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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.
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An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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About an hour later, after she resisted many urges to
go check on George and make sure he’s okay, Sharlene hears the
bedroom door open. With a sign of relief, she hears him slowly
shuffle to the kitchen entry. She turns around, sees him lean on
the wall, and hears him say in a voice which is barely above a
whisper, “And now on the runway . . . is the latest in fashion . .
. for the decrepit old man.”

She quickly steps over to him, hugs him, and bends
her head down to put her ear to his chest. Between slightly labored
breaths, she hears that his steady heartbeat is a little faster
than normal. She quickly suggests, “Let’s get you sitting down to
rest.” With her left arm around his waist while she holds his right
arm over her shoulders, she guides him to the table and helps him
to sit down.

He sighs then says, “Ahhh, thank you.”

“How are you feeling?”

“A bit tired.”

“I thought I said to holler if you needed help.”

“I didn’t need any help. . . . I was feeling okay . .
. until I was walking down the hall . . . then it was like my
energy . . . started draining away. . . . I’m not sure . . . I
could have hollered.”

She steps closer to the chair, pulls his right arm
around her waist to grip her right hip bone, and pulls his head to
lean on her chest. A couple of moments later, she asks, “Did you
have any trouble bathing?”

“No. . . . I’m not sure my hair . . . is all the way
clean.”

“It’s clean enough, although it looks like it could
use a combing.”

“Yeah. . . . I thought holding my arms up . . . long
enough to do it . . . would push my luck.”

“That makes sense. Did you have any trouble getting
dry?”

“That was a challenge. . . . My body almost dried
more from evaporation . . . while I tried to figure out . . . how
to dry myself without falling. . . . Back was still a little wet .
. . when I put the sweat shirt on.”

“Let me get you something to drink then I’ll comb
your hair. Where’s your comb?”

“It should be on the top of . . . my luggage with my
wallet.”

“Here’s your drink. You’re probably thirsty, but slow
sips and no gulping.”

“Yes, ma’am. . . . Thank you.”

A few moments later, she’s back and requests, “Hold
your head still and I’ll get your hair combed. I don’t mean to be
nosy, but it’s unusual to see a man of your mature years wear his
hair long. Is there any particular reason you do it?”

“Not really. It just feels more like me. At work, I
used to claim it was for diversity. It also saves time and money in
not getting it cut all of the time.”

“Has your hair always had this fine of a
texture?”

“As long as I can remember, at least a week or
so.”

She playfully slaps his shoulder and tells him, “You
can remember more than that.”

“Since only my hairdresser is supposed to know, once
a beautiful lady came into my life, I’m not sure my past is worth
remembering.”

“Why is only your hairdresser supposed to know?”

“I guess I’m dating myself again. It’s from an old
commercial for a woman’s hair coloring product which was supposed
to give her such a natural look, only her hairdresser knew she
colored her hair.”

When she finishes combing his hair, she steps around
in front of him, straddles his legs, sits on his knees, puts his
hands on her hips, puts her hands on his shoulders, looks into his
eyes, and asks, “George, am I to assume that I’m the beautiful lady
you referred to? And why is your past not worth remembering?”

He pauses before he admits, “Sharlene, you don’t have
to assume. You are the beautiful lady. Up to this point in time,
you coming into my life is the best thing that’s ever happened to
me.”

“Oh George,” she scoots up his legs to hug him, while
he pulls her towards him with his hands on her hip bones and she
requests, “hug me.” As she tightly hugs him, his arms slide around
her back and he just as tightly hugs her. After a long hug, he
feels her relax her grip so he relaxes his as well. She looks at
him for a moment, then grabs his head with both of her hands and
kisses him. As he responds to her kiss, one of his arms tightens
its hold around her while the other slides up her back, to play
through her hair and caress the back of her neck. When she breaks
the long kiss and touches her forehead to his while they catch
their breath, she thinks to herself, “So this is what Aunt Paula
meant.”

“Ding,” says the timer on the oven.

While she thinks to herself, “Saved by the bell,”
Sharlene says out loud, “Dinner should be ready.” After she gives
him a quick kiss, she scrambles off of his upper legs as he
reluctantly releases her. She steps around the kitchen counter,
checks the oven’s contents, closes the oven, turns it off, sets out
hot pads, opens the oven, removes the contents, puts them on the
hot pads, closes the oven, and leans her arms on the counter for a
moment to calm herself. Moments later, she grabs the eating
utensils and butter dish and as she goes back around the counter,
she sees that he’s leaning over with his elbows on the table and
his head cradled in his hands. She quickly sets the things on the
table, kneels beside his chair, puts a hand on his shoulder, and
asks “Are you okay?”

He halfway sits up while he keeps his left arm on the
table for support, gently caresses her face with his right hand,
and tells her, “Yes. No. Lovely lady, you have a powerful effect on
an old man. I don’t know whether to thank you or blame you, but
I’ll treasure it always.” A moment later, he leans over to kiss her
forehead.

She quickly leans on him, wraps her arms around him,
and rests her head on his shoulder. Without daring to speak, she
hugs him for awhile then gently pushes herself up and away. When
she’s back in the kitchen, she slowly dishes up the casserole, puts
a fresh baked roll on each plate, covers up the casserole and the
rest of the rolls, takes the plates to the table, sets them down,
goes to the fridge, gets the iced tea pitcher, walks to the table,
refills their glasses, sets the iced tea pitcher on the table, sits
down, tells him, “Eat,” and follows her own advice.

