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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


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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Sharlene almost trembles with the effort to not chase
after George. A couple of moments later, she asks herself, “How
much longer can we keep resisting our own and each other’s
desires?” She remembers there have been other times where she
thought the journey was about to be prematurely finished, but
somehow, from somewhere, one or the other of them would find just
enough strength to say, ‘not yet’. Usually it was him, but not
always.

Since she realizes that even thinking about the
subject at the present time might be enough to tip the scales, she
grasps for a distraction and the first thing which comes to mind is
‘work - the Project’. Although she doesn’t expect any messages from
Klara, either by phone or email, she’s still slightly disappointed
there isn’t any which might help to distract her. It takes her a
moment to remember there was something else to discuss with Klara
and she dashes off a quick note to Klara to remind her that they’re
at George’s for the week and wonders if she wants them to touch
base with Maria.

Now that she feels a little calmer, she takes some
time to write an email to her parents and makes sure to emphasize
how helpful Klara has been for getting the groundwork laid for the
new company. Then she goes on to tell how Klara has gone very far
above what anyone had intended since she volunteered to initiate a
victim’s compensation lawsuit on behalf of Maria and others in the
community as well as all she did for Mariam. She’s careful to avoid
mentioning how she and George were involved in the victim’s
compensation on the chance that her mom might read the email, since
she knows her mom would be horrified to learn what happened.

As she re-reads the email before she sends it, she
realizes that communicating by email lets her control what’s
communicated. A phone call would make it much easier for her dad to
read between the lines and start asking questions which are better
answered face to face where it’s much clearer that she’s not under
some outside influence. Once she’s satisfied with the contents, she
sends it on its way.

She thinks for a little while then remembers they had
talked about getting together with Angelisa and . . . was it
Darren? . . . to talk about college. She doesn’t remember if George
mentioned what Darren’s interests were, but Angelisa had mentioned
both medical doctor and teacher. As she starts with the schools she
had attended or considered attending and then checks some of the
more local schools, relatively speaking, it doesn’t take her long
to have lists of entrance requirements, recommended preliminary
courses, and degree requirements for teachers and premed.

Although she had been awarded several scholarships by
the schools she attended, they had been offered to her to encourage
her to attend their school rather than her having to search for
them and go through an extensive application process like she had
heard some of her fellow students complain about. Again, she starts
with the schools she’s most acquainted with and checks their
financial aid online information and finds there are a number of
links to a variety of scholarship sources.

As she investigates the subject a little further, she
finds that some will do the searching for you, for a fee of course,
while others provide general information and tips on conducting
your own search. She also finds a couple of other online sites
which provide the opportunity for the future student to input some
information about themselves and their situations and have a number
of possible scholarships listed. That would greatly reduce the
amount of time a prospective student might need to spend if they
could avoid having to look through information about non-applicable
scholarships and other funding possibilities.

Without more information, there’s not much more
research she can do, unless it’s how to set up her own scholarship
fund. She considers that if Digital Empathy is even mildly
successful, she really does want something to do with part of her
income which might help others just as she hopes the emotional
recordings will be able to help people. She opens up a new file and
starts making notes about how she would like a scholarship fund to
operate and the type of people she would like to see it benefit.
She guesses that scholarships are like many other types of benefits
in having holes which cause some needy people to fall through the
cracks, so she makes a note to contact some college financial aid
officers to acquire their input as to where the holes or the weak
points are in the system.

She sits back to read through her notes then wonders
if she isn’t becoming somewhat pretentious. As she thinks about it
some more, she knows she doesn’t look at herself as being
egotistical, instead, she’s just trying to think big. Besides,
based on what her dad has insinuated about her invested funds, she
could possibly donate her entire salary and maybe more to worthy
causes. Since she figures there’s still plenty of time to let
George rest, she kind of lets her mind brainstorm about possible
things she might consider as worthy causes from the practical to
the impractical and anything in between or even beyond.

Sometime later, when it seems like her mind is only
regurgitating ideas rather than coming up with new ones, she’s
surprised at how long her list of possible worthy causes turns out
to be. Since she doesn’t have any more new thoughts at the present,
she saves the file, then goes ahead and downloads her recent
emotional recordings. The time she took to do other things seems to
have helped her be able to deal with the recordings without getting
her overly excited as she remembers what caused those high plateaus
and even higher peaks to come into existence. Or so it seems at
first, because as she makes notes to describe the situations and
the results, she feels herself becoming more interested in George’s
hands and the magic they weave across her nerves.

When she’s finished making her notes, she closes the
software, and since she doesn’t want to start some other research
or think about other projects, she shuts her computer down and puts
in away. While she stands there in the guest bedroom, she’s almost
tempted to see if he has any empty drawers or closet space in his
bedroom. Not yet. It will probably be better for her to wait until
he’ll be comfortable with her dressing in front of him.

Although she can’t seem to imagine there are more
than a handful of steps left to the journey, she’s almost positive
he has mentally mapped out twice as many, assuming that neither one
of them loses control somewhere along the line. Regardless of how
anxious she is for that final glorious step, she’s certainly
learned that patience, at least on this subject, can have some
definite and very pleasurable rewards. Since she selfishly wants
some private time with him before he has to get up to shower and be
prepared for her aunt and uncle to arrive, she slips into his
bedroom.

