, he
wakes up enough to caress her skin while he pays enough attention
to stay above the waistband of her slacks and below her bra. “Mmm,
such nice skin, so silky smooth,” he proclaims as he caresses her
across her upper abdomen and to her sides.

“Ohhh, you touch so nice.” As she slowly turns to be
perpendicular to him, his caresses move across her upper abdomen
and across her back while she reaches up and pulls his head down to
kiss him. When he needs to catch his breath, she turns fully
towards him and hugs him tight. Since she feels like she wants
more, she almost starts to rub her body on his until she realizes
he’s almost half asleep and barely standing up. With reluctance,
she pushes a little ways away from him and suggests, “Come on,
George, it’s time for bed.”

While he rests his hands on her shoulders, she walks
him to the bedroom. He wakes up just enough to go to the bathroom
and put his pajamas on and as he lays down in bed, he’s almost
immediately asleep.

Sharlene goes back to the other room, turns off her
computer and puts it away, checks the doors and windows, turns out
the lights, and goes back to the bedroom. Even though she knows
he’s fully asleep, she still feels a bit of risque pleasure as she
undresses in front of him and puts her pajamas on. When she
finishes getting ready for bed, she crawls in and cuddles up next
to him. A little later, and while she feels a mixture of guilt,
curiosity, excitement, and a determination not to be shocked later
in the journey, she slips her hand into the fly of his pajamas and,
again, she compares what she feels with the diagrams and
descriptions in her medical textbooks.

A few minutes later, as she continues to gently
explore his male anatomy, she’s surprised to feel his penis grow
larger then is further surprised to realize that his body is
beginning to respond to her touching, even though he’s asleep. It’s
quite a revelation to her to consider that the male response can be
an automatic response with no conscious control or even conscious
awareness involved. As she thinks about that, her appreciation and
amazement of George’s control of his behavior significantly
increases. Before his penis is fully stiff, she removes her hand
and hugs his chest and while she tries to consider all that it
might mean, she falls asleep.
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2147-08-30 (m1)

 


While she lays there cuddled up to George’s side with
her left arm across his chest, Sharlene just smiles at how
comfortable she feels next to him and with his arm around her back.
As she remembers how easily his body responded to her touching last
night, even though he was asleep, she marvels again that he’s been
able to restrain himself from acting on his responding body while
he touches her to so much pleasure. Before she allows that thought
to progress much further, she gets up and goes to the other room to
distract herself with a high intensity martial arts workout.

Since he’s still asleep when she finishes, she
decides to get her shower out of the way. With clean clothes in
hand, she goes into the bathroom and while she’s not sure who she’s
protecting from whom, she locks the door. As she washes her hair,
she remembers him playing in it and his dreamy smile after he
brushed it the first time.

After her hair is rinsed, she starts to wash her body
and remembers how his hands on her bare skin felt last night and
wonders what it would might have been like if his hands had slid up
a little higher to touch her breasts or to touch her nipples as she
uses her hands as substitutes and moans in pleasure. Or if his hand
had slid under the waistband of her pants and caressed her lower
abdomen, or even slid lower, she groans, to caress around her pubic
area and across her vulva. As she imagines it’s his hand which is
touching her, her fingers slip into her labia and as they circle
her clitoris, she cries out with her climax while she imagines it’s
his fingers which continue to touch her clitoris and take her to
new heights of pleasure.

Her expression of pleasure comes through the closed
bathroom door loudly enough to startle him awake. He’s almost
immediately aware of his own predicament and grabs a couple of
tissues to mostly contain his mess before it gets on her bed. As he
more fully wakes up, he hears the shower and realizes he had been
dreaming of being with her in the shower. While he barely resists
the temptation to join her, he hopes she’s locked the bathroom door
in case his resistance gets overwhelmed by his desire. Slowly, he
gets up, goes to the guest bathroom, washes up, empties his
bladder, and throws on his clothes from yesterday. Maybe after
breakfast, he can get a bath.

As she comes down from off of the heights of
pleasure, she finishes washing herself and rinses off. How long is
she going to be able to imagine him touching her, before she
insists that he touch her for real? Every couple of days he’s
touching her a little more, so she tells herself to practice some
more patience.

