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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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As Angelisa helps her clear the table, Sharlene asks,
“So what did you want to talk to me about?”

“Rebeka had an idea of doing a series of drawings of
each of us to give to George to try to further convince him that we
want him to touch us. I think she developed the idea from the
drawing she did of you where she asked you to imagine that he was
about to step into the room and you were anxiously waiting for him
to do so.”

“I remember. I was astounded at how well she captured
what I was feeling.”

“Yeah. She’s real good at that. Anyway, she came up
with the idea of a series of five drawings, I’m not sure if she’s
decided on a name for the series or even exactly what to call the
individual drawings, but in general terms she thought of
‘Anticipation,’ like the drawing she did of you, then ‘Enticement,’
followed by ‘Available,’ ‘Excited,’ and ‘Overwhelmed.’ I’ve kind of
added to those by thinking of them as ‘anticipating George’s
arrival,’ ‘enticing George’, ‘George, I’m all yours,’ ‘excited by
George,’ and ‘overwhelmed by George’.”

Sharlene responds, “I like the sounds of this
already. What kind of poses has she proposed?”

“The ‘anticipation’ is like what she’s already drawn
of you, the ‘enticement’ is of us partially showing a breast,
‘available’ is us bare breasted, ‘excited’ is of us at the moment
of climax or just after, while ‘overwhelmed’ is just after we’ve
fallen asleep from all of the pleasure.”

“So that’s why you were taking photographs of
Rebeka.”

Angelisa nods her head as she responds, “Yes. She’s
been able to draw herself either from photographs I’ve taken or
from a mirror for each of those other stages while I thoroughly
enjoyed the opportunity to excite her, but I wasn’t able to
overwhelm her with pleasure.”

Sharlene briefly pauses then suggests, “I suspect
that she needs to hear our excitement to be excited enough or
she’ll have to wait until she’s ready to be touched in her pubic
area.”

“I was thinking along those lines myself.”

“I think she’s done drawings of me being excited and
overwhelmed, so I guess she would like you to take photographs of
me enticing and bare breasted so she can make those drawings
without him knowing about it.”

“That’s the idea. Since our poses of being bare
breasted, excited, and overwhelmed will be similar, Rebeka wants to
make the enticement drawings somewhat different.” Angelisa opens
the previously arranged sketch pad and says, “Here’s what she did
for me and here’s what she did for herself.”

Sharlene smiles as she nods her head, “Yes. Those are
definitely enticing and quite different. Since my breasts are so
small, it won’t be obvious for a similar drawing to show my breast
without seeing my nipple. So, have you guys thought of a pose for
me?”

“Yes, but we thought you ought to be able to think
about your own pose because we know you know how to entice
him.”

“Maybe so, but I’m still interested in your idea. I
can come up with my own idea and maybe I can have Rebeka draw
several then give one to him with the series and give the others to
him at different times.”

“I hadn’t thought about that. Um, let’s get one of
your shirts, it might be easier to half demonstrate while I explain
and then you can see it in a mirror and say what you think of
it.”

“Okay.” Sharlene goes to their bedroom, gets a shirt,
and slips it on before they go to the guest bedroom in order to
stand in front of the mirrored closet doors.

Angelisa suggests, “Rather than take your braid out,
let me try a variation then explain the original idea.” After she
buttons up only the bottom buttons of her shirt, she has Sharlene
pull one side of her shirt to the side and pulls her braid around
to the front and drapes it across her nipple. “Oh my, he would like
that.” Angelisa quickly grabs the camera, has Sharlene turn away
from the mirror, and takes several photographs as Sharlene moves
mostly just her head to show several enticing expressions.

“So, what was the original idea?”

“To have your hair loose and have you hold both sides
of your shirt open with some of your hair draped over each
nipple.”

“Let’s try it,” Sharlene responds and quickly
unbraids her hair, finger combs it, and pulls it forward over each
shoulder to cover her breasts, yet it also covers most of her
chest, but Angelisa still takes photographs of it. Sharlene then
pulls it all over one shoulder to hide one breast while she opens
the other side of her shirt to almost show her other nipple.

After she briefly thinks about it, she moves all of
her hair to her back then pulls just enough over each shoulder to
barely hide her nipples while Angelisa takes more photographs.
Sharlene then makes a smaller braid from each side of her head to
cover her nipples, picks up one of the braids, covers one of her
nipples with her wrist, and brushes her chin with the end of the
braid while she looks invitingly into the camera. Only by
continually reminding herself that she’s trying to help Rebeka is
Angelisa able to keep taking photographs and not throw the camera
aside.

Sharlene pretends to pout as she says, “I’m beginning
to wonder if I’m losing my touch.”

She lowers the camera and asks, “What do you
mean?”

“You seem to be demonstrating the strength of George
in resisting my invitations.”

“I’m just trying to help Rebeka.” She quickly sets
the camera on the counter and when she steps close, she partially
picks up Sharlene and falls onto the bed with her and starts to
kiss her almost wildly which takes Sharlene somewhat by surprise
and she hurries to respond to the kiss. Almost immediately, the
pleasure is pouring into them as their bare chests and short full
skirts offer little impedance to caressing hands which also quickly
push off each other’s skirts while their deep kisses become more
groans around panted breaths.