When he sees the change in the light as a result of
the door opening, George turns his head and smiles at her as he
says, “The light of my life.”

Since she interprets his smile and greeting as an
invitation, Sharlene runs the last few steps to his bed, jumps on
it, falls on him, and hungrily kisses him. His response is
immediate as are his arms which hold her tight. The kiss goes on,
until he somewhat forcibly turns his head and gasps for breath.
She’s instantly contrite and leans back a little to caress his
cheek as she says, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to suffocate you . .
.,” but his right hand covers her lips to forestall her
apology.

“Wanted . . . to kiss . . . you long.” It’s a little
longer before his breathing has settled enough for him to tell her,
“Thank you, love, that was wonderful.”

“Yes, it was, well, other than you running out of
breath. Thank you. As you said a long time ago, if we can’t kiss
long, we can kiss more frequently,” and she initiates the next
kiss, but doesn’t let it go quite as long.

A little later, he has to breathe for awhile before
he can express himself, “True, but kissing you is so enjoyable, I
don’t want to stop for anything, even breathing.”

“Is that like you wanting to look at me and not
bothering to eat?”

“Yes. And touching you and not waste a minute
sleeping.”

“George, you don’t need exaggerate.”

“Lovely lady, the best part about sleeping is to wake
up to see you, to hear you, to feel you, and to touch you. That’s
all I want to do. Anything else is a distraction or giving you a
reprieve so I don’t overwhelm you with my suffocating
presence.”

“You want to be that close to me that much?”

“More, except it would greatly impact your
freedom.”

She thinks for a little while then says, “Humm. I’m
curious. For a moment, I want you to think totally selfishly with
no limitations in regards to time, space, physics, or anything
else. Then describe how close to me you want to be.”

He pulls her head close, gives a single suck to her
right earlobe, and whispers, “Like a permanent complete second skin
on you.”

She leans back a little to stare into his eyes. After
a moment, she leans forwards, gives his right earlobe a single suck
and whispers, “That’s exactly where I want you.”
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He freezes in stunned silence. Without giving him a
chance to recover, Sharlene initiates a kiss just as hungry as
before. His lips respond even as his mind whirls and it’s hard to
tell which leaves him breathless first.

“George, I may not have life experience or wisdom,
and you’re my first lover, but when I’ve looked at the options and
made up my mind about something, it’s been a very rare occasion
when I’ve had reason to change my mind. And I’ve made up my mind
about you. If I could, I would more than gladly have you as a
second skin, front and back, outside and inside.

“About the only things which have slowed me down and
encouraged me to be patient and not tear our clothes off and pull
you inside of me, is my respect for you and your wisdom in leading
me on this journey and my awareness of my youth and knowing I have
years ahead of me for us to explore each other’s bodies. And that
only makes me more in awe of your control. You have a very personal
awareness of your own mortality, yet you still set aside your own
desires and run the risk that your desires will never be fulfilled
in order for you to gently and patiently lead me on the most
incredible journey of exploration imaginable.”

Words fail her, but she can still use her lips and
tongue to express herself, which she does with great vigor. When
she gives him another opportunity to breathe, she moves her kisses
to the rest of his face as her hands begin to move to caress his
face and try to caress his body even through a couple of thick
blankets. A little later, he gently, but firmly, grabs her head and
lays it alongside his to calm her, then he firmly hugs her to hold
her still, but he doesn’t stop her from nibbling and kissing his
ear when he senses that she’s gained some control.

Later, he turns his head towards hers and gently
kisses her before he asks, “Little lady, I’m sorry I keep
questioning you, but do you really want me that much?”

Sharlene sighs then answers, “Yes, lover, yes I do,
very much so. I know that much of society and conventional wisdom
says I can’t possibly know what I’m talking about because I don’t
have experience, because I haven’t had other lovers. But, George, I
don’t want other lovers. I’m unable to believe how gentle,
comforting, and patient you’ve been with me while giving me
unbelievable pleasure.

“If there was somebody better than you, I couldn’t
handle it, even if I could find them. I’m afraid the truth is that
few, if any, are anywhere near as wonderful as you, so if I had the
idiotic idea of trying to gain experience by having other lovers, I
would be extremely disappointed and probably seriously hurt in the
process. I know you don’t see it that way, but you’re stuck with
me.”

“Then I’m the luckiest man in the world, because
there’s no one in the world who I would rather be stuck with.”
Again, he gently kisses her and lets it slowly expand into warm
relaxing contentment.

When they’ve mostly caught their breath, Sharlene
proclaims, “That was glorious.” As she gently caresses his face,
she requests, “Kiss me again, please.”

“Of course. . . . In a . . . moment.” His hands
gently caress her back through her shirt for awhile. When he has
enough breath, George moves his head forward and kisses her then he
adds just a hint of passion. Even as she responds, she wonders how
he does it. His kisses don’t seem that physically different, yet
she seems to feel a whole range of emotions from comforting
friendship to wild passion which come through with his kisses.

As she looks at him through her half-closed eyes, she
asks, “Are my clothes melting yet?”

