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This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, names, and events in this book are products of this
writer’s imagination or, in the case of referenced historical
persons, are used fictitiously. Any other similarity to actual
persons, names, or events is purely coincidental.

 


* * * * *

 


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.

 


* * * * *

 


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.

 


 



Her Catalyst – Part 10

 


 


 


2147-09-35 (a2>e1)

 


While she’s glad another week of school is over,
Angelisa still feels like she’s trudging her way home through mud.
She wonders how Sharlene’s trip went to acquire money for their new
company and whether she’s coming back to George. She had very much
wanted to check on him while Sharlene was gone, but she knew she
didn’t dare. It’s been almost two weeks since she’s last seen them
and is surprised at how much she misses their hugs and
encouragement. After she arrives home and quickly changes her
clothes, she’s soon busy serving lunch.

As the lunch crowd diminishes, Maria calls her
over.

“Yes, Mama?”

“Klara called earlier and wants to meet with us and
Aunt Sohneetuh. I told her we would be available at ten hundred
tomorrow. She wanted to go over the contract with us and see if you
had any statements ready.”

“Okay. Did she say whether Sharlene or Mr. G would be
with her?”

“No. I assumed they would be with her. Doesn’t she
stay at George’s when she visits since there’s no hotel here?”

“I don’t think so. I think I heard that she stays
with Sharlene’s aunt Paula who owns the Country Store and Fuel
Depot on the other side of town.”

“I didn’t know that. Then I don’t know if they’ll be
with her.”

Angelisa tries not to sound too disappointed as she
responds, “Okay. Thank you for telling me.”

While she tries to keep her hope up, she guesses that
if nothing else, Klara will know how Sharlene and George are doing.
After lunch is done, Angelisa meets with a couple of other people
in the restaurant to help prepare their victim statements.

 


* * * * *

 


They decide to call it a day when they’re about
halfway through Kassandra’s process. Sharlene had hoped to be
further along, but they’re achieving a more detailed process than
she had expected, thanks largely to George’s insistence on every
detail being recorded. After she sends the three trainers home, the
partners discuss the day and set up a tentative agenda for the rest
of the training. Once that is taken care of, it only takes them a
few minutes to get things cleaned up and ready for next week. They
hug, congratulate each other on making it through the first week,
lock the front door, and are on their way home.

Sharlene and George take their things into her house
and use up a few minutes in order to hug and kiss each other. They
reluctantly separate to get packed which is quickly accomplished
while she decides to take a few things since she can’t remember
exactly what she has at George’s. They get a drink and she switches
batteries from their headbands with the ones she had recharging.
Since they don’t dare to let the desire flow, they keep their
kisses light until the doorbell rings.

Soon, they have themselves and their luggage loaded
in Klara’s vehicle and are on their way. Before they get on the
highway they realize they’re not the only ones heading out of the
city, so George directs Klara to another route, the one past the
quadrant park. It’s a little more overall distance, but it has a
lot less traffic. Past the park, they stop for dinner at the little
restaurant where George and Sharlene had stopped at before.

Since they called while on the way, Klara pulls into
Paula’s, grabs her luggage, and they all go in for dessert. Klara
and Sharlene tell Paula and Paul about how her visit with her
parents went, they show Sharlene’s presentation, and give a brief
review of the first week with the new company. Sharlene remembers
to ask her aunt about serving on the board of advisors. After a
moment’s thought, Paula agrees with the caveat that she can attend
meetings by phone if necessary due to her own business needs.
Sharlene readily agrees.

Klara tosses George the keys to her rental vehicle
and says, “I’ll never find your driveway in the dark, but you had
better be here to pick me up in time for my meeting at ten hundred
at Maria’s.”

“Yes, ma’am.” They share a round of hugs then George
and Sharlene drive off.

Paula asks, “Klara, are they getting along?”

“If they aren’t, they’re much better actors than any
I’ve seen. For being so mismatched in age, I’ve seldom seen two
people more right for each other.”

“That’s good. As much as I trust George, sometimes I
still worry.”

Klara chuckles then says, “Sometimes I think we
should worry more about George. She’s got him hooked and I think
she dragging him along a little faster than what he’s prepared
for.”

“Oh? Why do you say that?”

“A couple of things Mariam has passed on which she
and Sharlene have talked about. This morning, they were late, and I
suspect it was because she stepped up the relationship to a new
level. Nothing was said and they acted rather normal, but there was
a gleam in her eyes, like the cat who got the canary, and his eyes
looked like he felt somewhat shell shocked.”

Paula pauses then says, “I wondered.”

“What?”

“Before Sharlene started college, she spent a week
here and asked some very detailed questions about puberty and the
male-female relationship, then went to Running Deer and then to her
mother’s gynecologist and asked more questions. Some of us were
afraid that as soon as she left home to go to the university, she
was going to go wild, but nothing happened, not even a hand holding
boyfriend.”

Klara nods her head and responds, “I remember some of
Robert’s concerns. He was seriously thinking about insisting she
stay home and go to the local university.”

