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

 


* * * * *

 


License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.

 


* * * * *

 


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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.
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2149-07-12 (a2>e1)

 


When they arrive at the planned camp site, everybody
is stiff as they get out of the vehicles and Angelisa wonders how
long it will be before her butt doesn’t hurt anymore. Teekuh and
Mimbar aren’t stiff like the humans, but as they get out of the
vehicle, their noses seem to go into overdrive as they try to
understand all of the different new smells while their eyes and
ears seem to be in constant motion. While they don’t move more than
a few feet from Angelisa and Sharlene, they explore the new
environment as thoroughly as they can.

Doctor Bantu, with the help of a couple of his more
experienced people, soon has things organized with electronic
sensors and deterrents to ward off any larger animals set up in a
perimeter around the camp area and vehicles. Individual tent sites
are set up within the perimeter and provide a minimal amount of
privacy while on the far side of the perimeter, portable outhouses
are set up. A cooking area is set up with tables which can double
for meeting purposes while a couple of generators are set up to
provide for the electrical needs of the group including their
computers and other equipment. When the basics are taken care of,
Doctor Bantu calls the group together and reminds them of the
ground rules which they had to agree to before they came, but it’s
easier to understand some of them when the applicable items are
right in front of them. After that, he encourages them to set up
their tents and put away their personal items.

Once their things are put away in their tent,
Angelisa and Sharlene spend a little time sharing hugs, kisses, and
some light caresses. Angelisa knows she would like more affection,
but after the long day and since the high humidity seems to drain
her energy, she doubts if she would enjoy it for long before she
falls asleep. They step out of their tent, pet Teekuh and Mimbar
who stay close while they explore what they can, and find Doctor
Bantu to see what chores they’ve been assigned. He looks at them in
surprise, then agrees to include them in the cooking and clean up
rotations.

 


* * * * *

 


After they wave goodbye to their lovers as the
airplane they’re on leaves the terminal area and moves towards the
taxiway, Rebeka, Anndee, and George go to the group vehicle and
when they think they see the airplane take off, they drive out of
the airport and back towards 742x158. When they arrive at
Sharlene’s house, they take the few things out of the group
vehicle, make bathroom trips, walk down to the park, and take some
extra time to play with Anndee who seems to miss Teekuh. Back at
Sharlene’s, they prepare dinner then quietly eat it and clean up
afterwards. Rebeka takes George’s hand, leads him to a love seat
and when he sits, she settles on his upper legs and is glad to feel
his arms go around her and snugly hold her.

He doesn’t want to intrude on her thoughts, but as
the silence goes on he’s concerned that something is bothering her
yet he still hesitates before he asks, “What’s the matter?”

“I’m afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

Now it’s her turn to hesitate before she admits, “I’m
afraid of being alone with a man. I’m not afraid of you, you’re my
husband and my lover,” Rebeka reaches up to caress his beard
covered cheek, “and I totally trust you, but at the same time I’m
afraid of being alone with a man. I know it doesn’t make any sense
and I don’t understand my own feelings, but that’s what I’m
feeling. . . . Am I crazy or something?”

“I don’t think so. You’re still healing from your
abuse. From what I understand, reactions to abuse very greatly from
person to person and can even affect a person many years later when
some unexpected thing reminds them of their abuse and they feel
like they have to work through the healing all over again.”

“Does that ever happen to you?”

“My abuse, though some people wouldn’t call it that,
was more of neglect and rejection than the active abuse you
suffered, but I have some dichotomy of feelings which I have to
work through from time to time.”

“Like what?”

He hesitates a little before he responds, “Well,
since I was quite young, I was attracted to females, but they
weren’t attracted to me. The very few times when one appeared to
take notice of me, too often I found out later that there was an
ulterior motive. As the years went by, I learned to not trust the
attention of females even as I greatly wanted their sincere
attention. When Sharlene seemed to take an interest in me, I
couldn’t believe it and even as I continually asked her ‘why’, I
also couldn’t figure out any kind of ulterior motive she had or any
way in which I might have somehow coerced her. I’ve mostly learned
to accept that she sincerely wants me, but there are still times
were the doubts rise up and haunt me.”

Her nodding head rubs along his shoulder and jaw as
she responds, “I think I can understand that. For many years, men
only looked at me in rejection or as a sexual object and sometimes
as both. And then I met you. I know you’re a man and have sexual
desires in general and towards me specifically, but I also know
you’ve demonstrated on every occasion I’ve been with you that I can
trust you and that you won’t take advantage of me. . . . So why do
I feel fear at being alone in this house with a man yet at the same
time I feel perfectly safe, content, and happy sitting here while
you hold me?”

“Could it be that before you were always aware that
either Sharlene or Angelisa were close enough to hear you scream in
protest if I did try to take advantage of you?”

“I don’t know. I suppose that could be part of it . .
. but I also know that Anndee would protect me if she felt it was
necessary, even from you and she really likes you.”

“Woof.”

With a slight grin, he turns his head and says,
“Anndee, I don’t think you’re answer was clear enough. Do you mean
you would protect Rebeka from me if necessary or do you mean you
really like me?”

“Woof, woof.”

Rebeka grins and says, “I guess she told you.”

“I think you’re right.”

“So, what am I going to do?”