She looks back in time and when she reminds herself
that he’s been touching her for less than two weeks, they’re doing
a lot of touching. Before George, she would have been surprised if
she let a man touch her as much as he has after twenty weeks of a
relationship. She settles down some as she dries herself until she
gets to her pubic area then she has to bite her lip and strictly
control her fingers to dry and not play. She calms down more as she
puts on a medium weight shirt and pants as though she thinks they
will prevent her from being able to touch herself.

As she steps out of the bathroom, she sees him
sitting on the end of the bed. Without a word, she hands him her
comb and brush, turns around, and sits on his legs so he can brush
her hair. When he sets the comb and brush aside, she lets him play
in her hair for awhile. Just as she’s about to tease him for
playing in it for so long, he asks her for a ponytail maker. She
points to the brush and he sees a ponytail maker wrapped around the
handle. “Oh, duh,” he responds as he takes it off of the brush,
puts it on her hair, and asks her, “There, how’s that?”

She gets up to look in the bathroom mirror with a
hand mirror and sees that he’s braided her hair starting from her
neck on down with a soft braid, which on her black hair, seems to
melt from one strand into the next. It probably isn’t going to stay
braided that way all day, but it gives her hair a soft look, will
keep it from flying all over, and doesn’t pull her scalp. As she
lowers the hand mirror, she looks at him in amazement, then raises
the hand mirror, looks at the braid again and says, “George, it’s
lovely. How did you know how to do it?”

“Um, I didn’t. I just tried it. I think it’s a little
crooked and it probably won’t last all day. I hope you don’t
mind.”

“Mind? Of course not. I like it. I think I’ll appoint
you as my official hair dresser. What other styles do you
know?”

A moment later, he swallows nervously then manages to
say, “Uh, . . . none. If you want something other than a sloppy
braid or loose, I’ll have to get a book and practice.”

“What’s with the nervous reaction?”

He drops his head before he softly answers, “Um, I
would prefer not to say.”

She sets her hand mirror down, steps over to him,
pulls his head up, looks directly into his eyes, and says, “George,
we’ve talked about a lot of things which have been embarrassing to
both of us. Nothing you’ve said has sent me screaming from the room
or throwing you out of the door. Is what you were thinking any
worse than some of those?”

“Um, probably not. I just don’t like to admit I can’t
control my thoughts.”

“None of us can really control our thoughts. I’m
amazed at how well you control your actions. Now, what was this
terrible thought?”

He hesitates before he says, “When you said hair
dresser, the first thought that popped into my head was dressing
you in your hair.”

“You mean, . . . only in my hair?”

He hesitates then just nods his head.

She pauses then kisses his forehead before she says,
“Not yet.”

Since he’s quite surprised she didn’t react, it takes
him a little while before he can ask, “You’re not upset?”

“No, my lusty old man. For many years, I set aside
the whole notion of physical affection, other than hugs from my
family, in order to concentrate on my education. Much to my
surprise, and probably to the future shock of my family, when I set
that aside it didn’t mean I totally rejected or removed the desire
from my personality. Just as you buried your kindness and
gentleness, so I buried my desire for intimate physical affection
and, as I’ve recently discovered, my desire as a female to be
considered attractive. As our journey has led us to this point,
I’ve started to unbury those desires. The more you express your
desire for me and your attraction to me, the more my desires are
unburied.

“You’ve made it clear you find me physically
attractive, but you’ve also made it clear that your attraction for
me goes much deeper than just my external appearance. For that I’m
deeply grateful. That’s a long winded way of saying,” she brushes
his face with the end of her braid, “that to hear you say you would
like to see me clothed only in my hair, and for me to know you mean
it, makes my heart sing.” She leans over a little more and kisses
him quite thoroughly.

He places his hands on her waist then lifts some of
her weight off of the floor and in a semi-controlled fall, he leans
back onto the bed and pulls her with him, without breaking the
kiss. Almost immediately, he slides his hands from her waist to
wrap his arms around her back. In a couple of moments, he breaks
the kiss and pants out, “Sorry.”

She looks around and asks, “How did you do that?”

“Don’t . . . know . . . .”

She mentally shrugs her shoulders then leans back
down to kiss his neck and nuzzle his ears.

When his breathing is more or less back to normal, he
almost gasps out, “What a woman you are!”