“Yeah. I had to remind him that would be the worst
time to try to put a clamp on a young person. Anyway, I’m guessing
she decided it wasn’t safe enough for her to come out of her shell.
And then along comes quiet safe boring old man George and she feels
safe enough to come out of her shell, but instead of coming out a
little at a time, she blows the shell apart and his self-image with
it.”

“I think that’s probably a good analogy.”

“She may be seriously rattling his self-imposed cage
from time to time, but I’ve never seen him happier.”

“Or her.”

“That’s true, Klara.”

 


* * * * *

 


George stops the vehicle just inside his driveway to
get his mail before he continues up to the house. He opens the
vehicle door, says, “Hello, Molly,” then kneels down and soon has
his arms full of wriggling fur.

Sharlene comes around the vehicle, joins the hug, and
guesses, “She’s had her puppies.”

“That’s what I figured.”

“How did you know she was there?”

“I didn’t. She knows enough to stay out of the
headlights, but if she was here, she was going to check out a
strange vehicle. Well, girl, how are your little ones?”

“Woof!” she trots to the garage, looks back to be
sure they’re following and slips into the doggy door.

A moment later, he stops and proclaims, “I don’t
believe it.”

“What?”

“She just turned on the inside garage lights and
turned them down.”

“Was that the flash of light I saw?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m assuming by your exclamation that you didn’t
teach her.”

“Not directly. Maybe she saw me. It certainly isn’t
beyond her capabilities or any dog who can reach that high, but for
her to understand that we need to see and to dim the lights so they
won’t be too harsh on our eyes after coming in from the dark,
that’s something else.”

They resume walking, he unlocks the door, and they
step in to see Molly proudly standing over a multi-colored pile of
fur.

Sharlene kneels down outside of the packing crate
turned into a maternity ward and is about to reach in when she
remembers how George treats Molly and asks, “Molly, may I touch
your puppies?”

Molly looks at her for a moment as if in
consideration then gives her a quick lick on the face which
Sharlene takes as acceptance. Gently, she reaches down and very
lightly touches each little sleeping body then reaches over to pet
Molly, “Thank you, Molly.” Sharlene gets up and sees that George is
making sure Molly has plenty of food.

“Thank you, Molly.” He asks, “Shall I turn out the
light?”

“Woof.”

George grabs Sharlene’s hand, turns out the light,
guides her out the door, turns back, and locks the door.

She asks, “How can you see?”

“By feel. Like this,” as he wraps his arms around
her.

“Mmm, I like. It looked like Molly had six puppies. I
couldn’t tell if one was a little smaller than the others as the
veterinarian suggested. How are we going to see to get to the
house?”

“Wait a moment and your eyes will adjust.”

In a little while, it appears as though little lights
are being turned on all over the sky. She exclaims, “It’s
beautiful. I forgot how bright the stars can be without all of the
city lights. When I was a child, I insisted that one of the bright
stars had to be Narian and when my parents visited friends or
family, I had to look in their closets to see if the way had opened
in their closet instead of my own.”

They stand there for awhile as they look at the
stars. He leans over and whispers in her ear, “Well, angel, are you
going to tell me which one you came from?”

She just turns and kisses him thoroughly, several
times.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-09-35 (e2)

 


When Sharlene finally lets him fully catch his
breath, George suggests, “We probably better go in through the
laundry room rather than track fur all over the house.”

“That’s not a very romantic way to ask a woman to
take her clothes off for you.”

He’s silent for a little while before he asks, “Um,
may I have the pleasure of removing your outer garments in the
laundry room for the purpose of touching you and giving you
pleasure?”

She tries to sound indignant, “A laundry room? That’s
hardly a romantic setting.”

He leans closer and suggestively whispers, “It’s not
what’s in a room, but who’s in the room and what their intentions
are towards each other which determines whether a setting is
romantic or not.”

“Now you’re talking.” She jumps into his arms, wraps
her legs around him, and kisses him deeply.

After several more kisses, he pats her buttocks, and
suggests, “Hop down.”

“Must I?”

“No. But I would prefer to use my energy to touch you
rather than to carry you.”

“Oh. I agree,” and she slides down him.

He leads her to the rental vehicle to get their
luggage, locks the vehicle, leads her to the laundry room door, and
opens it for her. He follows her in, sets the luggage on top of the
dryer, closes and locks the door, turns, picks her up, sits her on
top of the washer, steps close, pulls her head closer, and kisses
her deeply. She wraps her legs around his waist and pulls him even
closer while several more intense kisses follow.

After he leans back in order to catch his breath, his
hands slide around from her back over her breasts, she gasps with
the spike of pleasure, and he begins to slowly undo her shirt
buttons. A couple of moments later, she brings her hands forward to
undo his shirt. He leans his head forward and rather than locking
lips to breathlessness, he plays with her month, pulls on her lips,
his tongue plays tag with her tongue, all of which is interspersed
with brief locked lipped kisses.

Her pleasure jumps to a higher plateau when she feels
him undo her pants before he pulls her shirt all of the way out of
her pants. Once their shirts are spread wide, their hands go to
each other’s backs and pull themselves tightly together while their
tongues reach as deep as possible. When they’re both panting for
breath, they push each other’s shirts off and are soon mostly skin
to skin and mouth to mouth.