It’s hard to say who’s cry of pleasure echoes through
the room first since they climax almost simultaneously, then the
cries alternate until they both have to lay back on the bed and
rest for awhile to catch at least some breath. Since she’s
unwilling to wait until her breathing is fully settled, Sharlene
kneels next to Angelisa and leans over to begin kissing her
breasts. As the pleasure quickly grows to begin pounding into her,
Angelisa can do little but groan, enjoy, cry out in climax, and do
it all over again while she unsuccessfully tries to lift her hands
to caress Sharlene’s breasts.

When Sharlene leans up to grab a few breaths,
Angelisa struggles to get turned around, and when Sharlene leans
back down, Angelisa is able to press down on Sharlene’s back enough
to get her to lower her torso and caress her breasts with her
tongue which causes Sharlene to deeply groan and lower her torso
even more. Back and forth the pleasure flows as they take turns
giving pleasure to each other’s breasts until Sharlene can no
longer support herself and without a thought, she stretches out and
lays down.

Once her breathing is partially settled, Sharlene
feels her pleasure growing and it takes her a few moments to
recognize the cause as Angelisa kisses her lower abdomen while she
pushes Sharlene a little ways down her body which causes her
hardened nipples to slide down Angelisa’s upper abdomen. As she
feels the growing excitement and finally recognizes where she is,
Sharlene pulls herself a little further and starts to kiss the
front of Angelisa’s vulva while she deeply groans then Angelisa
starts to kiss Sharlene’s vulva.

As they remember how he has given each of them so
much pleasure, they move a little more and try to kiss and tongue
caress each other all over the other’s pubic area while they cry
out in pleasure and grab hasty breaths in order to verbally express
their next climax. While she struggles through her own immense
pleasure in order to give Angelisa some more, Sharlene moves one
hand around Angelisa’s buttocks and slips a finger in to stroke her
vagina and her cry escalates almost to a scream before she falls
silent. With a last conscious thought, Sharlene pulls her finger
out before she can no longer stay awake after so much pleasure.
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As he steps out of his bedroom with a relieved
bladder, George looks in the open door of the guest bedroom and
feels his desire quickly rise when he notices Sharlene and
Angelisa’s naked bodies and how they had been giving pleasure to
each other and he can’t stop himself from walking right up the bed
to look at them more closely, yet somehow he restrains himself from
touching them. Soon, he recognizes their steady breathing and
realizes they wore each other out and as gently as he can, he lifts
Sharlene off of Angelisa.

Sharlene stirs a little and as she senses his
presence, she mutters, “Love me, lord.”

“You’re too tired.”

“Yeah, but I want.”

“Maybe after a snack, a drink, and a rest.”

“Okay.”

He puts her skirt back on, it’s not much, but it does
reduce the temptation of her fully naked body and he almost carries
her to the dining room table where she sits down, leans over, and
lays her head on her arms. When he goes back to the bedroom, he
almost chuckles at hearing Angelisa’s sleep slurred voice, “Make
love to me, husband,” and he gives her the same answer he gave
Sharlene. He puts her skirt on and almost carries her to the dining
room table where she almost exactly imitates Sharlene’s
position.

He takes a few deep breaths then goes to the library
to check on Rebeka who weakly lifts her arms to him and says, “You
came back.” He leans over and gently kisses her as her arms wrap
around his neck. Since he’s surprised at how firmly she holds onto
him, he briefly pauses before he pulls her off of the recliner as
he stands up. Her thorough kiss isn’t very vigorous then she leans
her head on his shoulder to rest and catch her breath. When she
asks, “Touch me more?” he raises his eyebrows in surprise and gives
her the same answer he gave the other ladies then supports her as
she walks to the dining room table where she asks, “Are they
okay?”

“They apparently wore each other out.”

“Mmm, sounds like fun.”

Sharlene mutters, “Very fun,” without moving.

He soon has drinks for each of them, then supports
them as they sit up to take a few sips while he goes around the
table a few times until some rest and rehydration enables them to
sit up on their own and sip at their drinks. He prepares sandwiches
for each of them and although they weakly chew the first few bites,
the rest of their sandwiches are quickly eaten. He refills their
drinks and prepares each of them a half of a sandwich and sits with
them to eat his own half. As he watches them wink, grin, and almost
giggle at each other, he makes a fairly accurate guess as to what
their thoughts are, although he’s almost surprised they allow him
to clear the table while they finish their drinks.

“When do we need to behave ourselves to give us
enough recovery time before Paula and Paul come?”

He isn’t the only one who’s surprised that it’s
Rebeka who asks the question.

Sharlene answers, “Aunt Paula usually closes the
store at eighteen hundred. It will take them a few minutes to
change and drive up. I’m guessing that if we stop playing somewhere
around seventeen hundred, that should give us enough time to
recover and function somewhat normally. Did you have something in
mind?”

“Not specifically.” Rebeka gets up, walks around the
table, pulls his chair back, and straddles his legs to sit on his
knees. Although she looks at him, she addresses Sharlene also,
“While you were gone, Angelisa and I had some wonderful times
sharing pleasure here and I can’t thank you enough for letting us
use your home so we could enjoy each other in secure privacy.” She
deeply kisses him, but keeps it short to avoid totally running out
of breath.

He responds, “It was truly my pleasure.”

“At the same time, I started doubting a little as to
whether you could be as wonderful as my memory said you were, that
you, as a man, could be so different from all of the males I knew
or had heard about. The contrast of you and your attitudes to
others is too big to be real. Yet, I knew my memory of you couldn’t
be a total fabrication, so I’ve been anxiously looking forward to
seeing which was right.