As she caresses his face with a single fingertip, she
tells him, “Whatever kind of woman I am, it’s because you’ve
unburied, no, not unburied. The woman who was in me was only a seed
that with your kindness, gentleness, and desire to help me enjoy
pleasure, has sprouted, grown, and blossomed. Any other man I’ve
known or heard of, would have scorched the seed and killed it, but
you’ve made it grow and blossom. Thank you, George Greyson,” and
she kisses him again to breathlessness.

He finally gets enough breath to speak, “Whoa, lady.
As much as I treasure and enjoy your kisses and passion, I’m
running out of energy. And as much as my body enjoys your body, if
I have another release, I’ll probably sleep for hours.”

She looks at him in surprise and asks, “You’ve
already had a release today?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“Just before I woke up.”

Her eyes open wide and it takes here a little while
to ask in astonishment, “Before you woke up!?!”

“Yes.”

“How did you do that when you were asleep?”

“I was dreaming of being in the shower with you.”

“Dreaming . . . in the shower . . . with me?”

“I wasn’t all wet when I woke up, so it must have
been a dream, although I don’t recall ever having such a vivid
dream before. You’re truly an inspiration to me.”

“Oh my.”

“What?”

“Um . . . I . . . uh . . .”

“What’s the matter?”

In a rush of words, she admits, “In the shower, I was
touching myself and wishing it was you who was touching me.”

“That’s what woke me. I heard something, but didn’t
know what it was. It was your cry of pleasure.”

“I think that’s the only noise I made which might
have been loud enough for you to hear over the noise of the
water.”

He gently caresses her face, “I guess great minds
think alike.”

“Or is it that we each inspire desire in the other
and that’s the only thing on our minds.”

“Yeah, that’s probably much closer to the truth for
my mind rather than it being great.”
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2147-08-30 (m2)

 


While George tries to give her a firm but gentle
shove to roll her off of him, Sharlene grabs ahold of him and pulls
him on top of her then ‘accuses him’, “I do believe, sir, that
you’re getting a little friendly.”

“Why not,” and he attempts to kiss her breathless,
but he only succeeds in running out of breath himself. When he
somewhat goes limp on top of her as he tries to catch his breath,
she’s somewhat surprised by his weight, but then, she reminds
herself, she’s not had anything except a stuffed toy lay on top of
her before. Even while she feels like it’s a super hug, she
realizes it wouldn’t take long to become uncomfortable.

Yet, isn’t this something like the typical position
for sexual intercourse with the man on top? Maybe there are other
reasons to be creative. Or is there more to the man being on top
than trying to share pleasure? Like a position of authority or
power? She’ll have to ask him about it some time.

When he braces his arms on either side of her to
start to take his weight off of her, she mentally breathes a sigh
of relief. Instead of getting the rest of the way up, he rests his
weight on his elbows and as he slides his body down hers, he
‘walks’ his elbows backwards and trails his fingers along her side
which causes her sigh to become of an entirely different nature.
After his hands have moved part of the way down her body, he pulls
the bottom of her shirt up to just above the waistband of her pants
and kisses her bare skin. Her moans turn to groans as she realizes
how close he is to where she wants him to touch her. Before the
thought reaches her conscious mind to guide his head or hands to
between her legs, he kisses the tops of her knees and stands
up.

“Come, my lady. As much as I want to stay and play,
reality has a rude way of intruding.”

As he reaches out a hand to pull her up, Sharlene
sees the tremor in his hand and is instantly contrite as she gets
up and says, “Oh, George, I’m sorry. I was so wrapped up in my
pleasure, I forgot about your needs.”

He places a finger on her lips and tells her, “Shhh,
so did I, until I couldn’t ignore it any more. You’re such a
delight. I can think of nothing better to do than to touch you and
play with you.”

As they walk to the kitchen with his hands on her
shoulders as a precaution, she suggests, “So, do we change our
playground to your place for a few days?”

“If you don’t mind.”

“Mind? Actually I’m quite curious about what your
home is like and how it reflects your personality. Now sit down at
the table while I fix some breakfast.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll warn you to prepare yourself for a
somewhat bare and dull house. There’s minimum furniture of a rather
plain style, no pictures on the walls, wood floors. I do have a few
hand woven decorative wool rugs hanging on the walls. I don’t have
much more furniture than you do, other than a few bookcases.”