After a few more kisses, they have to take a break to
breathe, regardless of the desire which is surging through and
between them. He leans back just enough to place his hands on the
front of her rib cage. He takes another deep breath then pushes up
and almost lifts her off of the washer, but what gives way is her
bra as it pops over her nipples with his thumbs right behind and
she cries out with her sudden climax even as she raises her arms
for him to push her bra the rest of the way off of her.

Her hands drop, grabs his head, and she kisses him as
hungrily as she can, then breaks the kiss to cry out with pleasure
as his thumbs return to touch her nipples. Twice more she starts to
kiss him then has to break the kiss to cry out as his fingers, then
the palm of his hand, excite her nipples to climax. Before he can
do it again, she grabs his hands, holds them down on her legs and
leans her head on his shoulder while she tries to catch her
breath.

As her breathing settles, she groans with pleasure as
his thumbs caress up and down the insides of her thighs while they
slowly move up her legs. While she takes deep breaths between her
groans, she finally undoes his pants, but before she can do more,
she cries out with yet another climax when his thumbs reach between
her legs and stroke her next to her pants covered vulva. A brief
coherent thought of, “I’m home,” makes it through her heavy
breathing while she feels like she’s melting into a puddle of pure
pleasure.

While one of his hands hold her, his other hand
reaches behind him and unhooks her limp legs, then pushes his pants
down. He tries to step out of them, but he can’t get them over his
shoes. He thinks for a moment, then lifts her off of the washer,
leans her buttocks on it, and guides her hands to brace herself on
the edge of the washer. He squats down and partially kneels while
he tries to brace her with his head and left shoulder then fumbles
as he tries to undo his right shoe while his pants leg keeps
getting in the way and he feels himself starting to become
angry.

He stops himself, takes a deep breath, and finally
gets his shoe off, almost throws it away from him, then gets his
right pant leg off. With more freedom to move, his other shoe comes
off more easily as does his other pant leg. With much more
gentleness, he removes her shoes.

As her breathing settles, she feels a little less
like a puddle, and moves her right hand to his chin and gently
pulls him up and kisses him. And kisses him. And kisses him some
more. He breaks the next kiss before he’s breathless, moves his
lips over her chin, down her throat while he feels the rumble of
her groan, and down her upper chest. When he pauses between her
breasts, her hand is behind his head and she moves her torso to one
side and cries out when his tongue circles one of her erect
nipples. She only partially catches her breath when his tongue
circles her other nipple and she climaxes again.

His kisses trail down her upper abdomen while he
kneels in front of her and gently pulls her pants down without
pulling her panty off in the process. He slides his hands down the
outsides of her thighs as he pushes her pants down then he lifts
one of her knees at a time in order to move her pants away from her
feet. As his kisses move across her waist, she gently pushes down
on the top of his head to encourage his kisses to go lower.
Instead, his kisses move back up her upper abdomen and they again
excite each nipple as she responds with cries of climax. She’s
panting for breath as his kisses move up her chest and throat while
her arms hug his neck.

His hands settle on her hips, their lips meet
greedily, and he lifts her up as he stands up, but before he can
sit her on the washer, her legs lift and clamp around him. His
right arm drops to support her buttocks while his left hand braces
himself on the wall and he carries her to his bedroom as they
alternate kisses with breathing breaks. When he reaches the side of
the bed, he pauses, lifts his left knee onto the bed, removes his
right arm from under her buttocks, pushes off with his right foot,
and falls onto the bed. He catches himself with his hands and as
quickly and as gently as possible, he lowers her to the bed so he’s
not supporting her weight.

“George, make love to me, please!”

Since he’s not ready to comply with her request, yet,
but is unable to totally resist her, he supports himself on his
left hand and reaches his right hand down to start caressing her
thigh while his hand moves inward. She unhooks her legs and spreads
them while she groans with the growing pleasure while his hand
caresses further inwards and upwards along her leg. He slides his
little finger up her leg and strokes her along her panty seam as
she cries out. After he moves his right hand down her leg, he grips
her leg behind her knee and gently lifts her left leg up and
forward as she moves her right leg in the same way which causes her
hips to tilt up along with her damp panty covered vulva.

He lowers his hips, then with a couple of
adjustments, he lowers his hips further until his underwear covered
erect penis just touches her panty covered vulva. He gently presses
in, she climaxes with a cry which quickly escalates to a scream of
orgasm as he moves his hips slightly back and forth then he presses
in a little harder as he climaxes. A moment later, she
collapses.

He barely pushes himself off of her and rolls onto
the bed before his arms give way and he lays there while he pants
for breath. As a little energy returns, he knows there are things
to be done, but what he does is straightens out her legs, reaches
behind him, pulls the covers up, lays his right leg across her
legs, covers them up, lays his right arm across her upper abdomen,
lays his head next to hers, pulls her tight, and falls asleep.