“No,” he plucks at her shirt, “why do you ask?”

“Another kiss like that and my clothes will melt off
of me, and with the next kiss, our bodies will melt together.”

She listens as his breathing settles to a more normal
pace before he speaks, “That’s what I want for you. A gentle
natural flow in which our clothes seem to disappear and our bodies
melt together to gently make love. We can have wild passion at
other times, but I hope to encourage the setting so your first time
is a peaceful contented enjoyable pleasure. No pain, no rush, and
no fumbling.”

“Lover, you have the setting right, will you please
continue?”

His voice sounds regretful even as he says, “Not yet,
lovely lady. There’s still more touching in preparation before I
fully enter you. When we actually make love it should be another
little step instead of a giant leap. We’re getting much closer and
you’ve been such a delightful surprise in how ready and interested
you are in wanting to be touched. I hope you can keep your anxiety
down, because we’ll get there, both sooner and later than you
imagine.”

“Both sooner and later? I’m not sure I understand
that.”

“As you’re waiting to make love, it will probably
seem a long ways away. At least it does for me. But when we get to
where we’re making love, you’ll probably look back and think the
relationship developed mighty fast.”

Sharlene nods her head as she responds, “Yes, I’ve
thought both of those ways already. You know, it’s a shame that by
society’s definition making love doesn’t happen until the physical
act of sexual intercourse, yet the touching we’ve been doing for
weeks, especially your touching, is very much a physical expression
of love. I think we’ve been making love even if we haven’t had
sexual intercourse.”

“I agree. The touching we’ve been doing and more is
generally lumped under the term of ‘foreplay’ and is usually done
immediately before sexual intercourse. The understood purpose is to
get the female into the final stage of ‘in the mood’ which she
generally wants to last longer while he typically wants to make it
as short as possible.”

“I’ve heard that complaint from some of my female
classmates. Another complaint I’ve overheard was that once he had a
sexual release, they were done, even if she felt like she was just
getting interested.”

“That’s something which makes no sense from a couple
of aspects. First of all, why would he want to call it quits when
she’s just getting warmed up? What a way to disappoint her. And if
she’s disappointed enough, she’ll either look elsewhere or give up
on the whole idea. In either case, he’ll miss out on future
opportunities. The second aspect which doesn’t make sense and I’ve
never heard of an explanation, is why a woman is capable of two or
three climaxes . . .”

She interrupts, “Or four or five.”

George looks at her in surprise then asks, “That
many? Where have you heard that?”

“I felt it. That’s what your magnificent hands do to
my body.”

Since he’s quite stunned at hearing that, he swallows
nervously then hesitates before he stammers, “You? . . . My
hands?”

“Yes lover, you. You didn’t know?”

“I . . . I wasn’t counting. . . . I just try to give
you pleasure you.”

“And you give me very wonderful pleasure. Maybe that
will give you a better idea of why I want to keep you around and
have you touch me.”

“Oh my. . . . I . . . I . . . oh my.” Awhile later he
gathers his thoughts and says, “Uh . . . where was I?”

“Right here which is right where you belong, even
though I’m very inclined to remove several intervening layers of
cloth.”

“Huh? . . . oh . . .” he swallows nervously, then
half stammers, “I mean . . . what was I saying?”

“You were talking about a woman being capable of two
or three climaxes as the second aspect which doesn’t make
sense.”

“Oh . . . yeah.” He briefly pauses before he
continues, “It doesn’t make sense when a man is generally only
capable of one climax without some time to recover. The reason most
cultures are more accepting of a man having multiple wives or
lovers than of a woman having multiple husbands or lovers is rooted
in the idea that a single man is able to impregnate multiple women
which would allow for a rapid growth in population. But now that
the population growth is quickly overrunning the limited resources
of the planet, cultures don’t let go of the old ideology, more
because certain groups of people, primarily male, want to hold onto
their power than for any other reason.

“I’ve heard of only one culture where it was normal
for a woman to have two husbands. Even then it wasn’t two at a
time, but the husbands sort of took turns because they would go out
hunting for months at a time. As the importance of sexual activity
has gone from breeding for population growth to pleasure, it would
be more logical, obviously ignoring all moral and cultural aspects,
for a woman to have multiple partners in order to allow her to
achieve her full pleasure and not have to stop just because a
single male climaxed and went to sleep.”

“Or they ought to take lessons from you.”

His eyes open wide and it takes him awhile to
respond, “From me? Why?”

“Because you keep giving me pleasure even after
you’ve had a sexual release. You don’t stop or fall asleep when I’m
still interested. You may pause a moment to catch your breath, but
you do all you can to fill my pleasure to the peak. That’s another
reason I want to keep you as my lover. I don’t need multiple
partners and all of the risks involved in order to achieve my full
pleasure because you take me there, even when you probably should
stop and fall asleep.”

“I don’t mean to make it sound simplistic, Sharlene,
but it’s only fair that I make a little effort to help you achieve
your full pleasure when I’ve received mine. Not only that, but it’s
selfish on my part. The more fully you enjoy your pleasure, the
more likely you are to want it again, which means more pleasure for
me.”