“From what Aunt Paula said you have more than a few
bookcases.”

“Yeah, I suppose a few is a bit of an
understatement.”

“So, how many do you have?”

He shrugs his shoulders as he says, “I don’t remember
exactly, probably in the vicinity of a hundred and fifty.”

She looks at him in surprise then says, “That’s a
whole lot more than a few, George. Is the rest of your house as
much of an understatement as your library?”

“Without including the library, it’s somewhat bigger
than your house. I know it’s more than one person needs, but I had
the opportunity to build it how I wanted it, so I did. A big
library, lots of elbow room, wide hall and doorways, two guest
bedrooms almost as big as the so called master bedroom. Well,
you’ll see what I mean.”

“Here you go, eat up. After we eat, I want you to
rest. I have a couple of phone calls to make, and a few chores to
take care of. I thought we could eat lunch here and then take an
easy drive up to your place. I also thought of fixing dinner at
Aunt Paula’s tonight, but I haven’t talked to her, so I don’t know
if they have plans or not.”

“That sounds fine to me. That reminds me, I don’t
remember what I have to eat at home or what might not have survived
in the fridge. We may need to make a trip to the grocery
store.”

She suggests, “Let’s see what’s there first and
whether we can bum a meal off of Aunt Paula.”

“If you’re willing to cook it, she’ll gladly let you
bum a meal.”

“I know. I don’t spend a lot of time in the kitchen,
but when it’s eaten with appreciation, it makes the fixing of it
much easier. That’s why I don’t mind cooking for you. You also
appear to appreciate it.”

“I do appreciate it, Sharlene, and feel somewhat
guilty that I don’t reciprocate. Of course, you’ll probably prefer
your own cooking after you’ve tried mine.”

“Is your cooking that bad?”

“Not necessarily bad, just rather dull, no
creativity, and very repetitious. Sometimes when my parents went
out for an evening, since I was the oldest, I got stuck with fixing
dinner for my siblings. The joke around the family was that the
only thing I knew how to cook was boiled non-spicy sausages served
with the basic condiments and a slice of bread for a bun. I think
I’m the poorest cook in the family and have an even smaller
repertoire than my mother did and she didn’t like to cook.”

After breakfast is cleaned up and to help her resist
the temptation to sit on his upper legs and cuddle for the rest of
the day, Sharlene helps George stand up, kisses him, then tells
him, “That ought to hold you while you rest and I take care of a
couple of chores.”

“Somehow, I’ll tough it out. By the way, after I rest
awhile, do you mind if I take a bath?”

“Not at all. Since I’ve already had a shower, we
won’t get in each other’s way.”

“That’s probably a good thing for now. Off to your
chores, woman.” He grabs a quick kiss then suggests, “There, maybe
I can tough it out now with that reinforcement.”

“Yes, boss.” She goes to the other room, calls her
aunt, and finds out that they have already made plans for the
evening, but will gladly have her cook dinner for them tomorrow
evening. She promises to stop by when they get into town. A little
later, Sharlene calls Mariam and confirms that they’re going to
George’s later today, but can still be reached either at her phone
or her aunt’s phone number. She briefly steps back into the other
room, asks George what his phone number is, and passes it onto
Mariam.

She takes a moment or two to collect her thoughts
then she calls Klara and fills her in on what the schedule is for
the Project to go on the market according to the information which
Mariam was able to provide her. Sharlene also tells Klara that
she’ll be going to George’s for the next few days, imagines Klara’s
raised eyebrows, and passes on George’s phone number and makes sure
that Klara has Paula’s phone number. Once the phone calls are taken
care of, Sharlene runs a couple of errands and on the way back,
stops by the post office to pick up her mail.

Since he’s fallen asleep, she goes through her mail
and makes sure her bills are paid. As she mentally checks off her
chores, she goes next door and lets her police officer neighbor
know she’ll be out of town for a few days. She’s soon back in the
house and sees that he’s still asleep so she steps back out to make
a quick check of her vehicle, then goes back inside to finish
packing.