It’s awhile before the post-climactic fog of pleasure
slowly releases her to awareness. As her awareness increases, she
notices that he’s partially laying on her and as much as she wants
to be close to him, she’s concerned that if he did lay completely
on her she would find it uncomfortable. Yet she had virtually asked
him to lay on her when she begged him to make love to her. Although
she really did want him to fully make love to her, she can barely
contain her pride at his strength of character and his creativity
in finding a way to give her such great pleasure which was nearly
making love while he still didn’t touch her more directly that he
already had.

As many times as she runs it through her head, she
still can’t firmly decide whether to insist that he make love to
her or to let him lead her to the last steps of the journey. Rather
than being bothered by her lack of consistency, she suspects he’s
having a very similar struggle. The thoughts continue to bounce
through her head as she slips out of his embrace to go to the
bathroom. As she gets back into bed, she slips into his embrace and
makes a couple of adjustments for comfort while he barely stirs,
but once she’s settled, his grip seems to tighten around her and
not long afterwards, she’s asleep.

A couple of hours later, he wakes, goes to the
bathroom, washes up, gets his pajama bottom on, and since he’s
selfish about wanting to feel her bare torso on his bare chest, he
slips back into bed, embraces her, sighs contentedly, and falls
asleep.

 


* * * * *

 


While the imaginary mud which was dragging her feet
after school seems to turn into quicksand as she’s helping to clean
up the restaurant after dinner, Angelisa manages to get a little
homework done before she gives up the battle and goes to bed. Since
she’s unable to keep the tears behind her eyelids, she decides that
if Klara doesn’t know how George is doing, she’ll somehow get
across town and find out for herself, regardless of societal or
cultural proprieties.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-09-36 (m1)

 


Sharlene wakes up to the morning sunlight streaming
through George’s bedroom windows. For some reason she still hasn’t
been able to figure out, it makes her feel good, like she’s at
home. Maybe as a little child her bedroom had an east facing
window. She doesn’t remember that, but she does remember last
night, and quickly makes the mental effort to put a lid on her
awakening desire.

Then the thought occurs to her that she can really
relax and enjoy his touch because she is home. She lays there while
tears of joy fill her eyes at the idea of being home, in her home,
of sharing it with the man she loves. Then she has to grip the
sheets while she struggles to control her desire to turn over, wake
him with kisses, and make love to him all morning long. The only
thing which stops her is she knows he needs his rest so he’ll have
the energy to touch her more.

Since she’s too awake to go back to sleep and doubts
her ability to control herself if she stays in bed with him, she
gets up, takes care of her awakening bladder, goes to the kitchen
to start a pot of tea brewing, gets her computer from the laundry
room where he had set it down, and turns it on. While she sips her
tea, she downloads her emotional recordings and is surprised it’s
been several days since the last time she downloaded them then she
struggles to separately describe the multiplicity of intimate
pleasure recordings which he had stimulated in her. The few other
emotional recordings which might be clear or intense enough to
submit are much easier to identify.

She sets her empty cup on the table, starts to get
up, and hears him, “There’s my lovely . . . oh, lady!” as she
rushes to him wearing only her panty and a big smile as she leaps
into his arms and kisses him. He eagerly responds to her fervent
kiss even as he takes a step back and turns to absorb her momentum
then braces his upper back on the wall to help hold them both up.
Several kisses later, they have to take a longer break as they pant
for breath.

He carefully looks at her and asks, “You’re not
disappointed?”

“That you didn’t make love to me last night?”

He nods his head.

“Even though I wanted you do, I don’t feel
disappointed. What I feel is somewhat guilty for continuing to push
you,” she quickly kisses him to stop his protest, “but even more
so, I’m very proud of you for sticking to your convictions and for
all of your effort to keep the journey going, AND for your creative
compromise in making your actions similar to what I image making
love will be like and still not touching me more than you have
previously. I don’t know how you do it, but I’m overwhelming
grateful for the fantastic gift you keep giving me.” She turns her
vocal expression into one more tactile in nature then repeats the
kiss a few more times. A little later, she tells him, “I really
ought to get some food and drink in you so you have the energy to
touch me more.”

While her arms are still around his neck and his arms
are snugly around her back, she loosens her legs and slowly slides
her heels down the backs of his legs and smiles as he moans. As she
relaxes her grip around his neck, she starts to slide down him when
she suddenly gasps and pulls herself back up and tightens her legs
around his waist. Slowly, she lowers her hips then groans with
pleasure as her panty is pressed into the front of her labia by the
bulge of his erect penis in his pajamas.

As she ignores everything except the pleasure which
is surging into her, she tilts her hips and moves herself up and
down. A moment later, his hands slide down her back to grip her
buttocks as his fingertips press between, pull her tighter to him,
and assist her up and down motion. Her groan quickly escalates to a
cry of climax then comes close to a scream of orgasm as another
couple of up and down movements has him pulling her even tighter
and climaxing.

They stay there for a short time while they pant for
breath before she thinks she feels his legs begin to tremble. This
time she slides all of the way down him, but not without a gasp
which borders on another cry of pleasure, and guides him to a chair
and sits on his upper legs. When her breathing has mostly
recovered, she gets up, gets a warm wet dishcloth and a dry dish
towel and washes him up. Soon, he’s groaning and almost slides out
of the chair as she continues to touch him after he’s clean. While
she lets him pant for breath, she sets the dish cloth and towel
aside and hands him a glass of orange juice then takes a few drinks
from the glass herself.