“That upward moving spiral you’ve talked about.”

He nods his head as he responds, “That’s right. It’s
much better than the typical ‘if he isn’t going to please me, why
should I bother to please him’ mentality which is so prevalent in
male-female relationships.”
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Sharlene kisses him then tells him, “I truly am lucky
or incredibly fortunate to have such a considerate lover as you,
George Greyson.” She chuckles, “A lot of women would give up a lot
to have a lover like you, yet they’re so geared to external
appearances they wouldn’t even see you.”

“Or they want short-term excitement or false image
romance.”

“That’s something I’ve never understood. Many people,
women in particular would chastise my maternal grandmother for
being a prostitute, when she had no control over the situation when
she started or even knowledge there was anything else possible in
life. Yet those same people think it’s perfectly normal for him to
spend a few credits at a restaurant or the florist for the same
result. Paying a woman directly for her favors would be a lot more
honest, as well as give her the freedom to spend the money as she
saw fit.”

George chuckles then says, “That reminds me of a
joke. A wealthy man offered an attractive woman a million credits
to have sex with him. She agreed. He then offered her one credit.
She asked him what kind of woman did he think she was. He said they
had already established that, they were just haggling over the
price.”

Sharlene’s chuckle turns to laughter before she
explains, “That’s about how I felt when that guy offered me a
bouquet of flowers which he had bought. The cost of those flowers
were pocket change to him and if he spent all of five minutes to
pick them out and pay for them, I would be surprised. What
impresses me a whole lot more, is a man who gives me pleasure past
when he’s received his pleasure, even to the point of exhaustion
just so I can enjoy more.” The following kiss has more passion from
both of them.

Sharlene slips off of the bed, throws the covers
back, and is somewhat disappointed to realize that George is
wearing his pajamas even though she saw his pajama top when she
first jumped on the bed, but that doesn’t stop her from laying on
him, and covering them up.

He wraps his arms around her and proclaims, “Mmm,
nice, but aren’t you going to wrinkle your skirt.”

“You have a point, maybe I’d better take it off.”

He swallows nervously before he suggests, “Uh, better
not. If it gets wrinkled, I’ll iron it, after you change into
something else.”

“Actually, it would take a lot to wrinkle this skirt.
But if we could wrinkle it, Aunt Paula might wonder what we’ve been
up to.”

“She probably already wonders what we’ve been up to.
I suppose I ought to chase you off so I can get my shower. There’s
no sense in giving her more reason to wonder.”

“Not so fast, old man. There’s plenty of time for you
to shower and get the pizza in the oven. I want some private time
with you first.”

He quickly agrees, “Okay.”

“That was easy.”

“I want some private time with you also, but I don’t
want to be pushy about it. But before we start some private time, I
really ought to empty my bladder.”

“I think I can allow that.” She uncovers them, gets
up, and tells him, “Just don’t you dawdle, old man, or I’ll come in
after you.”

“Yes, my lady.” He gets up and starts to walk around
her.

She stops him and steps close to hug him, “And when
it comes to private time, unless I specifically say something else,
I encourage you to be pushy, in a nice way of course.” She kisses
him and lets his lips respond only in a non-verbal manner. As he’s
about to run out of breath, he ticklishly pokes her, she squawks,
jumps, breaks the kiss, he pushes her onto the bed, and dashes for
the bathroom.

She stares after him for a moment then breaks out
into laughter. It’s going to take her awhile to get used to the
playful side of him because it’s so unexpected from his usual
serious demeanor. When he comes out of the bathroom, she tries very
hard to put on a stern face with her hands on her hips as she tells
him, “That isn’t what I meant by being pushy.”

With a voice of all innocence, he asks, “It
isn’t?”

“No, you silly old coot, and you know it isn’t.” She
can no longer keep the smile off of her face and he just grins in
response as they hug each other. “I suppose ‘pushy’ really isn’t
the right word, I wouldn’t want SOME people to misinterpret what I
meant. I suppose a better way to say what I mean, is that I
encourage you to be bold in initiating or expressing an interest in
some private time and in initiating the touching which we both want
to be a part of private time.”

“Then I’ll request that private time begin now and
last for the next,” he clearly looks at the clock, “fifty years or
so, give or take a decade.”

“Oh, you.” She pulls his head down to initiate the
kiss. As his lips respond, so do his hands, one then the other
caresses her back and sides, with an occasional thumb slipping
between their torsos to caress her up the front of her shirt, then
veer away just below her breast. His touching in combination with
her anticipation soon has the pleasure spiraling up inside of
her.

When they break the kiss so he can breathe, he stands
up straighter and instead of pulling her body closer, he slips his
hands between their bodies to slide around and occasionally over
her breasts as she gasps with the spikes of pleasure. After a few
seemingly magical passes of his hands over her chest, he leans back
just a little in order to start to undo her shirt buttons. She
looks down and watches his hands for a moment before she reaches up
to start unbuttoning his pajama top. Since she has fewer buttons to
undo, they finish at about the same time, spread each other’s
shirt/top wide and pull each other closer to be mostly skin on skin
as they kiss again.