“After earlier this afternoon when you expressed how
much you wanted to make love to me, but didn’t do anything about
actually doing it, I knew my memory was right and that my fears and
doubts were wrong. It’s so wonderful, exciting, and thrilling to
share pleasure with my fellow wives, and I certainly don’t want to
diminish any aspect of my relationship with them, but because
you’re such a contrast to what I knew, being with you is extra
special.

“I know I’m not ready for you to make love to me yet,
regardless of how much I want it, but I still want to be as close
to you as I can, to touch you, to feel you, to taste you, to . . .”
since she runs out of appropriate words, she kisses him as long and
as thoroughly as she can. When she has enough breath, she
continues, “As much as I want to be close to you, I don’t want to
interfere with you giving pleasure to my fellow wives, so if
someone can figure out how to share pleasure with all of us while I
remain as close to you as I can, I’ll be happy, very happy
indeed.”

Before Rebeka finishes kissing him again, Sharlene
and Angelisa are there, kissing her cheeks and when a finger gently
pushes on her jaw, Rebeka turns her head in the indicated direction
to kiss the lips which meet hers. As the kisses go on, Rebeka
usually recognizes whose lips she’s kissing, but the important
thing to her is that they’re all sharing kisses. While they pant
for breath, Sharlene and Angelisa stand up and are soon groaning as
he moves his lips and tongue to give pleasure to their nearby
breasts.

Rebeka barely takes the time to smile at what he’s
doing then she does the same to their other breasts before she
moves her arms from around his neck to around Sharlene and
Angelisa’s backs to pull them closer. As she feels Sharlene and
Angelisa’s arms go around her shoulders to help hold them up and
close, Rebeka slides her hands down their skirts, over their
buttocks, and down the backs of their nearer legs and when her
hands find skin, her hands start to caress up the insides of their
legs as she’s seen him do so many times before.

Sharlene and Angelisa’s groans are almost constant
and Rebeka isn’t surprised to find that his hands have been
caressing up the insides of their other legs. They play with each
other’s fingers for a little while then each of them caresses their
side of Angelisa and Sharlene’s pubic area which causes them both
to cry out with their climaxes. As she follows the lead of his
fingers, Rebeka caresses down their legs then back up to give them
more climactic pleasure. Although she would like to be the direct
recipient of his pleasure giving touch, it’s a special joy for her
to be working with him in order to give great pleasure to Sharlene
and Angelisa. When she feels their bodies start to slump, her hands
quickly pull out from between their legs to help them remain
upright as they pant for breath.

When she has enough breath, Sharlene kisses Rebeka
then says, “Thank you so much for joining him in giving us
pleasure.”

“It was truly my pleasure.” When she feels the back
of her pants pulled on by Sharlene and Angelisa, Rebeka stands up
while she straddles his legs and asks, “What?”

“It’s your turn to receive pleasure.”

While she’s gently pulled forward, Rebeka moves her
feet and is soon snugly pressed to his chest and gladly leans her
breasts forward to his mouth and she deeply groans in response.
Sharlene turns partially towards him and props her nearest foot on
his leg right behind Rebeka’s buttocks and is glad to see Angelisa
follow suit. Sharlene grips Angelisa’s arm behind Rebeka’s back,
braces her other arm on his shoulder, leans over, and requests,
“Touch us, my lord.”

Angelisa is quick to agree, “Yes, please,
husband.”

Since he doesn’t want to refuse such an invitation
even as his month is exciting Rebeka’s breasts, his hands reach
out, find their upright legs, follows the insides of their legs up
to their spread pubic areas where he caresses them, moves away,
caresses them some more before he moves his hands away again which
sends the pleasure flowing through them in waves. When he senses
they’re running out of energy and since he’s sure they want more,
he slides his fingers up to between their labias which sends one
then the other onto their toes with excitement, then he slips
fingers into their vaginas as their expressions of excitement
intensify while he sucks on one of Rebeka’s nipples which causes
her cry of climax to join the others.

Moments later, he feels Sharlene and Angelisa’s
bodies go limp and he unexpectedly realizes that he doesn’t dare
move his hands from between their legs since he won’t be able to
move his hands fast enough to catch them before they fall. Almost
at the same time, Rebeka slumps and slides down his abdomen while
her legs spread wider across his lower abdomen, but at least she
won’t fall over because she’s snugly pressed to him between
Sharlene and Angelisa.
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After her breathing has settled, Rebeka briefly
kisses him then proclaims, “Oh, thank you, George, that was
wonderful.”

“It was truly my pleasure.”

“Are you holding them up?”

“For now.”

“How can I help?”

“How much energy do you have?

“Not enough to get up just yet, but I can probably
help hold them.”

“In that case, if you can lean back and wrap your
arms around their lower backs, I should be able to move my hands
from their pubic areas so they can recover.”

“I have them.”

One at a time, he quickly moves his hands in order to
wrap them around their lower backs and pull them tighter to him and
the ladies seem to relax further at the reduction of stimulated
nerves. He pauses then says, “Okay. I can hold them if you can
reach behind you and move their feet from off of my legs so they’ll
be easier to move.”

“I can do that.” After she does as he requested, she
wraps her arms around Sharlene and Angelisa’s backs again while
they rest some more. A little later, she asks, “What’s next?”

He says, “I can probably manage if you want to go
rest.”