He sees her get the eggs out of the fridge and a
skillet to fry them in and recommends, “Sharlene, please get
something on to cover yourself. I wouldn’t want the hot oil to
splatter you and I don’t have any aprons.”

She returns about a minute later wearing what she
knows is one of his older shirts with the sleeves rolled up and
asks, “Will this be okay?”

“Yes. Very okay, especially at how it directs my
attention to your beautiful legs.”

“Oh, you like my legs?” She steps closer until she’s
next to his left side and puts her left foot on his right thigh
which reveals the entire length of her leg except for the very top
inch or so. His hands barely hesitate before they begin to caress
her leg. Soon, her moans turn to groans as his caressing hands are
joined by his lips which kiss her thigh. Her pleasure grows as his
kisses move up her leg between his caressing hands. She moves her
hands to push his head away with the intent to prepare some
breakfast for him, but her growing pleasure changes the direction
of the pressure her hands exert so they caress his head and
encourage him to keep going. She climaxes as the fingers of his
left hand caress her along the seam of her panty next to her vulva
and again a little later as his hand gently rubs her panty over her
vulva.

He sits up and moves his lips away from her leg while
his caressing left hand moves away from the inside of her left leg
to the outside of her right leg. When she’s partially recovered her
breath, she leans over and kisses him deeply and tries to keep it
going even as she groans because his left hand is moving up the
inside of her right leg. The intense pleasure releases her climatic
cry which continues as he gently rubs her panty over her vulva then
escalates to a scream as he presses her damp panty into her labia.
As she starts to slump, he pushes her buttocks back to rest on the
edge of the dining room table until he can move her left foot off
of his leg, turn her to her right, and guide her to sit on his
upper legs. He hugs her as her breathing settles, through several
thorough kisses, and then as he waits for his own breathing to
settle.

Her right fist softly thumps his chest as she tells
him, “I was supposed to be fixing you breakfast.”

“That was the best breakfast I’ve ever had.”

“I would like to consider that my breakfast also, but
without a breakfast of a more caloric nature, you might not have
the energy to give me a similar meal for lunch or dinner, much less
for dessert tonight.” She gets up, although his reluctantly
releasing arms almost persuade her to reverse the direction of her
move. To distract him, she hands him the orange juice glass and
tells him, “Finish it.” As she moves into the kitchen, she remarks,
“For such an anti-social boring old man, I find it amazing how you
never seem to get tired of touching me.”

“It’s not amazing considering how long I’ve wanted to
touch a woman who wanted to be touched. What’s really amazing is
that you want to be touched so much, especially by me.”

She turns and looks at him across the kitchen counter
then tells him, “It’s your touch which makes me want to be touched
so much. I have no interest in being touched by another man. You’re
the one who entices me, excites me, and sends me soaring on the
wings of pleasure. And if you’re not careful, I’ll be back over
there in a flash for another demonstration.”

“Humm, decisions, decisions.”

She laughs at him and in a few minutes, she sets two
plates of food and a couple of mugs of tea on the table. They enjoy
the quiet meal in each other’s company. When they’re done eating,
she pushes him back down into his chair to rest while she quickly
clears the table and cleans up the kitchen. A little later, she
steps up to his right side and asks, “What shall we do for the next
hour or so before we need to get ready to go get Klara?”

“I don’t know. That kind of depends on what you want
to do,” even as his right hand starts to caress the back of her
left leg.

“Mmm, I think I can make a reasonably good guess
about what you would like to do. And don’t stop just because you’re
being obvious. You’re doing what I want you to do. My only question
is how much do I allow myself to enjoy it without getting so
wrapped up in the pleasure that I forget about Klara.”

“If you can wait for more pleasure until after we get
back, I can try to keep the caressing light and pleasant as we’ve
done a few times before.”

“That would be wonderful. As much as I enjoy the sky
high pleasure and keep begging you for it, I really do like the
long slow touching you do. It makes me feel so special and gently
loved, I have to wonder why I don’t ask for it more often.”

“I think that sometimes when the desire gets turned
on, it doesn’t go for ‘half measures’. It’s like a vehicle which
loses its brakes going downhill, you don’t easily keep the speed
down.”

“That’s a good analogy.” She turns, sits on his upper
legs, and kisses him while she tries to keep it at an enjoyable
level without lighting off the fireworks. His left hand caresses
her shirt covered back while his right hand caresses the fronts and
outsides of her bare legs and only occasionally slips between her
legs and then it’s generally no higher than the middle of her
thighs. After awhile, she feels herself sink into the pleasurable
contentment his touching gives her.

Her pleasure slowly grows as he takes his time to
unbutton the shirt she’s wearing then caresses her upper abdomen.
He pauses to briefly and only partially lift her off of his upper
legs in order to pull the tail of the shirt out from under her
buttocks. A couple of moments after she’s settled on his upper legs
again, his left hand slips under the bottom of the shirt to caress
the skin on her back.