After that is taken care of, she checks her watch and
figures it’s about time for her to send George to his bath and take
care of any perishables in the fridge. She steps over to the love
seat and watches him for a little while then she crawls onto the
love seat, straddles his legs, and sits on his knees. She looks at
him a little longer then leans over and unbuttons his shirt. As she
checks his surgery site, she sees that the incisions are almost
totally healed. She also looks more closely at the scar from the
.22 bullet which caused the blockage in his artery.

While she looks over his chest and upper abdomen for
other scars, she becomes aware that she’s sliding her hands over
his skin and finds that it’s not as wrinkled as she had guessed an
older person’s skin would be. It’s not long before she’s
deliberately caressing his skin and he’s alternately humming and
moaning in response. A little later, she leans over, puts her left
hand on the back of the love seat in order to support herself and
while her right hand caresses his skin, she kisses the center of
his chest and slowly kisses her way up to his neck, around to an
earlobe, and across to his lips which readily respond. When he
needs to breathe, she sits up and goes back to caressing his chest
and upper abdomen which causes him to look down in surprise and
half gasp out, “What . . . doing?”

“I think it’s rather obvious what I’m doing. I undid
your shirt to check your surgery site, and the scar from the .22
bullet then I started to look for other scars and found myself
caressing your skin and enjoying it. I also thought it’s time to
wake you up to get the bath you mentioned and since people usually
take their shirt off before they take a bath, I thought I could
take care of two things at once. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I like it lots. . . . Just be careful . . . not go
too far.”

“And how far is too far?” she slides her fingertips
down his chest to his waist which causes his moan of pleasure to
sound more like a groan and she starts to undo his belt buckle.

Quickly, his grabs her hands and gently, but firmly,
holds them on her legs and says, “That is.”

As she gives him a bit of a sly smile, she asks, “You
don’t want help getting ready for your bath?”

“Lady, want? Yes. Need? No. Go much further that way
and I’ll disappoint us both and lose control.”

“I’m sorry, George. I don’t mean to push you too far,
but since my sexual desires have been awakened, I’m having a hard
time doing my own controlling. And I don’t even know if how I’m
doing things is good, appropriate, nice, enjoyable, or anything
else.”

“I can’t claim to have a lot of experience, but in my
opinion, you have a strong natural talent for doing the most
wonderful things and making the most sensuous moves, and I’m
thoroughly enthralled.”
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Sharlene looks at him in surprise then asks, “Really?
I thought it was something that had to be learned.”

“There is a lot that can be learned, but just like
any other ability in life, some people have a more natural
aptitude. I think you probably had a fairly easy time learning
tai-chi and martial arts compared to other people who can work at
it their entire life and only be mediocre. So it is with moving in
an appealing manner and touching in an enticing manner, you appear
to have a natural ability.”

“I don’t know, George,” she leans forward over him
with her hands placed on his chest for support then leans sideways
onto her lower left leg to take her weight, pivots her right knee
outwards, slides her right foot from his knee to about the middle
of his calf, pivots her right knee inwards and puts it down next to
the middle of his thigh. “I know you don’t try to flatter me for
your own gain,” she leans sideways onto her right knee to take her
weight, pivots her left knee outwards, slides her left foot from
his knee to about the middle of his calf, “but I still have a hard
time believing you,” she pivots her left knee inwards, and puts in
down next to the middle of his thigh, “when you talk about me that
way.”

She lowers her torso onto his body which leaves her
buttocks higher than the rest of her, pauses, then slides her body
up his while she lowers her buttocks as she goes until they’re lip
to lip and she kisses him. All he can do is groan, return her kiss,
wrap his arms around her, and hug her tight. When she allows him to
breathe and starts to kiss his neck, she also starts to squirm her
torso, and with his partially unbuckled belt dragging across her
lower abdomen just above her pubic area, it encourages her to
spread her legs more. His breathing becomes more rapid and in a
short time, he arches his torso up which causes her to slide up his
body a couple of inches so his belt buckle presses through her
pants onto the top of her vulva and he hugs her tighter. In a
moment, he tenses and after a soundless cry, accompanied by her
verbal cry, they relax and breathe heavily onto each other’s
necks.

When his breathing is halfway normal, he kisses her
deeply and passionately, although too briefly for either of them.
When he has enough breath, he proclaims, “Oh . . . lady . . .
.”

“Thank you, George.”