Her plate is almost empty when she pauses in her
eating.

He notices and since he’s concerned about her
expression, he gently takes and holds her nearest hand, pauses,
then asks, “What’s the matter?”

“I’m disturbed.”

“About the relationship?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll leave.” He starts to stand up.

“No, George,” she grips his hand, “No. Sit. Stay. I’m
sorry. Don’t go.”

“I don’t want to disturb you.”

“You’re not. It’s my own feelings which are
disturbing me.”

“I can leave so you’ll have time to deal with your
feelings.”

“No, George. If you left, I would be more disturbed.
Finish your meal and maybe later I can think it through or maybe we
can talk about it. Would that be okay?”

“Whatever you want, my lady.”

They finish the meal in silence.

As he pushes his empty plate away, he says, “That was
good. Thank you. Excellent rolls. You were busy to make these in an
hour.”

“I used a trick my grandmother taught me. Make a big
batch and after the dough has raised, shape the rolls and put them
in the freezer. When you want them, defrost what you want and bake
them.”

“Excellent. Can I have another?”

“Of course.” Sharlene gets up to get it as she asks,
“Are you still hungry?”

“No. Fresh baked rolls are a weakness of mine.”

“So to keep you around, I could bribe you with fresh
baked rolls? Here you go.”

“Thank you. Only if you want me to be fat and
unhealthy.”

“I don’t want that. I guess we’ll reserve them for a
treat.”

After he takes a bite, he says, “Mmm, yeah.
Wonderful.”

“They used to say that a way to a man’s heart was
through his stomach.”

“That wouldn’t work with me, but my taste buds would
enjoy the attempt.”

“Let me get these dishes cleaned up and then we can
watch the movie.”

“I’d better make a trip down the hall then.”

“Are you going to need help?”

“I’m feeling better, I think I can manage.”
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A couple of minutes later, George flops onto the love
seat and proclaims, “Ahhh.”

Sharlene quickly arrives from the kitchen, takes his
pulse, and asks, “Are you okay?”

“I felt better than I apparently am.”

“Rest. Do you want a drink refill?”

“Yes, please.”

“A few more minutes and I’ll be done in the kitchen.”
It’s not long before she’s back, sets up the movie, and sits down
on the love seat next to him. During the movie, she holds his hand
and when their palms get sweaty, she dries their hands off along
the outside of her leg from her knee to the middle of her thigh,
then holds his hand some more.

As the credits for the movie roll up the screen, he
remarks, “Good movie,” pulls their clasped hands up, kisses the
back of her left hand, and says, “And thank you for holding my
hand.”

She pulls their hands towards her, kisses the back of
his right hand, and says “It was my pleasure.”

He pulls her hand towards him, kisses it then
proclaims, “I disagree young lady, it was my pleasure.”

After she pulls his right hand towards her, she
kisses it again and asks, “Are you arguing with me, old man?”

He barely pauses before he pulls her left hand
towards him for yet another kiss and ‘dares’ her, “Yeah, what’cha
gonna do about it?”

With her right hand, she grabs the back of his neck,
pulls his head towards hers, proclaims, “This,” and kisses him.
When she breaks the kiss, she ‘challenges’ him, “And what do you
say to that?”

He lifts his left hand to grab the back of her neck
and says, “If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em,” and pulls her head
towards his and kisses her. When they break the kiss, they’re both
chuckling as they lean back to catch their breath. When he can
speak without panting for breath, he says, “You’re a jewel, young
lady.”

“I’m about ready to call you a major liar, old
man.”

As he looks at her in surprise, he asks, “What do you
mean?”

“There’s been very little about you which has been
boring since you’ve been here.”

“It’s the company I keep here.”

“Blame it all on me, huh?”

He shakes his head as he clarifies, “Not blame,
giving credit where credit is due. If it weren’t for your presence
and inspiration, I would be what I’ve always been, a boring old
man. At some point in the future, when you’re tired of me, or I’m
no longer interesting to you, I’ll go back to being a boring old
man. In the meantime, I feel like a new man and am having a lot of
fun being with you.”

“That’s probably not the most romantic way of saying
it, but, thank you, George, I appreciate your honesty.”

“I’m glad you like my honesty, because I hadn’t
intended for it to be romantic.”

“I have the impression that you don’t care for the
whole idea of romance. Why?”

He takes a drink before he explains, “Because the way
it’s practiced, ‘romance’ is for one person to impress another
person with a false image of themselves. Each person expects the
other person to continue the impression, but since it’s not really
who they are, when the hook has been sunk, they no longer feel the
need to expend the effort to keep the impression going. Then
they’re disappointed and most often the relationship goes downhill
from there.”

“I can’t claim to have paid a lot of attention to
other people’s relationships, but I’ve overheard people talking
about the romance having gone out of their lives. If it gets
explained, it’s usually something like, we don’t go out anymore or
he doesn’t buy me flowers anymore.”

“Yep, that’s it.”

Sharlene thinks for a little while then asks,
“George, speaking of romance, I’ve noticed in movies where there’s
a romantic involvement, the people kiss differently than you and I
kiss. Do you know why that is?”

“Huh? Oh. I’m sorry. I keep forgetting you haven’t
been romantically involved before.”

“So what’s the difference?”

He pauses before he says, “I guess you could say that
the kiss we share is more of a kiss between friends. The other type
of kissing is more often associated with people who are in a more
intimate relationship.”