Even to his poor self-image, it’s obvious she enjoys
how he touches and caresses her. The reminder that she enjoys his
touch even when the pleasure isn’t heading for the mountain peaks
and considering the time issue helps him to control the extent of
his touching. However, with her thoroughly touchable body so close
on his upper legs and the little covering she’s wearing easily
gotten around, he has to constantly work to maintain that control.
For awhile, he debates whether or not to touch her a little more
intimately to see if he can bring her to climax, but decides to
experiment and very slowly recedes his caressing to be even less
intimate than when he started, other than his left hand on her
back. Eventually, even that caressing stills as he snugly holds
her.
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When she finally becomes aware enough to know there’s
more to life than pleasurable contentment, even as she’s not sure
she wants to think about what it might be, she proclaims,
“Beautiful, George. That was simply beautiful.”

“I’m glad you enjoy being touched.”

“I’ve always enjoyed your touch. I continue to be
amazed at how well you can touch me, whether you’re sending me to
the stars or guiding me to float in a pool of contentment. Don’t
think I’m complaining because I’m certainly not, but I was a little
surprised when you brought the touching and pleasure down without
leading me to a climax as you’ve done before.”

“I thought about it and decided to try something
different. I wasn’t sure how you would respond without enjoying a
climax before I brought the touching back down to just a hug.”

“With you, it’s never ‘just’ a hug, because I always
enjoy your arms around me. Thank you for experimenting. That’s what
you first said about the journey of touching, to try different ways
of touching to see what I enjoyed and I definitely enjoyed how you
just touched me. . . . Speaking about the journey, I know I’m
having a hard time not pushing it faster which doesn’t make it any
easier on your own ability to control your desire. Are there many
more steps?”

“I’ve been thinking about that. From this point, I
had considered maybe another dozen steps,” her eyes open wide, “but
some of them are rather subtle and considering how much you’ve
enjoyed me touching you around and across your pubic area,” she
nods her head with a big smile, “the reason for some of those small
steps is no longer valid. My current thinking is to drop that
number of steps by about half.”

Sharlene looks at him in surprise and asks, “Are
there still that many steps left?”

“Well, . . . there are still some ways of touching
you that I haven’t done which you may not enjoy, but I think that
possibility is rather small. Also, before I fully enter you, I
would like to try to make sure you won’t find it painful or
unpleasant.”

“How will you do that?”

“Um,” he hesitates and blushes a little then says,
“by gently inserting a finger instead of my penis.”

“If you’re concerned about whether my vagina will
stretch enough to accommodate you, I don’t think that will be a
problem. My doctor has examined me and although I wouldn’t classify
the experience as pleasant, I don’t recall any actual pain or
physical discomfort.”

“But if your doctor used one of the common camera
probes, they’re generally smaller in diameter than my little
finger.”

“Humm, you may have a point. I think she also
examined me with her finger after my surgery, but her hand is about
the same size as mine. Okay. I’ll try to practice a little more
patience and enjoy the experiences you give me instead of
constantly pushing for more. You really are wonderfully unique, old
man. Even if another man was inclined to slowly introduce me to
intimate touching, I seriously doubt they would or could
demonstrate the immense patience you’ve shown me.

“Thank you, George Greyson. Thank you very very
much.” She kisses him and he responds to the love and warmth of her
kiss so thoroughly that he’s almost turning blue before he finally
breaks the kiss as they both pant for breath. They kiss several
more times before they just tightly hug even after their breathing
fully settles.

He reluctantly suggests, “I suppose we ought to get
ready to go get Klara.”

“Probably so. . . . George, please believe me that I
really do want you and only you to be touching me.”

“As incredible as that idea is, I’m beginning to
believe you.”

“I love you old man,” and she limits his response to
the non-verbal use of his mouth and tongue. She leaves him panting
for breath as she reluctantly gets off of his upper legs and goes
down the hall to get ready to go.

A couple of minutes later, when his breathing is
normal and the tea mugs have been rinsed out, he steps through the
open door of his bedroom and stares as she smiles at him and
finishes pulling up her skirt over her panty and settles it on her
waist. She rotates her body to swish her skirt around her legs as
she walks over to him, hugs him, and tells him, “If you had come in
earlier, you could have seen the whole show.”

“And wholly lost control of my desire. Sharlene,
you’re the most incredibly beautiful and sensuous woman I’ve ever
seen, known, or even heard of.”

“Careful, that kind of flattery will get you
everything you want.”

“That’s not flattery, it’s the simple truth, or at
least from my perspective.”

“That’s even better than flattery. But I said I would
try to practice some patience.” She reaches up and takes off his
headband. “While you’re getting dressed, I’ll download your
recordings and see what kind of emotional response you generate.”
She kisses him deeply, but not breathlessly then suggests, “Don’t
dawdle.”

A little later, he returns to the dining room just as
she’s shutting off her computer.

She asks, “Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

“I called to see if Klara was ready and said we’re
about to walk out the door. I think I spoiled her tease in trying
to call us and asking where we were.”