“Oh, George. To see how much effort you put into
giving us pleasure and then to keep us safe . . . I can’t express
what that means to me. And then to be able to join with you in that
effort means the world to me. It’s truly an honor to observe how
you treat us and even more of an honor to work with you to share
such beautiful pleasure. Sharlene is right, you truly are our lord
of pleasure, our husband, my lover, and my future love maker.” She
leans forward and kisses him as thoroughly as she can without
letting go of Sharlene or Angelisa. Before he can verbally respond,
Rebeka asks, “How can I help you get them some place to safely
rest?”

Since he was prepared to thank her for her
sentiments, it takes him a moment or two to change his thoughts to
the new task and suggest, “If you can slip out from under their
arms, sit on Sharlene’s chair and pull her onto your lap and hold
her. Then I can move Angelisa to the sofa and come back for
Sharlene.”

“Okay.” While she moves carefully, but steadily,
Rebeka is soon holding Sharlene’s limp body on her upper legs. As
soon as he sees that she has a snug grip on Sharlene, he turns
Angelisa to sit on his upper legs, pushes the chair backwards to
the sofa, gently lays Angelisa on the sofa, and straightens out her
skirt. He scoots the chair back to the dining room table, transfers
Sharlene to his upper legs, scoots the chair to the love seat,
gently lays Sharlene there, and straightens out her skirt. He
starts to scoot the chair back, but is stopped. As he looks up and
back, he sees Rebeka and watches her as she steps around to his
side and lifts a leg over his to straddle and sit on his legs
before she asks, “Why did you lay them down separately?”

“To reduce the chance that one of them will wake up
and roll off onto the floor.”

“That makes sense. When they went limp, how you were
holding them up by their pubic areas before you were able to get
your arms around them.” Somehow, she isn’t surprised to see him
blush some since she suspects how he did it. She clarifies her
request, “I’m not trying to embarrass you, I’m trying to learn. I
couldn’t see how you did it, but I would like to know in case I’m
ever in a similar situation and need to apply the same
solution.”

“I guess that makes sense. Um, my hands were cupping
their pubic areas while, uh, my middle fingers were in their
vaginas.”

Rebeka lifts one of his hands, turns it over, presses
on the back of his middle finger so it stands up above the palm of
his hand, and asks, “Like this?”

“Yes.”

“So this finger was in one of their vaginas?” she
asks as she strokes it.

“Um, yes.”

Rebeka lifts his hand further and in a move which
almost shocks him, she licks his finger then sucks on it while she
looks up at him through her eyelashes which produces a scene thick
with sensual innuendo. A few moments later, she lifts his other
hand and guides his middle finger into his mouth as she says, “I
can hardly wait until it’s the right time for you to taste me.”

His eyes open wider in surprise and after a brief
pause, he tries to be gentle as he quickly pulls his hands out of
her grip and says, “Me, too.” He slides one of his arms around the
top of her buttocks while his other arm goes around her back to
pull her tightly close to him and he kisses her hungrily. Although
she’s momentarily startled at the depth of his obvious desire for
her, she quickly responds at feeling her own desire soar with the
rushing in of pleasure.

They break the kiss to pant for breath, but after
only a few breaths, they’re deeply kissing again. Since she feels
the want, the desire, the need for more, she pushes herself up and
as his mouth closes around one of her breasts, her groan quickly
grows to a cry of climax which goes on as he moves back and forth
between her breasts until her legs can no longer support her and
she drops down to his legs, lays her head on his shoulder to rest,
and pants for breath. When she can, she asks, “How soon can I give
myself to you?”

Even though he’s startled by her question, he still
gently caresses her face as he tries to think of an appropriate
answer. A few moments later, he tells her, “Before anything else,
you need to be sure your body is fully healed.” He knows it’s not
the best answer, but maybe by then she’ll forget that she had such
a crazy idea. She needs to look to her own future and best
interests, not give herself to him.

“I suppose you’re right. . . . You know, we make a
good team in giving them pleasure.”

“Yes, we do. . . . I’m not quite sure how to say this
other than bluntly, . . . I’m surprised you’re willing to touch
them so intimately, not only because of your abuse, but also
because you aren’t being touched nearly so intimately.”

“You’ve taught me that intimate pleasure can be
enjoyed. You’ve also taught me how much of a joy it is to give
pleasure to someone else when you know they’ll enjoy it. I won’t
lie and say that I don’t wish I was enjoying more intimate
touching, but for me to have the opportunity to be able to give
someone else pleasure, especially when I know they appreciate it
and will want to do the same for me, it has its own level of
enjoyment and their excitement feeds my own which makes my own
pleasure even more enjoyable.” Her eyes open wide and she stares at
him before she proclaims, “But you already know that!”

She briefly pauses a little longer in order to more
fully absorb that realization then says, “Now that I have a little
better understanding of you and your attitude, I’m even more
grateful to you for all of the love and care you’ve shown me. Thank
you for being the man I can totally trust and feel safe with.” She
kisses him thoroughly as though to confirm her words.

Before his breathing is totally settled, he hears
Sharlene ask, “Lover?” and he scoots the chair over to the love
seat while he still holds Rebeka.

“Yes, love?”

“Is there time for some more pleasure before our
required recovery time needs to begin?”

“A little.”

“Would you be willing to send my pleasure quickly
flying to the mountains?”

Since he’s unable to totally repress his grin, he
says, “I’m certainly willing to try.”

“I know you’ll succeed.”

Rebeka asks, “May I join in?”

“Of course. I may not have much energy, but I would
gladly share what I have to share some pleasure with you.” She
opens her arms.