“That’s the relationship difference. What’s the
physical difference?”

“Um, what do you see in the movies that’s
different?”

“George, you’re waffling on me again and trying to
divert me, aren’t you?”

He hesitates to admit, “Yes.”

“Why?”

“Well, um, the kissing we’ve been doing is pretty
much closed lips. The other kissing is more open mouths and tongues
touching.”

“Why are you hesitating?”

“The other kissing is usually considered a further
step towards intimacy.”

“Will you show me?”

He hesitates again before he says, “I was afraid of
that.”

“Why are you afraid of that?”

“Sharlene, you’re a wonderful, gentle, generous,
beautiful young woman. Do you really want to be more intimate with
an old bum like me? Take your time to think before you answer.”

She pauses only very briefly before she assures him,
“Yes, George, I do want to be more intimate with you. You’ve been
so very comforting to me and considerate of me and I very much
enjoy our hugs and kisses. I’ve been asking myself the question of
how intimate I want our relationship to be several times over the
last couple of days and the answer has always been, ‘just a little
more intimate’. I really don’t know when I’ll finally say ‘stop
here and go no further’. So, yes, I would like to be a little more
intimate. Will you show me?”

He sighs and hesitates before he answers, “Yes, I’ll
show you. . . . I don’t know whether to be terrified or
thrilled.”

“Why are those your choices?”

“I’m terrified I’ll either bungle the whole thing or
hurt or offend you. I’m thrilled that such a beautiful young woman
wants me to show her a more intimate kiss.”

“Think thrilled and be selfish. I think you want to
kiss me more intimately.”

“There’s no doubt about that.”

“Well,” she moves to sit on his upper legs, “I think
being closer will help,” as he nods his head and wraps his arms
around her. She suggests, “So, why don’t we start as we normally do
and I’ll try to follow your lead as you transition to the more
intimate kiss.”

He hesitates then asks, “Are you sure you want to go
there?”

To answer him, she starts the kiss. He gently takes
the lead and slightly opens his mouth then slips his tongue to just
between her lips and slides it across her lips. While he ignores
the widening of her eyes, especially since his are closed, he
gently tilts his head slightly to the side while he maintains the
lip contact, opens his mouth a little further and moves his tongue
along her lips as she opens her mouth in response. He slides his
left hand up her back to support her head, gently pushes her
backwards with his head, tilts his head a little more, opens his
mouth a little more, and touches her tongue with his.

As though a light bulb is suddenly turned on, her
hands go from his back to his neck as she pulls his head, and
subsequently his lips, more tightly to her own. Eagerly, with a
throaty moan, her tongue seeks to touch his lips and is soon
playing with his tongue. All too soon, it seems, they have to break
the kiss to breathe. As he leans back on the love seat and gently
pulls her with him, she rests her head on his shoulder while he
caresses her hair. After a couple of minutes, during which they
catch their breath, she sits up, caresses his face, and asks,
“George?”

“Yes?”

“Uh, more!!” She pulls his head to hers and shows him
how quickly and thoroughly she’s learned a new way to kiss.

When she gives him an opportunity to catch his
breath, he stammers out, “Wow, . . . woman.”

She needs to catch her own breath before she can
stammer, “Thank you, . . . George. . . . That’s . . .
wonderful.”

Awhile later, he asks, “Are you sure you haven’t
practiced before?”

“You’re my teacher.”

“You have a natural aptitude because I felt like the
novice. It didn’t bother you to share germs?”

“No. That’s an interesting way to put it. Oops,” she
kisses him yet again, “some . . . of my germs . . . didn’t get . .
. shared.”

A couple of minutes later, he asks, “Can you look at
my feet?”

“Why?”

“I think you blew my socks off.”

“No, they’re still there.”

“Something got blown away. I’ve enjoyed kissing in
the past, but I don’t remember ever being kissed like that.”

With some concern obvious in the tone of her voice,
she asks, “George, is there something wrong with me?”

“Absolutely not! I’m sorry, Sharlene, I’m not trying
to scare you or point you out as being different. Something is very
right with you. Just as we talked earlier and as Mariam pointed out
about how clean your emotional recordings are, you don’t have a
bunch of negative emotional baggage which interfers with their
expression. The same applies to your kissing. When you kiss, you
kiss. Period. Nothing else is going on. You put your whole self
into it and as the recipient, it’s wonderful.”

“Do you really think so?”

He gently holds her head between his hands, looks
intently into her eyes, and tells her, “Yes, I do. I can’t
scientifically prove that a lack of negative emotional baggage
enables you to more cleanly express your emotions, nobody could
scientifically prove that. But all of the available evidence points
to that as the reason.”

As she visibly calms down, she responds, “Thank you,
George.”

He catches just the hint of a secretive smile, before
she kisses him again and his eyes close in pleasure.
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It’s a few minutes before their breathing is back to
normal which enables George to proclaim, “What a delicious morsel
you are, my lady.”

Sharlene asks in surprise, “Delicious?”

“Well, you could say we were tasting each other.”
With a quick swipe of the tongue, he licks her lips.

“You!”

As she leans in to lick his lips, his tongue darts
out and licks the end of her nose which causes her to lean back in
surprise and he takes advantage of her movement to go for her
throat with kisses and light caresses with his tongue. She relaxes
and surrenders to the pleasure and her moans almost deepen to
groans before he has to stop kissing her in order to catch his
breath then he just tightly hugs her to him.