They lock the doors, briefly pet Molly who had walked
over, drive down to Paula’s, pick up Klara, and a few minutes
later, they pull into the parking lot at Maria’s.
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After she wakes up, Angelisa manages to eat some
breakfast and get some homework done before Sohneetuh arrives and
encourages her with her warm greeting. When she opens the door of
the restaurant for Klara, she’s thrilled to see Sharlene and George
with her. She hugs each of them as long as she dares then guides
them to the table where Maria and Sohneetuh are quietly talking.
They greet each other while Angelisa gets them drinks.

Klara asks her, “Before you sit down, do you have any
statements ready?”

“Yes. I have them here at the table.” Angelisa sits
and passes them over, “I tried to follow the format you gave me. I
hope they’re okay.” She nervously looks on as Klara reads through
several.

“These are well done. You did very good. Are these my
copies?”

Since she hadn’t been expecting a positive response,
Angelisa can only nod her head.

Klara asks, “Have you been keeping track of your
hours while you worked on these?”

“Um, yes. . . . I probably took too much time because
I went back over each one several times to try to make sure I had
the grammar and spelling correct.”

“I would prefer that you spend the time to do this
well. I should have given this to you when I gave you the format to
follow.” Klara hands over a piece of paper and explains, “This is a
standard form you can use to record your hours on. If you know how
many hours you worked on each day, you can fill out the form soon
or do it later and send it to me. For any future statements you do,
here are some prepaid envelopes for you to mail the signed copies
to me. Just do as well as you’ve done on these and we’ll be looking
good. Have you had a chance to look over the contract?”

“Yes. I won’t claim to understand all of it, but it
looked okay.”

“Let’s go over the parts you don’t understand.” As
they do, Angelisa is surprised at how many elements are for the
legal statement preparer’s protection rather than for the lawyer’s
advantage. When she asks about that, Klara confirms, “The contract
is more for your protection and helps to establish you as a
professional provider of such services.”

“Thank you. Where do I sign?”

Klara points to the paper as she says, “Sign here and
Maria, if you will, sign right next to her as her legal guardian
agreeing to allow her to do this work. Angelisa, now that you’re
employed, what about taking the citizenship test?”

“I’ll be able to take it at the high school in a few
weeks.”

“That’s good.”

Angelisa pauses then says, “I have a question about
that. If I pass the test and am granted adult status, should I stop
going to high school?”

“Are you still learning?”

“Yes.”

“Then keep going as long as you’re allowed. The more
you learn now, the easier it will be for you when you go to
college. Not only that, but by saving some of your earnings, it
will make it easier for you to go. Even if you can get scholarships
to cover your school costs, you’ll still need money to take care of
personal items.”

Angelisa hesitantly asks, “College?”

Klara nods her head as she answers, “Sure. You easily
have the intelligence and you do good work. As long as you do well
in your classes and on the standardized tests, apply for
scholarships, and put forth some effort, you should have no
problems in making it through college and earn whatever degree
you’re interested in.”

“College, Mama!”

“I hear. Dream of pipe, this is?”

George answers, “Maria, Klara isn’t giving Angelisa a
pipe dream. With some effort on her part, she can go to college,
get a good education, and in all likelihood, get a good job.”

Maria protests, “Without babies, when she old, who
for her care?”

“But if she’s trying to take care of a bunch of
babies, how can she take care of you when you get old. By getting a
good education and then a good job, it will make it much easier for
her to take care of you, take care of herself, and take care of any
babies she decides to have. Even if she only works for a few years
before she decides to get married and have children, she’ll be able
to give her family a much better future.”

“George, not our way that is.”

Sohneetuh asks, “Maria?”

“Yes, Aunt?”

“Is a woman owning and running a restaurant really
our way of life?”

“No, he died, what I to do?”

Sohneetuh assures her, “I’m not saying you did wrong.
You made the right choice to keep the restaurant open and provide
for your children. Allow Angelisa the same freedom to make the
right choice for her and her future.”

“My Baby need education, I know. Her to have babies,
much pressure.”

“I’ll have to talk to a few people. Angelisa is the
best qualified of any young woman in the past couple of generations
to show what a female or any person in this culture can do with a
good education and I’m not going to let her pass up this
opportunity without a fight. Little Dove, it won’t be easy, but you
can do it and we’ll support you as much as we can, okay?”

“Yes, Great Aunt. Thank you.”

“Thank you. I’ve been waiting for someone like you
for a long time. My grandmother died sad because no woman was able
to step out of the cultural mold. She tried to encourage me, but
the opportunities weren’t there. You have a wonderful opportunity,
grab it with both hands and hang on to it.”
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Sohneetuh briefly pauses then turns and asks, “Moving
on to other opportunities, Sharlene, did you have a chance to speak
to your grandmother about telling our story?”

“Yes I did. She was surprised and honored that you
thought of her to tell about your culture. Although she doesn’t
think she’s up to coming here to do the field work, she knows of a
young man who might be interested in doing the research and she
would be willing to oversee and guide his work. The important thing
is to gather as much of your written and oral history as you can.
She said that recordings in both standard and your own language of
your stories, myths, history, cultural mores, religion, and
anything else you’re willing to reveal will be invaluable to
whoever does the research.”