Rebeka gets off of his legs, partially sits on the
love seat next to Sharlene, and leans over to kiss her. He gets up,
reaches across them, grabs the afghan off the back of the sofa,
folds it a few times, sets it next to the love seat in order to
kneel on it, gently pulls Sharlene’s nearer leg towards him, slips
his head between her spread legs, and kisses the insides of her
legs. While he moves his kisses up her legs an inch or so at a
time, he soon arrives at her pubic area to excite her with his
lips, his tongue, and his caressing hands. Her groaning and initial
brief cries of pleasure interrupt her ability to continue kissing,
so Rebeka kisses down her upper chest and is soon giving pleasure
to her breasts and nipples.

As he hears her growing excitement and feels it as
well since Sharlene lifts her hips up to him, he increases the
intensity of his caresses with both his tongue and his hands and
when he senses that she’s ready, he slips a thumb into her vagina
to caress the multitudes of nerves there while Rebeka says ‘hello’
to one of her breasts until Sharlene’s scream of orgasm falls
silent and she collapses. Reluctantly, he moves away from her nerve
filled pubic area and sees Rebeka lean up from her breast, so he
straightens out Sharlene’s limbs and after he shakes out the
afghan, he covers her with it. While he looks at her beautiful face
with her contented smile, he doesn’t notice that Rebeka steps
away.

A couple of moments later when he feels a tug on his
arm, he looks up, sees Rebeka, and since he doesn’t want to disturb
Sharlene’s rest, he gets up, and follows her lead to the sofa.
Angelisa asks him, “Husband, will you give me the same treatment
you gave Sharlene?” He looks at Angelisa, then at Rebeka who gives
him a slight nod of her head, then back at Angelisa and he doesn’t
even bother trying to question her since the expression on her face
makes her answer very clear. As he reaches for the afghan on the
back of the sofa, Rebeka quickly sits on the edge of the sofa,
leans over, and begins to kiss Angelisa. Since he doesn’t want to
disappoint her, he gladly fulfills Angelisa’s request with Rebeka’s
enthusiastic assistance and soon Angelisa’s cry of climax falls
silent as she collapses and they cover her up.
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George barely stands up before Rebeka is in his arms
and deeply kisses him. When she can, she says, “Thank you so much
for letting me join and help you give them the pleasure they
want.”

“I’m glad you wanted to join in, even though I’m
still puzzled by it.”

“If I try to think about it, I’m puzzled myself, but
I know it’s right and good. The best explanation I can come up with
is that my relationship with the three of you is such an extreme
contrast to my previous life that I want to immerse myself in it as
fully and as often as I can.” She kisses him as thoroughly as she
can as though she’s trying to emphasize her statement.

When her breathing settles, she says, “I just thought
of another reason for joining in. It gives me a chance to learn
from you and them how to touch another person for their enjoyment,
especially Angelisa. I know that the four of us won’t always be
together, but hopefully I’ll be able to spend more time with
Angelisa and because I want to share pleasure with her, the more I
learn how to please her, the more she’ll want to enjoy it and the
more likely she’ll want to share pleasure with me.” She stops in
surprise and looks at him with wide eyes then proclaims, “That’s
what you’ve been saying all along!”

He slightly grins as he responds, “My selfish little
secret isn’t secret anymore.”

“You’ve never made it a secret. I guess it took me
awhile to more fully understand the idea. So, how do I thank you
for being selfish when it seems like you’re being selfless?”

“By being selfish yourself in allowing me to support
and encourage you.”

“And touching me to give me pleasure?”

“Only if that’s what you truly want, because I have
no intention or desire to coerce you or to even suggest that you do
something you don’t want to do, especially in regards to
intimacy.”

She briefly hesitates before she asks, “Because of my
abuse?”

“Not specifically, because I feel the same towards
Sharlene and Angelisa. The beauty which should be intimacy between
two people can too easily be twisted into something abusive as
you’ve suffered. And because you have suffered, that gives me all
the more reason to be careful with you so I do all I can to give
you positive experiences at whatever level you wish to
participate.”

“Let me assure you that you have completely succeeded
in that with me. What I thought was dirty has become beautiful and
what I thought was painful has become pleasurable and what I feared
most of all has become that which I most look forward to. And the
majority of the credit for the change in my response to intimacy is
due to you, your attitudes, and your gentle care. Sharlene is
right, you truly are the lord of pleasure.” Again, she kisses him
as thoroughly as she can and feels like she wants to melt in his
arms which snugly hold her while she waits for her breathing to
settle. “As much as I’m sure you enjoy being reminded of how
Sharlene and Angelisa smell when they’re excited, you might want to
wash your beard before Paula and Paul get here.”

“Good point. I probably ought to do that before I
forget.”

She stops him before he walks away and asks, “Do you
think you’ll want to smell and taste my excitement?”

He caresses her face as he says, “Only if you want me
to and then I’ll be more than happy to,” and he thoroughly kisses
her. After his breathing is mostly settled, he starts to say,
“Unless . . .” then pauses.

“Unless what?”

“Unless you decide to wash yourself with cooked
broccoli or something else which is equally noxiously odoriferous,”
and he can no longer keep the grin from his face.

“As much as I might be tempted to test you, that
would be going too far for even the rebel in me.” Her responding
grin soon becomes kissing lips. When she has enough breath, she
suggests, “Go, before my desire to have you taste me becomes any
stronger.” She pats his buttocks, turns away, and doesn’t see him
briefly stare at her in surprise.