“Oh George, that was wonderful, thank you. I wouldn’t
have imagined an intimate kiss could be turned into something
playful,” she says while she tightly holds onto him.

After he catches his breath, he suggests, “Part of
what can make intimacy so enjoyable is when it’s also fun.”

“Let me think about that for a little while.”

“Take all of the time you want. I’ll just be selfish
and hold you.” He also caresses the side of her face which isn’t
leaning on his shoulder and finger combs her hair.

After she thinks about it for a little while, she
says, “I guess I’m having trouble with your statement in trying to
separate enjoyable from fun.”

“Maybe ‘fun’ wasn’t the best word to use, ‘playful’
would probably be a better word. Even so, people often seek the
selfish release of sexual tension without having fun with the other
person who is involved in the intimate activity.”

“That makes more sense. So, if a relationship between
two people is more enjoyable when they can have fun and be playful
with each other, then an intimate relationship should theoretically
also be more enjoyable when there’s an element of fun and play
mixed with the intimacy.”

He nods his head as he responds, “That’s what I
think. Not only that, but by adding an element of play, I think a
couple can distract themselves somewhat from the urge to mate as
well as to increase the anticipation to make the intimate activity
more enjoyable.”

“George, how can I ever thank you for opening my eyes
and nerve endings to new pleasures.”

“I’m the one who thanks you for allowing me to be
with you and to participate in helping you to enjoy pleasure.
You’re an absolute fantasy come to life. In my wildest dreams, I
never imagined having a relationship with someone as wonderful as
you.”

“Oh, George, . . . just hold me.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

Several minutes later, she suggests, “I think we had
better move before we fall asleep here again. I also need to get my
shower before it gets any later. Do you think you can use the other
bathroom to get ready for bed while I shower?”

“Sure, I’ll just have to move my things.”

“Are you going to need some help?”

He mentally bites his tongue to keep himself from
asking the reciprocal question as he answers her spoken question,
“No, I think I’ll be okay. I had a good meal and a nice rest.”

She gets up, extends a hand, and suggests, “Well,
come on, old man. I want to make sure you get down the hall without
any problems then I’ll come back and turn off the lights.”

He gets his things out of the master bathroom and his
pajamas from his luggage and disappears into the guest bathroom
while she checks the doors and turns out the lights. She gets a
clean pair of pajamas from her dresser then leaves the bedroom door
open and closes the bathroom door behind her. As she gets undressed
and the shower ready, she keeps thinking about how he had almost
touched her over her breasts, how he had threatened to pull her
into the tub with him, how he hugged her, how he touched her even
though it was usually at her insistence, and how he kissed her.

In the guest bathroom, George takes care of his teeth
and undresses. When he hears the water turn on in the other
bathroom, he begins to imagine Sharlene in the shower with her
slender brown body all slippery and soapy. As he remembers her
erect nipples which pushed out her pajama top this morning, he
groans and sits on the toilet while he thinks about soapy hands
sliding across her breasts and bumping into her nipples. As he
imagines soapy hands sliding down her body to give her pleasure, he
soon empties his built-up seminal fluid into the toilet bowl and
leans back with a sigh of relief.

While she’s thinking those thoughts, instead of
washing her hair first as usual, Sharlene finds that she’s grabbed
the soap and is humming in pleasure while she caresses her breasts
and wonders what it would be like to be touched by him. After she
slides the soap and her hands down her belly, she soaps up her
pubic hair and buttocks. In a little while, she sets the soap aside
and tries to scrub herself, but is soon only ‘washing’ the outside
of her vulva, then the inside of her labia. When her fingers slide
across her clitoris, she groans deeply, then stops pretending to
wash and gives herself to the pleasure which quickly becomes
climactic.

After several minutes of pleasure, she leans back on
the shower wall with a sigh of satisfaction. Now that her sexual
tension is released, she’s able to finish washing her body, washes
her hair, and rinses them both. She turns the water off, but as she
starts to dry herself, she has to clamp down on her thoughts to
keep from getting excited again. When she’s finally dry, she puts
her pajamas on, brushes her teeth, grabs her comb and brush, and
opens the bathroom door. She’s momentarily surprised when she
notices that George is sitting up in bed while he reads a book,
then she asks herself, “Where else would he be?” before sits down
on the edge of the bed to comb and brush her hair as usual.

She hears his soft voice, “Sharlene?”

“Yes, George?”

“May I do that?”

“Do what?”

“Brush your hair.”

Since she’s surprised at what he said, she turns to
face him and asks, “You want to brush my hair?”

“Yes, if you don’t mind.”

“Why?”

“Well,” he hesitates a little longer then admits,
“since I was a young man, I’ve dreamed of brushing a young woman’s
long hair.”

“It’s certainly no dream to take care of. Sure, come
on.”

He scoots up close behind her, takes the offered comb
and brush, and tries to assure her, “I’ll try to be gentle.”

“I’m sure you will. Why have you dreamed of brushing
long hair?”

“I don’t know. I just remember always wanting
to.”

As he gently combs and brushes her hair, she’s
surprised at how comfortable and relaxing it is for her. She knows
her mom must have brushed her hair when she was young, but she
doesn’t remember it. She so wanted to be grown up when she was
young, that as soon as she was able to brush her own hair, she
probably insisted on doing it herself. Later, she glances at the
clock and is surprised at how much time has passed so she asks him,
“Are you still brushing my hair?”