Sohneetuh nods her head and says, “Since I suspected
she was about my age, I can understand letting the young do the
running around. I hadn’t expected her to know of somebody who might
be willing to do that. I can have some of our young people take
recorders and visit with their elders to record their memories. The
stumbling block in all of this is that as much as I want our story
told, I’m not sure we can afford to support someone to take the
time to gather and compile our story and present it in a way which
might interest our own people or other people in learning about
us.”

Sharlene suggests, “You may not have to. Depending on
where the young man is in his education, he may be able to get a
grant from his school to help him with expenses while he does the
research. It can vary greatly from school to school and from
project to project, but the more help a community is able to
provide, the smoother things will go, even if the extent of a
community’s ability to help is only to provide room and board. If
there’s an agreement reached between you, my grandmother, and the
young man, he could theoretically stay at George’s or at my Aunt
Paula’s since they’re so close, but it would probably be better if
he stayed with someone in the community to immerse himself in the
life of the culture.”

“I hadn’t known about the possibility of support from
a school, but I had already considered finding someone within the
community who was willing to share a room.” With a gleam in her
eye, Sohneetuh suggests, “If it’s a young man, maybe I’ll consider
cleaning out my spare room.”

Maria and Angelisa look at her in shock and Klara
starts to laugh while George and Sharlene grin.

“Okay, maybe I shouldn’t have said that, but we can
always dream, eh, George?”

“Even my most imaginative dreams don’t match
Sharlene.”

Sohneetuh raises her eyebrows then turns to Sharlene
and asks, “So, more than a dream to George, what’s the next
step?”

“I’ll pass on what you’ve said, minus your reason for
considering cleaning out a spare room,” Sharlene gets a grin in
return, “and I guess then it will be up to you to start the
communication directly with my grandmother at the address I gave
you. I don’t know how much she’ll want to get involved with the
field work or whether she’ll just leave those arrangements up to
her proposed researcher.”

“That’s fine. I appreciate your willingness to open
the dialogue. I wasn’t sure how we were going to approach a
stranger about such a request. This makes it much easier for
us.”

“I’m glad I was able to help.”

Klara joins the conversation, “Sohneetuh, I want you
to know that your language has caused some excitement with the
university where your statement was sent for review. They’re
practically begging me to put them in touch with you, not by name,
but as the author of your statement.”

“Really? Why?”

“Apparently elements of your written language closely
resemble an ancient language which scholars have been unable to
fully decipher. Or at least they argue about what it means.”

Sohneetuh briefly thinks about that then says, “When
I was young, I was taught that our language was old, but I don’t
recall anyone saying how old. We have some documents which are very
old, but whether their age would be similar to what the scholars
call an ancient language, I have no idea. . . . That puts a
different twist on things. If you don’t mind, tell them that a
translation is in the works, but it may be awhile yet before it can
be prepared since the person who is best qualified to do the
translation has other responsibilities. I wonder if we should have
them keep it quiet for the present. I wouldn’t want to get
overwhelmed by people only looking at our language and ignoring the
culture which kept it alive.”

Klara nods her head as she says, “That’s a good
point. I can contact them and let them know to keep it secret for
now. It shouldn’t be a problem since most university professors are
very jealous of new knowledge and want to make sure they get the
credit for ‘discovering’ it.”

“I’ve heard that and wondered how true it could be. I
thought a university was to share knowledge.”

“It is and they’ll gladly share the knowledge after
they understand it and release the news of the knowledge with their
name associated with it. If your language is directly related to an
un-translated ancient language, it could be big news.”

Sohneetuh thinks for a moment then requests, “In that
case, delay them if you can and I’ll try to get moving on having
our culture documented so that maybe our story can be told at the
same time as our language is made news. I know you can’t make any
guarantees, so we’ll just have to hope for the best.”

“I might have a thing or two I can try in order to
improve the odds. . . . Was there anything else which needs to be
discussed?”

After a pause of silence, Maria asks, “For lunch, you
stay?”

“Yes, if we won’t be in the way.”

“Fine, you be. Angelisa, fresh drinks, bring.”

Maria gets up and starts to get the restaurant open,
Angelisa gets fresh drinks then takes Sharlene with her, while the
other three sit at the table and chat, although George mostly just
listens.

In her bedroom, Angelisa tightly hugs Sharlene as she
asks, “How can I ever thank you and Mr. G and Klara? College! Just
a few weeks ago, I had about given up until you and Mr. G talked to
me.”

“There will still be a lot of work and effort on your
part for you to succeed.”

“I know, but that almost seems easy compared to
living without hope or with the pressure of being a baby factory.
Excuse me,” Angelisa relaxes her hug just enough to move her head
to find Sharlene’s lips and kisses her long. When she can speak,
she proclaims, “Ahh. I know I shouldn’t, but I needed to kiss and
be kissed.”

“Why shouldn’t you?”

“Society, both the larger and my own culture,
proclaim that I should be saving my affection for a man. But I
don’t feel safe with men, except one and he’s taken. I don’t
particularly
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