Her excitement grows as she rubs her bra covered
breasts across his chest while his hands slip into her opened shirt
to caress the bare skin of her back. Although he has to break the
kiss to breathe, his hands don’t stop caressing her and sometimes
they even slip over the waistband of her skirt to go partway over
her hips. As his breathing settles, some of his caresses slide
across the top of her buttocks.

In a surprise move which she responds to with a brief
cry of climatic pleasure, his hands reach down on the outside of
her skirt, cup her buttocks and as he pulls her up his body, he
leans back a little to better balance her weight and kisses her
hungrily. She responds hungrily, not only with her lips, but after
a moment’s hesitation, she pulls her legs up to wrap around his
waist. When her legs change position, the contour of her buttocks
changes shape under his hands and she almost cries out, but as his
hands change from holding her buttocks to fondling them, she does
verbally express her climax.

In a little while, his hands stop moving on her
buttocks and while he gives her a chance to catch her breath, he
takes the couple of steps to the bed, turns, and sits down on the
end of the bed. As her buttocks rest on his upper thighs, his hands
slide up her buttocks to her back to resume their caresses while he
holds her tight. A little later, she pushes herself back just a
little, grabs his head, and kisses him hungrily. He responds until
he has to gasp for breath.

While she gives him time to breathe, she unlocks her
legs from his back and moves them so they’re not behind him, but
kneeling along the side of his legs. When his breathing has just
settled, she pushes him back onto the bed, follows him down,
announces, “I can be pushy too,” and locks lips with him again
while she supports herself on her left arm so her right hand can
caress his chest. His hands attempt to slip under her skirt, but
it’s trapped between their bodies so he caresses her legs through
her skirt.

In a moment, it dawns on him that he’s following her
legs vertically. His hands slide over the sides of her hips which
are high in the air, then up the sides of her torso and move inward
until they stop to caress her breasts through her bra. Even as she
maintains the kiss, she arches her back to give his hands more room
and as they circle in to tantalize her prominent nipples, she
breaks the kiss to cry out in pleasure, then drops her head to the
bed next to his head and pants for breath while he keeps her
pleasure just below the peak for a little while by caressing her
breasts and he barely avoids touching her nipples before his hands
move back down to caress her torso.
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When Sharlene can breathe more normally, she slides
her torso down George’s and kisses his chest while she lowers her
hips and buttocks to again rest on his legs. She pauses a moment,
then sits up while his eyes and smile widen to see her body through
her open shirt. As she leans forward a little, she leans on one arm
to lift the opposite leg some in order to pull her skirt out from
between her leg and his body, does the same on the other side, then
spreads out the front of her skirt over his chest. His eyes watch
her every move and even catch glimpses of her bare upper legs.

She sits back up and smiles in delight as he avidly
watches her take her shirt off and toss it aside. After she scoots
her knees forward some, she leans forward, braces herself on her
left hand then has to pause as the pleasure flows through her due
to his hands which caress her bare skin right up to the edge of her
bra. As she struggles to concentrate on what she’s doing and not on
the pleasure which is growing inside of her, she lifts her buttocks
off of his waist to pull her skirt out from under her and quickly
unsnaps his pajama bottom and opens it.

While she resists the temptation to stroke his erect
penis, she somewhat spreads her skirt behind her. She keeps her
hips slightly above his body and braces herself on both of her arms
and, for awhile, she loses herself in the pleasure of his touch.
When she feels him touching the edges of her breasts through her
thin bra which causes the pleasure to grow higher inside of her,
she lowers her body and moves her hips from side to side, but is
surprised when she doesn’t feel his penis between her legs.

His eyes open wide for a moment in surprise as he
feels her rub herself on him then they close in pleasure. Soon,
he’s moving his hips from side to side in the opposite direction of
her movements, but it only lasts for a few moments until his
fingers close in on her nipples, his hips surge upwards which
forces his body to more firmly press on the bottom of her panty
covered pubic area, and she cries out with her climactic pleasure.
When he slumps back to the bed, she rides his body down and barely
avoids collapsing on top of him while her braced arms hold her
up.

As she recognizes a slight tremor in her arms, she
lowers herself to lay on him. His hands, which had fallen from her
breasts, now lift up and drape themselves over her back and embrace
her with little strength. A little later, she leans to one side and
then the other to straighten out her legs and to lay them along the
outsides of his legs, then she lays down on him.

When she feels a little energy after a brief doze,
Sharlene gets off of him and is soon back to wash him and realizes
that she had sat on his body a little higher than what she had
intended.

Rather than directly stop her, he tries to dissuade
her, “You don’t need to do that, I’m going to shower anyway.”

“I don’t want you dripping on the way to the
bathroom.”

“Oh. . . . Thank you, lady. You do know how to excite
an old man.”

“Thank you for all of the pleasure you give me.”

“Thank yourself also, you initiated the private time
and directed a lot of the touching.”

“Oh, George. Accept a little praise. Without your
guidance and inspiration, I wouldn’t know what to do.”

Wisely, he shuts up, even as he marvels at how she
seems to have a natural talent for exciting him as well as a large
capacity for enjoying intimate pleasure. Or maybe it’s her long
suppressed interest combined with her curiosity and willingness to
experiment. Either way, she’s more than a dream come true.