In a quiet dreamy voice, he answers, “Yes. Isn’t it
wonderful?”

“What’s wonderful?”

“Your hair. It’s so silky smooth, so long, so
beautiful.”

Since she notices that he’s brushing the hair along
one side of her head, she pulls some from the other side of her
head to examine it. It is silky smooth. She just usually brushes it
enough to get the tangles out.

“How did you get it so silky smooth?”

“I just brushed it.”

“You’ve been brushing it a long time.”

“I have?”

“Yes. You’ve done a wonderful job. I’ve never felt it
so nice.”

“It’s nice hair.”

“I think you’ve brushed it enough for now.”

“Okay. Can I maybe brush your hair again
sometime?”

“Yes, but now it’s time for bed.” She begins to feel
a little worried since he sounds like he’s in some sort of a waking
dream. A moment later she suggests, “Why don’t you go to the
bathroom before you go to bed?”

“Okay.”

She watches him walk to the guest bathroom and close
the door. As she walks to the master bathroom toilet room, she
briefly thinks about it then takes off her pajama top and swings
her head so her hair slides across her bare back as she responds,
“Mmm, nice. I wonder . . .” but she quickly clamps that thought off
before she gets distracted and puts her pajama top back on. She
does what she needs to do, washes her hands, and steps into the
bedroom just as George walks in from the guest bathroom with a
quizzical expression on his face while his hands are slightly
shaking. She asks him, “What’s the matter?”

“One minute I’m dreaming I’m brushing your hair and
the next thing I know, I’m in the other bathroom washing my hands
and they’re shaking. Do you know what happened?”

“Interesting. Let me check your hands. Yep, muscle
spasms. You overworked your arms.”

“How?”

“You brushed my hair for a long time. When I
commented on the time, you answered in a quiet dreamy voice. After
a short conversation, I sent you to go to the bathroom before you
came to bed.”

He looks at her in surprise then asks, “I actually
brushed your hair? It wasn’t a dream?”

“No. It was real. You did a wonderful job. I’ve never
felt it so nice. Here, feel it yourself.”

He hesitates and asks, “Are you sure?”

“Yes, George.”

“Mmm, that is nice.”

“Let’s get you in bed. I’m not surprised your arms
are shaking. You brushed my hair for a long time. Before you pull
the covers up, I want to look at your surgical site, so unbutton
your pajama top.”

He grins at her as he asks, “You don’t want to rip my
shirt open to get at my chest?”

She grins back even as she shakes her head, “No,
because then I would feel responsible to sew your buttons back on.”
As she gently touches the incision sites, she asks, “Does that
hurt?”

“It’s a little tender, but it doesn’t hurt.”

“Good. We’ll leave the bandages off for now. I’ll try
to remember to check it now and then. Okay, you can button back
up.”
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After Sharlene turns off the lights, she gets in on
her side of the bed and asks, “Are you going to lay on your
back?”

“Yeah. I often start out on my back then later roll
to my side.”

“Do you mind if I cuddle?”

“Mind? I’ll be glad to have you,” and George quickly
opens his arms wide.

She lays down on her right side with her head on his
left shoulder and lays her left arm across his chest. He wraps his
left arm under her head, over her right shoulder, down her back to
her waist, and gently hugs her.

“Mmm, nice. George, do you mind if we talk a
little?”

“No. Would it be okay if I played in your hair while
we talked?”

“As long as you don’t get too distracted and stop the
conversation.”

“I’ll try. If I stop paying attention, smack me
alongside the head or something similar. What did you want to talk
about?”

“Our relationship.”

He hesitates to say, “Young lady, this is a rather
awkward position for us to be talking about our relationship.”

“Maybe.”

“What do you want to say about our relationship?”

“I want it to grow.”

“What do you mean by grow?”

“More touching.”

He pauses before he says, “I’m not trying to be
difficult, but I do want to make sure I understand what you mean.
We’ve been doing a whole lot of touching the last couple of days
and I’ve enjoyed every minute of it. And we’re doing a lot of
touching right now.” To demonstrate, he caresses her back with his
left arm and slides his right hand along her arm which is laying
across his chest.

“I guess what I’m trying to say is that I want you to
touch me more intimately.”

He definitely hesitates before he asks, “Are you
sure?”

“Yes and no. Yes, I want. No, I’m not sure.”

“If you’re not sure, then I shouldn’t touch you more
intimately.”

“If you don’t touch me more intimately, how can I be
sure whether or not it’s what I want?”

He pauses to think about that then says, “You may
have a point there. Sharlene, I’m . . .”

“I know, a boring old man who wants to meet a slender
lady who wants to be touched. I’m a slender lady and I want to be
touched.”

His eyes open wide in surprise and it takes him a few
moments to be able to ask, “How did you know about that?”

“Aunt Paula showed it to me. Apparently, she got it
from somebody named Jean.”

“My past history haunts me.”

“No. It’s more like your past history is a resume of
your accomplishments. When Aunt Paula and Uncle Paul were
separated, she did some checking around about you and talked to the
other ladies you had dated. The common response was that you knew
how to touch a woman, but nobody would say how far that touching
went.”

He tries to clarify, “It’s not so much that I know
how to touch a woman better than any other man, but I do try to
listen to their answer when I ask them how they want to be
touched.”

“Will you listen to me when I say I want to be
touched?”