A little later, she hears something, turns, and as
she sees him coming back down the hall, she doesn’t run, but she’s
still quickly in his arms and kisses him then she has to wait for
her breathing to settle before she can ask him, “What’s on the
agenda now?”

“Well, for me, a distraction is in order.”

“A distraction from what?”

“You.”

She looks at him in surprise, “Me?!? Why do you need
a distraction from me?”

“Because the more you express an interest and desire
for intimacy, the more tempting you become.”

“I’m tempting? Even when you have Sharlene and
Angelisa begging you to touch them almost continuously?”

He gently caresses her face as he says, “Yes, my
lovely lady, you’re a desirable woman who tempts me.” He softly
kisses her. “I know that may not be what you want to hear, but I
don’t want to lie to you.”

“Oh, George, from you, I very much want to hear it
and feel it.” As he responds to her kiss, she does feel desired by
him, and for more than just her body. Since she’s too well
acquainted with how it feels for only her body to be wanted or
simply used, his desire for her as a whole person makes his desire
for her body feel even more special. When her breathing is settled,
she declares, “If you hold and kiss me like that much longer, I’m
going to need a distraction from you.”

He softly smiles at her while he caresses her face
before he asks, “Would you be willing to watch over our fellow
lovers while I walk down to get the mail?”

“And what if I want to share more pleasure with our
fellow lovers?”

“That’s your choice and theirs. However, I’m not sure
how to explain to Paula and Paul why all three of you are taking a
nap.”

She asks, “You mean something other than the
truth?”

“As much as I prefer to tell the truth, it’s not
always understood properly and might reflect negatively on
somebody.”

“Yeah. I don’t think I’m ready for this particular
truth to be known outside of the four of us, but if there’s anyone
who might understand, I think it would be Paula.”

“Possibly, but I’m not ready to find out. Well,
before you distract me from my distraction,” he briefly kisses her,
“I’d better go get the mail,” and he walks out the door.

She’s surprised to hear him clearly lock the door.
Since she’s not sure why he thought he needed to do that when
people are in the house and Molly and the puppies are outside, she
makes a mental note to ask him later then she goes to get her
sketch pad, pulls a kitchen chair over, and as she looks back and
forth between them as they sleep, she decides to draw Sharlene
since she guesses she’ll have more opportunities to draw
Angelisa.

When she hears the door being unlocked, she closes
her sketch pad, sets it down, quickly walks over, steps into his
arms as soon as he turns back from closing and locking the door,
and thoroughly kisses him.

Although he seems surprised, he quickly responds to
her delight then asks, “To what do I owe the honor of such a
wonderful greeting?”

“For being a wonderful man and for all of the love
and care and pleasure you’ve given me and,” she grins, “to
encourage you to selfishly give me more in the future.”

He returns her grin as he asks, “Is that you being
selfish or me being selfish?”

Rebeka proclaims, “Both,” and thoroughly kisses him
again. “Go put your mail down and hurry back because I think
Sharlene is starting to wake up.” The gentle smile and soft caress
he gives her as he starts to step away thrills her.

After he returns from the library, he sits on the
edge of the love seat and is soon bending over to kiss Sharlene,
but before she can see what they’re going to do next, Rebeka hears
a noise from the sofa and quickly goes over there to gently kiss
Angelisa the rest of the way awake. They both help Sharlene and
Angelisa to the dining room table where he insists that Rebeka join
them in resting with drinks and a snack. When they feel somewhat
recovered, but without their full strength back, Sharlene and
Angelisa encourage him then enjoy having him dress them from the
skin out, even though they’re a little disappointed that his
extraneous touches are light and infrequent.

Since she wants to partially join in on the dressing
up, Rebeka goes through the bras Sharlene gave her and finds a
nearly shear lace bra for him to put on her. A moment later, she
turns around, leans her back to his chest, holds his hands over her
breasts, and bends over to have him help her adjust her breasts in
her bra while she rubs her buttocks on his lower abdomen. His eyes
open wide in surprise while Sharlene and Angelisa giggle then kiss
Rebeka before they let him put her shirt on. Although she wants to
do otherwise, Rebeka concedes that it’s probably best at this time
for her to tuck in her own shirt, and she only blushes a little as
she undoes her pants to tuck her shirt in while he can only stare
before he realizes he shouldn’t be watching and turns away.

While Sharlene’s arms and legs are tightly around
him, she kisses him while Angelisa and Rebeka pull his arms around
them and hold him snugly as they walk down the hall to the kitchen.
As he sets Sharlene on the kitchen counter, he admits that was the
most pleasant game of walking blind while trusting someone else’s
guidance that he’s ever experienced.

He encourages them to rest some more other than
putting the pizzas in the oven when the stove has been pre-heated
while he goes to the garden to pick and pull some vegetables for a
salad. When he comes back in, they assure him they’re rested enough
to prepare the salad and with each of them helping, it’s quickly
made along with the table being set. They rest a little longer
before Paula and Paul arrive and after greetings and hugs are
shared, they quietly enjoy dinner along with the bottle of wine
Paul brought.
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After dinner is cleaned up and fresh drinks are
poured, Sharlene and George give the highlights of their trip while
Paula encourages them to give more details.

When they’re done, George looks at the others and
asks, “So, did anything interesting happen while we were gone?”