“Huh? Why thank me? You’re the one who made all of
the right moves. I guess you don’t recognize it, but virtually
every move you’ve made since you starting waking me up has been
sexually stimulating. And you do it so naturally and smoothly, it’s
incredible.”

Again, she looks at him in surprise and asks,
“Really?”

“Yes, really.”

“I can imagine that for me to lay on you and kiss you
could be stimulating, but the other things?”

“You’ve wanted to open your shirt and have me caress
your chest, haven’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Didn’t you want me to do it because you thought it
would be sexually exciting?”

“Yes.”

“I know I don’t have nearly as many nerve endings on
my chest as you do, but for a beautiful woman to open my shirt and
caress my skin . . . that’s quite exciting. And then you started to
undo my pants.”

“Oh, I guess that could be rather stimulating.”

He nods his head as he responds, “Quite so.”

“And then I laid on you which I know you enjoy.”

“It isn’t just the fact that you laid on me which was
so exciting, but how you went from sitting on my knees to laying on
me was done in a stimulating manner.”

“I know you like to watch me, George, but that seems
like you were reading more into my moves than would be
reasonable.”

“Maybe so. Tell you what, now that I’ll probably see
it as exciting rather than overwhelming, why don’t you do it again,
slowly, and I’ll try to explain how I see it as exciting.”

Sharlene thinks about that for a little while then
says, “Okay. If I’m aware of how my movements are being perceived,
then I can think about whether or not I want to move in that
manner.”

“That’s right. You can’t control the reaction of
another person, but if you can control what may cause a reaction in
the other person, then you might be able to control the strength of
the other person’s reaction.”

She slides her body a little ways down his body
before she leans to her left side, raises her buttocks slightly to
pull her right leg up and tuck her knee alongside his upper left
thigh. Then she leans onto her lower right leg, raises her buttocks
more, pulls her left leg up, tucks her knee alongside his upper
right thigh, lowers herself to support her weight equally on her
lower legs, arches her back up, and slides her hands down his
chest, down his hips, and up her legs as she sits up then sits back
on his knees.

He groans, “I don’t know if I can go through this
again.”

“What’s the matter, George?”

“Maybe I’m biased in how I look at you or maybe I’m
just a lustful dirty old man, I don’t know. I’m not attempting to
embarrass you or make you feel bad, but simply to express how I
interpret your moves whether what I think is right or wrong. With
that being said, in my opinion, moves like what you just did in
sitting up would make a monk want to forsake his vow of
chastity.”

“I’ll admit that I did slide my hands purposely down
your chest to excite you, but the rest I’ll leave in your realm of
bias until you can explain it otherwise.”

George takes a deep breath, slowly lets it out, and
says, “Fair enough. I guess the first thing would be to try to
define why some movements can be considered sensuous while others
might not. Of course, this is going to be rather subjective, but I
think I can define it in a way which might by consistent with a
majority of people. I’m sure you’ve noticed how facial expressions
can be used to say, without words, ‘stay away’ or ‘come
closer’.”

“Yes.”

“In the same way, body expressions can give the same
messages. Obviously, a shaking fist or hands firmly on the hips
with elbows jutting out are ‘stay away’ messages,” as she
demonstrates with his explanation. “That’s right. Now how would you
express ‘come closer’ with body expressions?”

Sharlene crooks her index finger and pulls it towards
herself then frowns and says, “I’m not sure how else to express
‘come closer’ using my body without my face.” He holds out his hand
to shake hers. She nods her head, “Oh, yeah.” Then he holds his
arms wide for the common ‘hug me’ expression which encourages her
to respond, “That’s a little more ‘come closer’ than I want to
generally practice, but you’ve made your point.”

“When you’ve heard people talk or seen how they dress
or seen advertisements which are apparently intended to emphasize
sexuality, what parts of the body seem to be emphasized?”

“The breasts of a woman, a woman’s legs, the pubic
area, and . . . the buttocks.”

“So, to move sexually would be to move in a way which
would display or draw attention to those areas of the body.”

She thinks for a moment then says, “That makes sense.
Like women who thrust out their breasts, especially when they’re
wearing low cut shirts or swivel their hips when they walk.”