He hesitates before he answers, “Sharlene, my lovely
young lady, I would gladly touch you and cover your body with
kisses, but I’m going to resist the temptation for your sake.” As
she starts to open her mouth to protest, he requests, “Please,
don’t immediately object until you hear me out.”

She’s somewhat reluctant to agree, “Okay.”

“For one thing, we hardly know each other and if I
recall correctly and if things haven’t changed in the last few
weeks, you haven’t been touched in any sort of a sexual
manner.”

“That’s true. But I know the most important thing
about you, and that is that I trust you and am comfortable being
with you. The most touching I’ve done has been with you as we’ve
hugged and kissed.” She pauses some before she admits, “And, . . .
well, . . . um . . . since your pickup . . . I’ve tried touching
myself.”

“Good for you. Did you enjoy it?”

“Uh . . . yes.”

“Very good.”

Sharlene shakes her head then says, “I don’t
understand. Here I am asking you to touch me and you admit you want
to touch me, but you hesitate to do so, yet you congratulate me on
enjoying it when I touch myself.”

“That’s right.”

“Can you explain what you mean?”

“For you to enjoy it when you touch yourself means
that you’re enjoying intimate pleasure without coercion or
obligation. If you don’t want to be touched, you don’t touch
yourself. If you do want to be touched, you touch yourself. You’re
in control of what happens to your body.”

“Sometimes I wonder when my body wants to be touched
and my mind is saying there are other concerns.”

George nods his head as he responds, “There is that
battle, but it’s all internal, between your body and your mind.
There’s no external source which is telling you to do it or to
don’t do it. I’ve heard of too many situations where a young man
tells his girlfriend he’s going to show her a good time then almost
rapes her and leaves her in a state of not knowing what happened.
Often the response is either redefining the unpleasant event as
enjoyable or recognizing the event as unpleasant and wanting
nothing more to do with what should have been enjoyable. Since
you’ve learned what you find enjoyable in a safe environment, it
puts you a step ahead of some of those other young women. You’re
also more likely to be aware of and less likely to fall for the
ploy of a young man who wants to show her a good time as a cover-up
for him simply wanting to have a good time at her expense.”

“That explains why you thought it was good I enjoyed
my own touching, but it doesn’t explain your reluctance to touch me
more.”

“Do you know what to expect when someone else touches
you?”

“No. I would hope it would be as enjoyable as when I
touch myself.”

“That would be my hope also. But the point I’m
clumsily trying to make is you don’t know what it would be like to
have someone else touch you. Do you?”

She hesitates to admit, “No.”

He pauses then tries to explain, “I don’t want to
sound like I’m bragging or saying anything other than the statement
of a fact. Every woman I spent time with who your aunt might have
talked to, already knew what it was like to have someone else touch
them. Whether they found my touching more or less enjoyable, I
don’t know. If or when I touch you more, I want you to enjoy it as
much as when you touch yourself.

“Since I’ve never touched someone who hasn’t been
touched before, I don’t know if I can meet that expectation, but
I’ll try. What that means is that if you really what me to touch
you more, I’m going to try to take little steps in how much I touch
you. That will also allow you to more easily halt the process
before it gets to a point you don’t want to deal with. . . . I
don’t mean to embarrass you, but when you say you want me to touch
you more intimately, what do you mean by that?”

Although she’s not sure whether she’s embarrassed to
say it out loud or not, she still pauses before she answers him,
“Touching my breasts and my, uh, pubic area.”

“That’s what most people think of as intimate
touching. There’s a whole lot of touching which is more intimate
than our hugs and kisses have been and which you might enjoy before
your breasts or pubic area are ever touched. And then there are
degrees of touching even there to be explored before the ‘ultimate’
act of making love. I have the impression that you aren’t
interested in having a child any time soon.”

Sharlene shakes her head as she assures him, “Not at
all.”

“Then there’s no need to rush to the baby making act.
If you decide to keep me around for the next step of the process,
then I would be very honored to be the one to share that step with
you. One word of warning: I’ll probably need to step away sometimes
to keep myself under control. I want you to enjoy the progression
of every little step of the journey of touching you more, without
coercion from anyone, especially me. Does that make sense?”

“Yes. Thank you for wanting me to enjoy the journey,
even though I’m not fully sure of what you mean by that.” She
hesitates before she asks, “Um, about your warning, does that mean
you might become so sexually excited you might want to do more than
you think I’m ready for?”

He nods his head as he answers, “That’s what I
mean.”

“Those steps of the journey you talked about, can you
give me a preview of what some of them might be?”

“Can’t I just tell you?”

“It might be more convincing that there’s something
to look forward to if you give me some actual examples.”

He hesitates then says, “You might be right about
that. I guess I can give you a couple of brief examples. With your
permission?”

“With my permission.”

“There’s nibbling on your ear lobe . . . or kissing
your neck,” she stretches it to request more. He briefly slips his
hand under the back of her pajama top, “Or sliding my hand across
your bare back . . .”

“Mmm.”

“. . . or slowly dragging my hand up the back of your
leg.”

“Ahhh . . . .”

He lifts his hand away just as he reaches the back of
her knee.

“Oh, George, can you do it again?”

“I can, but I won’t. Is the touching I did something
you might look forward to?”

“Yes.”

“Sometimes positive anticipation makes the future
event all the more pleasurable.”

“Oh, you wonderful man, kiss me.”

“I can do that.”

Sooner than he wants, he has to break the kiss to
catch his breath.