Paul briefly glances around then says, “No. Nothing
like Paula needing to call for an airevac because Sharlene was
beating on your chest while she claimed you had a heart attack.”
There are some chuckles at his reinterpretation of that event.
“Come on, George, when does anything ever happen around here? There
was nothing more than a domestic dispute or two, a hostage
situation, teenagers trying to vandalize something, and a bank
robbery. You know, just your average small town happenings, nothing
special.”

“Paul, there’s nothing normal about a hostage
situation and a bank robbery. What’s the story?”

“Well, that’s not for me to tell, or at least not to
start. Angelisa?”

Sharlene and George look at her in surprise and
wonder what she would have to do with those kinds of situations.
They listen with wide eyes as she starts the story while Paul and
Rebeka fill in parts then Angelisa tells about how most people in
her culture are even more careful around her. When they finish,
Sharlene reaches across the table to grab Angelisa’s hand and asks,
“Are you sure you’re all right?”

“Yes. I started to panic and was scared the whole
time, but with everyone’s help and encouragement, I knew what to do
and since I knew they were watching over me and listening to
everything that was being said, I was able to do what needed to be
done. After it was over, everyone praised me which helped me to
feel better about my role, then Rebeka let me cry it out and fed me
after I woke up.”

George says, “Paul, thank you so much for helping
Angelisa. I wouldn’t have known what to do.”

“Believe me, it was my pleasure. Even though she was
very scared, Angelisa kept her head on straight and did what needed
to be done. I’ve seen trained undercover operatives have problems
and they weren’t dealing with a personal situation like she was. I
must admit that I did learn something about myself on this
one.”

“What’s that?”

“I need to get back into shape.”

“Huh? Why do you say that?”

“Lugging those two ‘guards’ from Banlohtee’s and
tossing them into the back of the pickup was a chore. It was a good
thing they weren’t any bigger.”

It takes a couple of moments for what he said to
register before the others chuckle.

George suggests, “Then maybe we shouldn’t offer you
any dessert. We wouldn’t want to interfere with your training
program.”

“I haven’t started it yet. Besides, the best way to
start a training program is to indulge before you begin rather than
after, so bring it on. Or should I ask what you have for dessert in
case Sharlene decided to serve one of the so-called delicacies from
the Southeast Asia Quadrant.”

Sharlene shakes her head then assures him, “No,
nothing like that. We have a blackberry pie.”

“Blackberry pie? I like blackberries, but I don’t
recall having them in a pie.”

“Then you’re in for a treat.”

Afterwards, as they lean back with contented sighs,
they all agree that it was indeed a treat. They talk some more over
cups of tea, then Paula and Paul leave since they need to get their
rest before they open the store early in the morning. Angelisa and
Rebeka help clean up then realize there’s really not time to
indulge their desire for more pleasure without spending the night
and Angelisa has already made plans to meet with Banlohtee and
Rebeka wants to finish some drawings before next week’s art
expo.

Sharlene asks her, “Was there anything in the
literature from the art expo about when you can go set up or was
there any guidance about how to arrange your rented space?”

Rebeka answers, “It was rather basic in that each
booth is separated from the next one by temporary walls which can
be used to hang things. Since I haven’t done anything like this
before, I went with a ten by ten booth. They will allow registered
artists in to review the assigned booth on fourth-day evening, but
they won’t provide security until fifth-day morning. Registered
artists and any helpers are allowed in at eight hundred to set up
their booths before the expo opens to the general public at ten
hundred. I imagine that will be a rather chaotic time with people
coming and going.”

“You’re probably right about that. Well, George and I
have already talked about it and we’ll be glad to help you set up
and watch the booth so you can have some breaks and look around at
the other art which is being displayed.”

“I’ll gladly accept your help in setting up, but I’m
not going to ask you to watch the booth for three days.”

“You don’t have to ask, we’ve already volunteered. We
can take turns so nobody gets overwhelmed.”

Angelisa says, “I’ll gladly help too.”

Sharlene turns and asks, “Don’t you have school?”

“This week and next are school break.”

“Oh. I forgot that most high schools have a different
school schedule than the colleges and college break was last
month.”

“You still remember?”

“It was less than two years ago that I was in
post-graduate school. Last year when I starting working at a
regular job, I had to remind myself that I couldn’t look forward to
a three week school break.”

Rebeka asks, “Are you sure you want to come and
help?”

Angelisa answers, “Very much so. Banlohtee won’t
mind, especially when I tell him why I’ll be gone and it will be
good to get away from the restaurant for a few days. So, when do we
go?”

Sharlene suggests, “Since we won’t be able to help
Rebeka set up on fourth-day, we could go down that afternoon and
have a quiet evening before the bustle of the art expo. I imagine
we’ll be late returning on first-day night after taking down the
display.”

Rebeka asks, “Isn’t your martial arts class on
fourth-day?”

“Yes. Why?”

“Well, I finished the drawings I did of those two
girls, or at least enough for them to review them and that might be
a good time for them to look them over before they decide if they
want them.”

“I’d forgotten about that. That’s a good idea. In
that case, let’s tentatively plan on going down early afternoon on
fourth-day.”

Angelisa asks, “What about Anndee and Teekuh? I’m not
sure they’ll understand us being gone for several days.”

Sharlene says, “Bring them. Most places are tolerant
of dogs if they’re on a leash and stay with their owner. If the art
expo really objects, we can take turns with them in a nearby park
or at my place.”

“What about Molly?”

“She stays here when we go to the city and she’s
never shown much interest in going with us. I like her with us, but
it’s a real comfort to know that she’s here to protect the
house.”