She interrupts his thoughts when she asks, “Are you
going to need some help getting to the shower?”

“I’ll be okay after I rest a little longer.”

“Okay. But I’ll be back in a little while to check on
you.”

“Thank you, love . . . .”

She stops his words with a kiss almost as hungry as
the one which started them a little while ago. Slowly, reluctantly,
she steps away and when she reaches the door, she hesitates then
looks at him for several moments before she steps out of the room.
She goes to the guest bathroom and washes herself and has to bite
her lip to keep her pleasure under control.

As she dries herself, the pleasure comes close to
surging back not only from the touch, but from realizing she had
forgotten to grab a clean panty and will have to walk to the guest
bedroom without a panty on under her skirt. It’s only a few steps
and he’ll never know unless she tells him, but still, the idea . .
. . In an effort to not think about it more, she grabs her damp
panty, goes to the guest bedroom, puts it with her dirty laundry,
gets a clean panty, a high cut one this time, and puts it on.

She decides to give him a few more minutes so she
goes to the kitchen and gets a drink. A little later, she walks
back down the hall, steps into his bedroom, and when she sees the
empty bed and the closed bathroom door, she guesses he’s getting
his shower. Back in the guest bedroom, she gets her computer and
checks her email, but doesn’t have any responses, not that she had
really expected any. Since she doesn’t want to start working on
anything which might take some time and she’s also hesitant to sort
lingerie which could too easily get her thoughts going in a
direction which isn’t conducive to being proper company for her
aunt and uncle, she goes to the living room and plays the
piano.

When she pauses between a couple of songs, Sharlene
isn’t surprised to feel George’s gentle hands on her shoulders and
a kiss on the top of her head, but she is surprised at how quickly
the time has gone by.

He proclaims, “Beautiful music by a beautiful
woman.”

She leans back on him and tells him, “You play some
mighty beautiful music yourself,” as she pulls his hands off of her
shoulders and presses them to her breasts.

“Are you trying to get me started again?”

“You wonderful man, I don’t need to try. And I didn’t
intend to get either of us started again. Pulling your hands down
just seemed like the right thing to do at the moment as though
this,” she caresses the backs of his hands, “is where they
belong.”

“Mmm, I’m certainly not going to argue with you.
Except maybe I shouldn’t be wrinkling your shirt,” as his left hand
slides across her shirt to her right breast while his right hand
slips inside her shirt to caress her left breast through only her
bra.

“Oh, yes!” She leans back on him. As she slides her
back across him, she’s pleased to feel a distinct bulge in his
pants on her back.

Soon, he pulls his hands back and grips her upper
arms to stop her rubbing torso. He bends his head down to whisper
in her right ear, “I hate to say it, but I think I had better stop
giving into my desire to touch you, at least for a little
while.”

“Does that mean I have to stop, too?”

“I don’t mean to interfere with your freedom, but
I’ll find it much harder to stop if you don’t.”

“Rather than call it a stop, let’s refer to it as
pause, because I, for one, am anxious for you to resume your
touching.”

“Oh, my lady, you can’t know what that means to this
old man. Thank you very much.”

She lifts her right hand up to grip the right side of
his head, turns her head, and kisses him deeply. When she lets him
have a chance to catch his breath, she releases her grip, steps
around the piano bench, hugs him tightly, and tells him, “If I
could, old man, I would never release you.”

“I don’t want to release you either, but that
wouldn’t be very practical.”

She pulls his head down to whisper in his ear, “It
would be interesting for us to think about ways of making
‘practical’ less of an impediment.” As his eyes open wide in
surprise, she kisses him again, and enjoys his quick response.

As he catches his breath, she leads him to the
kitchen and gets him a drink. In between swallows, he directs her,
at her request, in getting the oven warmed up and then putting the
pizza in and setting the timer. When he notices his mail which he
had dropped on the counter earlier, he goes through it, more as a
distraction to give him time to come to grips with what she’s said
and the implications of it.

Although it’s clear she’s very smart, in some areas
she’s rather naive and he wonders if she understands the potential
implications of what she has said. After awhile, he decides that
even if she didn’t understand all of the implications, she probably
wouldn’t be bothered by them or find a way to accept or work around
them. Once the mail has been reviewed while most of it ends up in
the recycle bin, he looks up to see that she’s watching him.

When she sees him look at her, she asks, “What are
you thinking, old man?”

“Um, . . . that could be a dangerous question.”

“So. You’ll protect me.”

“From myself?”

“Yes. So, what were you thinking?”

He hesitates then answers, “I was wondering if you
understand the implications of reducing the practical impediments
to us continually holding each other.”

“Probably not, but I’m still willing to try just
about anything with you, especially if it means more time spent as
close to you as possible.”

He stares at her for a moment then shakes his head as
he proclaims, “And I thought I was crazy to think such
thoughts.”

She grins and says, “See how compatible we are? We’re
not just crazy about each other, we’re both just plain crazy.”