“George, the journey of touching is most definitely
looked forward to with positive anticipation.”

“With you, it most certainly is.” He kisses her
forehead and suggests, “Sleep well, my lovely lady.”

As she snuggles closer and holds him tighter, she
says, “Sweet dreams, old man.”

He slightly tightens his arms around her and
whispers, “With you, there’s nothing else.”

In a few minutes, they drift off to sleep while they
still hold onto each other.
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When she wakes up, Sharlene isn’t as surprised as she
was yesterday morning to find herself again cuddled up to George’s
back. Soon, she realizes he’s still asleep, so she stays where she
is and remembers their discussion from last night and the brief
examples of more touching he had given her. Well, the earlobe
nibbling hadn’t done much for her, but she probably shouldn’t
expect herself to enjoy everything.

If the others were even partially representative
examples, it will be fun to take the time to go on the journey. If
the tension grows to be too much, she can step aside and touch
herself in private. Still, she thinks, there must be something
wrong with her to enjoy the touches of a boring, well, maybe not so
boring, old man. What is it about him that affects her so much? She
still doesn’t know.

As she thinks about the apparently handsome or hot or
cute younger men who she had heard about or had even been pointed
out to her, her reaction to them was that they were so full of
themselves. If she were to show an interest in any of them, the
vast majority would use her and dump her. Not that most of the
apparently beautiful or desirable women didn’t act the same way
towards their male admirers. What George lacks on the outside in
comparison to other males, he more than makes up for on the inside.
He isn’t some fancy, what’s the term, ‘toy boy,’ to parade around
town. Considering their age differences, she would more likely be
considered a gold digger.

What would it be like to dress George up as a scruffy
eccentric zillionaire and go to some posh to-do where her medical
school classmates are hobnobbing and see their faces as she walks
in while she’s draped on his arm, somewhat dolled up, but still
clearly recognizable. She giggles as she builds the scenario in her
mind. As the image grows, she starts to chuckle, and then she
thinks about some of her stuffiest classmates, especially the ones
who barely earned passing grades, and begins to laugh out loud.

He wakes up to her laughter and although he wonders
what she’s laughing about, he suggests a possible answer, “I didn’t
think my back was that funny looking.”

“It’s not, George,” she kisses him between his
shoulder blades. As she continues to chuckle, Sharlene says, “Roll
over this way and I’ll let you in on the joke.”

He rolls over and as he looks at her, he gently
caresses her face, and tells her, “Morning, angel.”

“Good morning, old man,” she leans closer to him and
lightly kisses him.

“Wow! What a way to wake up in the morning. What’s so
funny, if it isn’t my back?”

She chuckles some more as she tells him and throws in
some embellishments to her first imagination.

Before she’s done, he’s chuckling with her then says,
“I’m not much for fancy parties, but that might be kind of fun to
shock a bunch of self-important busy bodies. I could pretend to be
even harder of hearing than I am and loudly ask you as ‘Doctor
Doll’ to go get me a drink. When you got back, I could loudly tell
you that I’m glad you don’t wear face paint like some of those
escapees from the wax museum.”

With that, she’s laughing out loud again.

“And then I can look around the room and find the
second most beautiful woman in the room, point to her and say,
‘Like her, especially with those balloons about to pop out of her
chest’.”

As she laughs harder, Sharlene gasps out, “Stop,
George, stop.” As he laughs with her, he wipes the tears which are
rolling from her eyes, until she’s able to bring her laughter under
control. As he wipes the last of her tears from her cheek, she
looks at him with his silly grin, says, “You funny old man,” and
much more thoroughly kisses him. A little later, she leans back
with her own grin and proclaims, “You shouldn’t make me laugh so
hard. This time, I damn near peed my pajamas.”

“Speaking of which you’d better run off and avoid the
temptation of making such a mess or I’ll get there first.” She
dashes off while she’s still chuckling and is back almost before he
gets himself out of bed and standing up.

While he goes to the bathroom, she gets her clothes
out, but decides she’ll wait with dressing until she knows she
won’t be caught half undressed when he comes out. After he washes
his hands, he sees her sitting on the edge of the bed and requests,
“Stay there a moment, please.”

He sits down next to her, takes her hand, and with a
smile on his face, he says, “If I knew where some of my old
co-workers were or even some of my family, I would love to give
them the same kind of shock treatment you want to give your
classmates. They would only see your beautiful outside. Thank you
so much for letting me see your beautiful personality also.”

“You’re the one who keeps surprising me with your
unexpected humor and creativity, ‘escapees from a wax museum,’ and
‘balloons about to pop out of her chest’. Where do you come up with
those lines?”

“I don’t know. They just kind of pop into my head.
Maybe there’s some sort of humorous dimension which occasionally
crosses paths with my astral self.”

She chuckles then says, “There you go again. And why
would you look for the second most beautiful woman in the
room?”

“Because, my lady, you would be the most beautiful
woman in the room.”

That surprises her so she asks, “Do you really think
so?”

“I don’t think so, I know so.”

“You can’t know that.”

He gently disagrees, “Since there’s no quantifiable
way to identify beauty, then we have to rely on subjective measures
and as the old saying goes, ‘beauty is in the eye of the beholder,’
and I’m doing the beholding and you’re very beautiful.”

“There’s also the old saying that flattery will get
you anywhere.”

“I’m not trying to flatter you. What I tell you is
what I feel, or believe, or think, or however you want to put it.
And I’m not trying to get anywhere. How far our relationship has
already gone is beyond my wildest dreams.”