“What about protecting your place in the city?”

“I don’t have much there that I would really miss.
Besides, one of my next door neighbors is a police officer.”

“That’s helpful.”
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Rebeka asks, “Um, could we possibly go down in the
morning on fourth-day?”

“I don’t see why not. What are you thinking?”

“I just remembered that I had started drawings of
Julie, Miriam and, uh, . . .”

Sharlene supplies the name, “Kassandra.”

“That’s right. If we could visit with them maybe
shortly after lunch to review the drawings, then maybe there will
be time to plan on how to set up the drawings for the booth before
we go to your martial arts class.”

“That’s a good idea. Or if we left earlier, maybe we
could meet with them before lunch and give ourselves a little more
time and flexibility to get everything done.”

“That would work for me.”

George frowns then asks, “Does that mean I’m going to
have to set an alarm clock?”

Sharlene grins at him and tells him, “Sorry, old man.
Sometimes helping your friends means you actually have to put forth
some effort occasionally.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“Or I could invite them to spend the night before and
keep you up all night giving us pleasure, then you wouldn’t need to
worry about an alarm clock.”

He pauses as though he seriously considers it before
he responds, “As enjoyable as that sounds, I doubt if I would be in
shape to safely drive in the morning.”

“Humm. Instead of brain research, maybe I should work
on perfecting the cloning process and then we could each have a
pair of you to take care of our needs and desires.”

Rebeka is somewhat surprised to hear herself say, “I
don’t know, there might not be enough room on the bed for us each
to have a pair of George’s trying to give us pleasure while we
ladies also wanted to share pleasure between us.”

“That’s a good point. I guess we’ll have to stay with
the original model of the lord of pleasure.” Sharlene turns and
kisses him and as quick as they can get around the table, Angelisa
and Rebeka join in. Since he’s unwilling or unable to refuse, he
gladly kisses the lips which are pressed to his and caresses the
skin his hands are guided to. It’s not long before breasts replace
lips, while his hands are guided under a pair of skirts to caress
along pubic hair then over panty covered vulvas. As cries of climax
echo through the room, he moves his hands to around their backs as
far as he can reach to help hold them upright.

He looks at them and says, “I thought there wasn’t
time for more pleasure.”

Angelisa answers, “Maybe not for knock us out
pleasure, but that doesn’t mean we wanted to say goodbye without a
clear reminder of why you’re the lord of pleasure. Besides, we need
to be undressed before we put our regular clothes on and I can’t
think of a better way to do that.”

Rebeka says, “She’s right even though it doesn’t make
it any easier to say goodbye. Can we visit again before we see you
on fourth-day?”

Sharlene answers, “Of course. Since you’re both busy
tomorrow, why don’t you come up as early as you want on
first-day.”

Angelisa’s eyes widen before she asks, “As early as
we want? What if you’re still in bed?”

“What if we are? You each have a key, don’t you?”

“You shouldn’t tempt us like that.”

“I hadn’t intended it to be tempting, but if that’s
how you want to interpret it, I’ll gladly take the blame.”

Even as she feels a little surprised, Rebeka realizes
and says, “You want us here.”

Sharlene assures her, “Of course I do. Maybe I’m
weird or something, but I really enjoy sharing intimate pleasure,
whether it’s just with my lord or if it’s all four of us or some
other combination. Each combination is so special and wonderful in
its own way. . . . I probably ought to send you off so you can get
some rest before tomorrow or I am going to invite you to spend the
night.”

Rebeka gently pulls on Angelisa’s arm and says, “Come
on, lover, let’s get changed before we’re tempted to trade in one
dream for another.”

Angelisa reluctantly walks away with Rebeka and asks,
“What dream are we trading in and what dream are we replacing it
with.”

“We’re trading in the dream of being independent
self-sufficient women and replacing it with the dream of being a
kept woman of George’s.”

“A kept woman?”

“A woman who is financially supported by a man in
exchange for sexual favors.”

“Don’t you mean a wife?”

“No. A kept woman isn’t legally protected, but is
often supported in a much more luxurious setting than a wife. I
suppose another term would be a mistress.”

Angelisa says with disapproval in her voice, “I can’t
imagine wanting to do that, much less call it a dream.”

Rebeka stops, turns to face her, and asks “Haven’t
you wanted to give up everything to stay in his arms and enjoy all
of the pleasure he so willingly gives?”

“Oh!”

“Yeah.”

“He wouldn’t want to do that to us.”

“No, he wouldn’t.” Rebeka pauses then asks, “But if
we could convince him that that’s what we truly and completely
want, would he refuse us?”

“Probably not.”

“So, as much as we may not want to exercise control
and delay all of the wonderful pleasure, we can’t totally rely on
his strength and control.”

Angelisa is hesitant to admit, “You’re right. So
instead of thinking I’m missing out on pleasure tonight, I should
be thinking about the pleasure to be enjoyed on first-day.”

“Yeah,” Rebeka silently adds to herself, “or
earlier.”

After their clothes are changed and their things are
set by the front door, they take turns to tightly hug and
thoroughly kiss Sharlene and George. They have to make the effort
to push themselves away then they insist they can make it to
Angelisa’s vehicle by themselves since they’re concerned that if
Sharlene or George walk out to the vehicle with them, Angelisa and
Rebeka will walk right back into the house with them. They tightly
hug and deeply kiss each other, then hug some more as their
breathing settles before Angelisa starts
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