He steps over to her, squats a little, wraps his arms
snugly around her, lifts her off of the floor, and kisses her
thoroughly. She immediately responds, but before she runs him out
of breath, the doorbell rings. After they continue the kiss just a
little longer, he sets her down and leans on the counter while she
goes to answer the door. As Sharlene greets her aunt and uncle,
George gets out plates, eating utensils, and glasses, both drinking
and wine, then does his own greeting of his friends when they come
into the kitchen.
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Paula looks at him and asks, “Pizza, George? You
continue to surprise me.”

“The crust is the hard part, at least as far as I’m
concerned, so I pay Armando down at the bake shop to do up the
dough for a couple of dozen at a time. The rest is just lots of
ingredients.”

“It’s going to have to be mighty good to live up to
the praise which Sharlene gave it.”

George wraps his arms around Sharlene then says,
“Well Paula, I hope you give some allowance for the enthusiasm of
youth.”

“Why you!” As Sharlene tries to jab her elbows into
George’s ribs she understands why he wrapped his arms around her
and soon joins the laughter of the others.

Paul pours wine for those who want it and they chat
for a little while until the pizza is done. When George pulls it
out of the oven, the smell convinces them of their hunger.

Paul asks, “Only one?”

George answers, “If you’re still hungry after we
finish this off, I’ll gladly cook up another one.”

“You’ve got a deal. It smells great.”

They sit down at the table. After just a couple of
bites, Paula looks at him and says, “Sharlene wasn’t exaggerating.
I think this is the best pizza I’ve ever had. You’ve just spoiled
me.”

“I’m glad you like it, but I didn’t intend to spoil
you.”

The rest of the meal is silent, verbally at
least.

When they’re done eating, Paul exclaims, “Excellent,
simply excellent.”

“Thank you.”

A couple of moments later, Paula asks, “George, have
you thought about marketing it?”

“Not really. The thought has bounced through my head
a couple of times, but it would have to be rather high priced to
make it profitable and I wouldn’t want to tie myself down in that
way. I much prefer to enjoy it occasionally and share it with my
friends.”

“What do you mean by high priced?”

“I think it was a couple of years ago I figured out
that just the cost of the ingredients was about twenty credits a
pizza. If I made the crust myself, it would be a little cheaper.
That doesn’t count the time to make it or the investment in the
equipment. If I was to do it in a restaurant setting the price
would be a whole lot higher. I would have to market it in the very
high rent district in the city, to find enough people who were
willing to pay a lot for a good pizza. As much as I like it, I
wouldn’t pay for it myself if I had to buy it already made.”

Paula nods her head then says, “You’re probably right
about all of that. This is definitely better than other high
quality pizzas I’ve had, but few people are willing to pay the
extra. And if you did turn it over to someone else to make, they
would start taking shortcuts or reduce the quality in other ways in
order to increase the profit.”

“That’s what I figured.”

Paul suggests, “Maybe you can get Sharlene to play
some of her happy emotions when you hand out your bill, like she’s
going to do for me after I repair their vehicle.”

“Uncle Paul!”

“In that case, why should I make a quality pizza?
I’ll just serve tomato paste on shirt cardboard and still have
happy customers.” George pulls Sharlene into his embrace as they
share the laughter.

Paula asks, “George, if I could find someone to make
the pizzas to your quality, would you mind if I sold them as an
exclusive gourmet pizza at the store?”

“No. Do you really think there would be enough
customers to make it worthwhile?”

She briefly hesitates then answers, “Not among the
locals, but we do have some people come through town who are
looking for that something extra, or for exceptional craftsmanship,
something you won’t find in a metropolitan area and they’re willing
to pay top dollar. If we could interest one or two of them, we
could set up a facility in town and provide jobs for some of our
young people and others who have a hard time finding work.”

“That’s a worthy goal, Paula, but I wouldn’t want to
be paying slave wages to the people doing the work while some big
wig executives sit around doing nothing except getting even
richer.”

“I agree completely. Any contract would have to be
very carefully put together. I don’t want to fill the town with a
bunch of polluting industries, but I also don’t like how many of
our people have to move away to find jobs and lose the sense of
community we have here, at least to some degree. We do have our
share of the power hungry and the back stabbers, but we also have a
lot of good people who want to support their families and be
friendly neighbors. I want to encourage those people to stay while
at the same time we keep growth to a minimum.”

“That’s about as close as you can come to setting
yourself up for failure. If a place is nice enough that people want
to stay, it’s nice enough that other people want to move in,
sometimes in droves. The people on the town council aren’t likely
to restrict growth if it means more tax revenues.”

“You’re right, George. I know I haven’t worked out
all of the angles. Actually, it’s more like I’ve just got some
dreams.”

“I’m glad you’re dreaming about such things and I
really don’t want to rain on your parade. I’ve had a number of the
same thoughts over the years. I guess I just couldn’t keep the hope
alive long enough to do something about it.”

Sharlene suggests, “One way to keep growth down would
be to have Molly ‘interview’ prospective residents.”

They stare at her.

After a pause, George nods his head then says, “Young
lady, you’re certainly right that growth would be kept down if it
required her paw of approval, but I wouldn’t want to put that kind
of a burden on her. Assuming she could understand.” He considers it
for a moment longer, “You know, there might be some merit to the
idea if she also has to approve of the current residents.”