“That’s right. Some moves are less obvious than
those, but they still present a message which the sender hopes is
understood by the observer. At other times, the sender is trying
too hard to send a message and it comes across as overdone and
cheap. As you understand how your moves might be interpreted, I
hope you don’t change how you move, because you move so gracefully
and beautifully, but, if appropriate, you may want to change when
you move in certain ways to potentially reduce the unwanted
reactions of other people.”

She nods her head then responds, “Okay, George, I
think I understand the background. Now, how did the way I move from
sitting here to laying on you to kiss you, excite you?”

“If you can remember, try to make the same moves
slowly and I’ll stop you and try to explain why I would interpret a
particular move as enticing.”

“First, I leaned over you with my hands placed
here.”

“And why might I consider that exciting?”

“I’m much closer to you.”

“Mmm, yes. You’re also very much in easy touching
distance. And if you were wearing a shirt or a dress with a looser
neckline, the neckline would be gaping and I would have a wonderful
view.”

“Now that you mention it, I’ve seen women with loose
or low cut necklines bend over and display more of their breasts
than I thought they would want to, yet I also received the
impression that sometimes they were doing it on purpose.”

He nods his head as he says, “They probably were, yet
at the same time, some women seem to be unaware of how much a loose
or low neckline can gap and how much is revealed. Or they wear such
necklines to do it on purpose, occasionally without realizing how
many everyday normal moves can have the same results. I’m sorry, it
just dawned on me that you might get tired of holding your position
while we discuss it. If you get tired, just quit and we’ll either
talk about it without you going through the physical moves or we
can do it some other time.”
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Sharlene responds, “Thank you for thinking of that.
Maybe a little tiredness on my part will distract me from how much
I enjoy making you excited, even if I don’t understand yet which
moves do so and how. Are you ready for the next move?”

“Yes. When you make it, please watch your movement
and maybe you can tell me why I might find it exciting.”

“Okay. I leaned slightly to my left side to take my
weight on my arms and left leg, then pivoted my right knee out,
slid my foot down your leg, then put my knee down. Sliding my foot
down your leg was like caressing your leg and when I put my knee
down, the length of my lower leg was touching your leg.”

George briefly waits to see if she’s going to say
more before he asks, “Is there anything else?”

She thinks for a moment then answers, “Um, no.”

“When you pivoted your right knee out, what happened
to the distance between your knees?”

“It increased.”

“So you were spreading your legs apart.”

“Yes.”

“And what’s between your legs?”

Even though she feels somewhat foolish, Sharlene
still automatically looks in response to his question and says,
“Oh. . . . So spreading my legs is like the ‘come closer’ signal of
arms spreading wide for a hug.”

“A hug of a more intimate nature, especially
considering where your body is located in comparison to mine.”

“Oh my. I would have never thought of it, but I can
see how it could easily be viewed that way.”

“I think you would have thought about it sooner or
later, but I prefer that you understand sooner.”

“So when you kissed my calves and my legs were
spread, yes, I can see it certainly would look like an invitation
to an intimate hug. And then just a few minutes ago, when I pivoted
my left knee to move my leg, it was like I gave you a second
invitation.”

He nods his head as he responds, “That’s right.”

“My next move was to lower my torso and slide my body
up your body which I’m sure you enjoyed.”

“No doubt about me enjoying your body on mine, but
there was more to the move which was exciting.”

Once again, she looks at him in surprise and asks,
“Really?”

“Oh yes, really! If you don’t mind and if you
remember, place yourself in the position you were in after you
lowered your torso, but before you slid your body up my body. What
do you see?”

“My legs are spread straddling your legs and my
buttocks are higher in the air than the rest of me.”

“Does that suggest anything?”

“Well, my legs are hugging your legs.”

“Yes. Imagine a two dimensional plane across the
backs of your thighs. If you reach one of your hands around behind
you, what’s right behind that plane and slightly lower to the
ground than your buttocks?”

She reaches around and as she touches what’s right
there, her eyes go wide even as she groans with pleasure. Before
her exploration can distract her more, he gently pulls her hand
away and kisses it. He raises her body, straightens it, and lays it
on him.

“Thank you. I was almost ready to forget what we were
discussing. So with my buttocks raised and my legs somewhat spread,
you would see it as displaying my pubic area and inviting you to
touch it.”

“That’s exactly right.”

“To be honest, George, I wish you would touch me
there.”