“And that’s part of why you’re such a special man.”
She gently pushes him back onto the bed, lays on him, and kisses
him while he wraps his arms snugly around her. Finally, she allows
him a chance to partially catch his breath.

He doesn’t wait for his breathing to fully settle
before he tells her, “Wonderful breakfast . . . what’s for
brunch?”

Even as she laughs, she tries to start kissing him
again, which doesn’t work well, and that causes both of them to
laugh even harder, so she quits trying to kiss him and cuddles
instead.

After several minutes of laying there in the comfort
of each other’s arms, he says, “What an honor you do an old
man.”

“Honor? Why do you say that?”

“No matter how many young men clamor for your
attention, I can remember that it was this old man who was the
first man who the beautiful Sharlene invited into her bed. Thank
you.” This time he initiates the kiss to which she apparently has
no objections. It’s not long before he has to break it off in order
to breathe.

“As much as I enjoy hugging and kissing you, old man,
it’s time to get some REAL breakfast in you to build up your
strength. I can’t have you wearing out on me just when you start
making interesting things happen. Grab some clothes and go to the
other bathroom and get dressed and I’ll get dressed here and then
I’ll go get some breakfast started.”

“To hear is to obey, if I can get off of the bed
again. . . . Made it.” A few minutes later, he shuffles into the
kitchen, looks at her and . . . .

Sharlene asks, “George, what was that noise you
made?”

“That was my attempt at a wolf whistle. I never could
do it right.”

“What’s a wolf whistle?”

“I’m dating myself again. You don’t hear it much
except out of trained birds these days. In some old movies or
cartoons, when a man saw a pretty woman, he would wolf whistle at
her. How it got the name of ‘wolf whistle’, I don’t know.”

“So you’re trying to tell me that I’m pretty?”

He nods his head as he answers, “Every time I see
you, I think you’re very pretty. But I don’t want to sound like a
parrot or a broken record saying, ‘you’re pretty, you’re pretty,
you’re pretty’. Sometimes I want to find a new way to say it. Or to
say you’re pretty when you move, or look, or smile, or something
else which encourages me to look at you some more and realize just
how pretty you are.”

“You old flatterer, go sit down at the table,
breakfast is almost ready.”

Several minutes later, he turns to her and says,
“That was another good meal. You’re going to spoil me. A few more
days like this and I won’t want to fix my own meals when I get
better.”

“What kind of meals do you fix for yourself?”

“Usually as simple as they can be. I used to be able
to make a halfway decent omelet, but, many years ago, I somehow
lost the knack of being able to turn it right and would either end
up with a mess or convert it into scrambled eggs. One other thing I
can do fairly well is to make a grilled cheese sandwich, but as
some people have said, it’s pretty hard to mess that up.”

“I’d better get these dirty dishes cleaned up.”
Sharlene stands up and picks up most of the dirty dishes and
utensils to take to the kitchen. When she notices that he’s turning
in his chair to watch her, she asks, “What are you looking at?”

“You.”

“Why?”

“Because I like to look at you. You’re graceful and
beautiful and my eyes just aren’t tired of looking at you. At least
I hope you don’t mind me looking at you.”

As she steps back to the table, she says, “Thank you
for the flattery and, no, I don’t mind you looking at me, but I
really do want to get some house cleaning done. So give me a good
hug and then go sit down on the love seat and rest.”

Since he’s only too happy to comply with at least the
first part of her request, when she sits on his upper legs, he
wraps his arms around her, hugs her, and gratefully joins her in
the kiss she initiates. She reluctantly breaks the kiss to let him
breathe, gets up, gathers the last of the breakfast dishes, cleans
them up, and goes off to do some housework. In an attempt to
distract himself from her and to get some rest, he grabs his book,
and reclines on the love seat. He’s only able to read a few pages
before his eyelids drop and he falls asleep.
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About three hours later, George wakes up to a kiss on
his forehead and opens his eyes to see Sharlene kneeling on the
love seat with her legs straddling his legs and leaning over him,
while his hands are caressing her legs on top of her jeans,
seemingly of their own accord.

“It’s lunch time, old man.”

He lifts one hand up to gently pull her head closer
to his, kisses her, and proclaims, “Mmm, wonderful lunch. And low
calorie, too.”

She grins then suggests, “You greedy old man. Go get
yourself washed up while I finish fixing lunch.” Following a quick
kiss, she scrambles off of the love seat and goes back to the
kitchen. A couple of minutes later, he returns and sits at the
table where she’s just setting down plates of food.

A little later, he takes a drink then looks at his
empty plate before he looks at her and says, “Another wonderful
meal. Thank you, my lady. What’s on the agenda for this
afternoon?”

“I want you to rest some more. We may be up late
talking to Mariam and I don’t want you to wear yourself out trying
to stay awake or have you fall asleep and hurt yourself falling off
of a chair or something. I need to pick up a few things from the
grocery store and fix dinner. I thought I would grab a quick shower
after I put dinner in the oven. Um, would you be willing to brush
my hair again?”

“Willing? I’d love to. Here I am imposing on you and
interfering in your life and you let me hug and kiss you and brush
your hair on top of it. I’m surprised I haven’t died from
guilt.”

“There’s no reason for you to feel guilty. I’m the
one who asked you to do it. And no more talk of dying, especially
from something as stupid as guilt. I want to keep you around for
that
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