Paula asks him, “Are you trying to say you don’t like
some of our town’s model citizens?”

“To put it nicely, I regret to say that there are
some residents who I like better than others.”

Sharlene looks at him in surprise then says, “Old
man, you talk nice like that and we’ll accuse you of wanting to
start a new career in politics.”

George turns to her and says, “Young lady, I give you
permission to go wash your mouth out with soap.”

Paula and Paul start to laugh while Sharlene and
George grin at each other then briefly kiss.

“Back to the subject of Molly, Paul, do you have the
name and phone number of the veterinarian who I took Molly to when
she was beaten?”

He nods his head as he answers, “Down at the house.
Why?”

“Well, I think she’s pregnant and I would like to
have her checked over. It would be best if it was with someone she
was familiar with and had a record of her history. If you could
give me a call sometime with the information, I would appreciate
it.”

“Of course I will. How about that, Molly is going to
have puppies. Do you have any idea who the father might be?”

George shakes his head as he answers, “Not a clue. I
just happened to notice earlier today that she was fuller around
the middle than usual and when I checked her over, her teats were
more prominent.”

With a big wink, Paula asks, “Sharlene, how can you
stand to be with a man who admits that he touched another female’s
breasts?”

“Oh, it’s worse than that, Aunt Paula. I was standing
right there while he did it.”

“Have you no shame, old man?”

“None whatsoever.”

They laugh as Sharlene leans over to kiss his
cheek.

A little later, Paula asks, “Well, George are you
ready to deal with a bunch of puppies?”

“That depends on where Molly decides to have them. I
told her I would set up a box in the garage with blankets inside,
but whether she uses it or not, is up to her. I also told her I
would help her, but how much and what kind of help she wants is up
to her.”

Sharlene remarks, “Well, I would sure like to have a
puppy. After Natasha died, although it was unspoken, it was clear I
wasn’t allowed another pet.”

“I’m sorry, my love, but that won’t be your
choice.”

She stares at George in shock.

He explains, “They’re Molly’s puppies and she’ll
decide what becomes of them. If she wants to keep them together to
form her own pack, that’s her choice. If she wants to give them
away, that’s her choice.”

It takes Sharlene a little time to respond, “You’re
right. Thank you for straightening me out.”

“I think you knew that even if it didn’t come out
quite right.”

“Not quite. In many ways, I still think of Molly as
your pet. I know she’s your friend rather than your pet, but old
habits die hard.”

He nods his head and responds, “Don’t I know it. I’m
sure Molly will allow you to play with her puppies, but we’ll just
have to wait and see if one or more of them decide to become your
special friend.”

After that, George clears the table as Sharlene wraps
up the leftovers for Paula and Paul to take for an easy lunch. When
Paula drags Sharlene down the hall to the guest bedroom to talk,
George asks Paul about the work on his vehicle and as Paul lists
the few things, mostly cosmetic, to be done yet, George writes him
a check as an advance on the bill. Since he knows what he asked
Paul to do, there had to be a fair amount out of Paul’s pocket to
pay for parts above what George has already paid up front. Once
that is taken care of, their conversation turns to other
things.

In the bedroom, Sharlene assures her, “Yes, Aunt
Paula, George has been treating me wonderfully, more so than I
could have imagined.”

“I thought that was the case, but I’ll probably
continue to ask you for a long time to come.”

“That’s fine, because I like to brag about him. It’s
funny, a few weeks ago I had no clue how to talk about a man. Now,
I have to be careful not to go into a multitude of glorious details
about how wonderful he is, how much pleasure he gives me, and how
much I enjoy being with him even when he’s not touching me.
Sometimes it’s all I can do not to want to wear him.”

Paula looks at her with wide eyes then asks,
“Really?”

“Yeah. And that makes me wonder if I am going
overboard or if such feelings are normal.”

“As I told you when all of this started, there’s no
normal between a man and a woman, as long as they mutually agree.
I’ll admit that your feelings for George seem to be somewhat more
intense than the average, but considering your background, that’s
probably not unusual. So enjoy him as long as you want. Whatever
you decide about him, I’ll support you. As much as I care about
that old man, I care about you more.”

Sharlene hugs her and tells her, “Thank you, Aunt
Paula. I really appreciate your support, especially since you
support me in staying with him and not just in leaving him.”
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Paula hesitates a little then asks, “Have you been
communicating with your folks?”

“I sent Dad an email earlier today.”

“An email? Not a phone call?”

Sharlene nods her head then explains, “It’s not
unusual for me and right now I want to have a little more control
over the communication. I’m not trying to hide my relationship with
George, but I want to bring it up in a face to face with my folks,
or at least with Dad. That way it will be much clearer to him that
I’m not being unduly influenced. I know both you and Klara support
me, but I want to bring it up on my own first and if they have
strong objections, then I’ll ask you or Klara to speak up.”

“You’d better start with Klara since your mom still
thinks I’m a bad influence on you.”

“You’re probably right. I know it’s a horrible thing
to say about one’s own mom, but there are times when I think the
rest of the family could enjoy each other’s company more if she
weren’t around.”

“I know. Frankly, I’ve been quite proud of you for
how well you’ve managed with her for all of these years. If you had
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