“Soon, my sexy lady, soon. Do you have a better
understanding of why I say your moves are so exciting?”

“Yes. It never occurred to me that so many of my
movements would have special meaning to you.”

He nods his head then says, “That can be a problem
when you gracefully and quite innocently make essentially normal
moves and a lustful old man like me observes and tries to add a
sexual interpretation to every move. The turning of a leg, the
extension of a hand, the tilt of your head, the twist of your
torso, they all add to your attractiveness in my mind.”

As one of her hands turns his head towards hers,
Sharlene says, “Interpret this,” and kisses him breathless. She
leans on her left side while she lets him catch his breath and
suggests, “Before I get all excited again, you need to get your
bath and finish packing and I’ll fix some lunch and see what
perishable foods I’ll need to take with us so it doesn’t spoil in
my fridge while we’re gone. And George,” as she aimlessly makes
patterns across his chest with her right hand, “I’m glad you find
me attractive and I look forward to the day when you feel free to
respond to my non-verbal invitations to touch me.” After she
thoroughly kisses him again, she gets off of the love seat, looks
at him for a little while, then goes to the kitchen and gets busy
to distract herself.

It takes a couple of minutes of stunned amazement
while he’s trying to get his breathing under control before George
shakes his head in almost disbelief at what she continues to tell
him and do to him, gets off of the love seat, and goes to the
bathroom to take a bath.

When she hears the bath water running through the
closed door of the guest bathroom, Sharlene goes to her bedroom and
changes her panty. As she rummages through her chest of drawers,
she gets all of her panties, including the ones she hadn’t returned
in the past which weren’t as comfortable as her usual brand and
puts them in her luggage. She wonders what he would think if she
had to wash a whole load of panties in a couple of days, no doubt
he would find the whole idea exciting. Well, it certainly would be
exciting to get into that condition.

She reminds herself that’s enough thinking in that
direction or she’s going to end up in the bathtub with him. As he
keeps saying, there’s time enough for it all, so she should be
patient, enjoy it while it goes, and get busy to distract her from
continuing such thoughts. After she closes her luggage again, she
goes back to the kitchen to keep busy.

While he gets dressed after his bath, George
contemplates what she might do with her better understanding of how
her movements excite him. If he’s honest with himself, he’s almost
afraid of her making any change to her normal movements. He doesn’t
want her to downplay her movements because it’s so enjoyable to
watch her, but at the same time, he doesn’t want her to enhance her
movements to further inflame his own desires. Does he regret how
she’s letting him be a part of her life?

After a moment’s more thought, he acknowledges, not
at all!! She’s just too wonderful and being with her is the best
thing that’s ever happened to him. A little agony of exercising
some self-discipline is well worth all of the joy she brings to his
life. He goes to the kitchen and finds that she has lunch ready.
When they’re done quietly eating the meal, he leans back, says,
“Thank you, lady,” and briefly caresses her shin with his sock
covered foot.

“You’re welcome, old man,” and she returns his caress
to his surprise then explains, “I like to touch, too.”

“Mmm, I won’t argue with you. Now’s probably not the
best time to get into a contest of who likes to touch the
most.”

“We could try some time, but there could be no winner
in that contest since the criteria is too subjective.”

“Humm, I have to disagree with you. Yes, the criteria
is too subjective, but even if there was a way to be objective
about it, I would win whether I technically won or lost the
contest, simply because of the touching involved.”

“You’re right. That’s even better, a contest in which
neither of us can fail to be winners. When do we start?”

He laughs then proclaims, “You incredible woman! I
think we’re doing very well with the touching and really don’t need
to put the idea of a contest into our touching. I would much prefer
our touching to be cooperative rather than competitive.”

“I agree. So why did you bring up the idea of a
contest?”

“I don’t know, maybe as an excuse to touch you
more?”

“You hardly need an excuse since I’ve already given
you permission.”

“I know. Sharlene, I guess I still find it hard to
believe that you like me to touch you and even harder to believe
that you like to touch me.”

“Well, believe it, old man, because I’m going to keep
on demonstrating that both are true.”

“I must admit that your demonstrations are making me
into more of a believer. I’m ashamed of my disbelief when you’re
making it so clear. I guess after decades of experience, I should
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