He assures her, “That’s up to you. I’ll do my best to
treat you with respect and let you decide how much you want me to
be involved in your life. You’re a free woman and I have no
intention of imposing myself on you. I know that sometimes Sharlene
and Angelisa’s interest in intimate pleasure would encourage you to
be involved and I’m not blaming them or you nor am I trying to say
they influenced you. I also don’t want to put the burden of our
relationship on you, but I do want to give you the complete freedom
to choose what you do or don’t want to do. Because of that, I’ll
have to rely on you to let me know how you’re feeling so I don’t
hurt you in some unintended way.”

“Thank you.” Rebeka lifts her head, gently turns his,
and kisses him.

“Thank you.”

While her head is resting back on his shoulder, she
enjoys the comfort of his arms snugly holding her. After a little
while, she says, “I guess there is one other thing which has me a
little concerned.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, I know you enjoy the intimate pleasure which
Sharlene and Angelisa encourage you to share with them, and . . . I
. . . I guess I’m a little afraid you’ll be disappointed if I can’t
meet your expectations or if I can’t come close to filling in for
Sharlene and Angelisa.”

His eyes open wide in surprise, but he doesn’t know
whether to laugh at the suggestion or to weep that she could even
think of such a thing. He tries to be both firm and gentle as he
tries to assure her, “Rebeka, to the best of my ability, I have no
expectations of you in regards to sharing intimate pleasure. I
would enjoy giving you whatever pleasure you’re interested in
receiving, but I never thought of you as trying to fill in for
Sharlene or Angelisa. If you have no interest in me being involved
with you in sharing affection at any level whether it’s kissing or
more, I will honor and respect that.”

Because she feels somewhat surprised at his answer,
she asks, “But what if you get horny?”

“I’ll live with it without forcing myself on you or
any other woman. Before Sharlene came into my life, I had decades
of experience in being sexually interested when I didn’t know a
woman who was willing to share that interest. I can wait three
weeks until Sharlene comes back. And if she’s no longer interested
when she does comes back, well, it was fun while it lasted.”

As she sits there on his upper legs while her head
rests on his shoulder, she thinks about what he said and knows he
sincerely meant it. She also remembers how many times she felt his
erection while she sat on his upper legs and yet he never once took
advantage of her. That leads her to thoughts of when she was
interested and how much pleasure he gave her, but, for now, it’s
wonderful to just rest in the safe comfort of his arms which seem
to completely surround her with love, care, and encouragement.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2149-07-12 (e2)

 


After dinner, Doctor Bantu gets everyone’s attention
then says, “I would like to nip a couple of rumors in the bud
before they blossom. A couple of you have wondered why Angelisa and
Doctor Schmidt, who has agreed to let us call her Sharlene, weren’t
on the initial chores rotation. The simple reason is that they’re
our guests although they have volunteered to join the rotation for
cooking and cleanup. I know we don’t normally have guests on an
expedition, but I believe the situation allows for it.

“Although it doesn’t often happen, we have had an
occasional medical emergency in the past and I’m very glad to have
Sharlene with us. Even if the emergency is something which she
doesn’t have the equipment to completely take care of the
situation, she’ll be able to stabilize the patient much better than
the rest of us until the patient can be transported to a more
complete facility.

“We also don’t normally bring our pets, but Teekuh
and Mimbar will be able to increase our security or at least
increase our warning time if there is a potential problem. Some of
you remember the wild boar which invaded and destroyed about half
of our camp a few years ago and the electronic deterrent only made
it madder.” Several people nod their heads. “Since Teekuh and
Mimbar are more than double the size of the local dogs, I suspect a
boar might think twice before messing with them. They’ll also be
able to hear or smell a boar long before it gets near to even test
the electronic deterrent.

“Now we come to Angelisa. It’s true she’s only in her
first year of college, but before you dismiss her as not being
educated, consider that she’s learning five languages at the same
time and is now taking second year classes. She has also earned a
full boat scholarship to Prime which is being held for her until
she finishes at the community college. Before this past New Year
holiday, she visited Prime and spoke with the professors of each of
those five languages and although she had a limited vocabulary,
they all easily understood her. And she learned those languages
through online courses and audio tapes because the high school she
went to is small enough that it doesn’t have a single foreign
language teacher.” She blushes as several of the others stare at
her with wide eyes.

Doctor Bantu explains, “But that’s not the reason I
really wanted her on this expedition. About a year and a half ago,
I was handed a document and was asked to translate it. It bore a
striking resemblance to the language on the carved stones near here
and at the other site some of you have studied with me. I thought
it was a practical joke from one of my graduate students, but when
I was told it was statement from a crime victim, I couldn’t believe
it. When I found out from the lawyer, who was pursuing the case
that the statement had been written for, that there was the
opportunity to meet the statement’s author and translator, I could
hardly contain myself.

“With the lawyer present, I met with the author of
the statement and her great niece, Angelisa, who had translated it
into standard. In two days of talking with Angelisa and her great
aunt, my understanding of this language was revolutionized. I must
admit that we’re not one hundred percent sure they’re the same
language, but there are a tremendous amount of similarities. And
before you start telling everyone you know about it, I had to
receive permission from her lawyer to tell you that much, so I hope
you don’t betray my trust.”

He starts to turn away, then turns back and says,
“Oh, there is one other thing to keep in mind as to why Angelisa
and Sharlene are our guests in spite of being willing to help with
the chores, they paid their own way . . . and donated some extra to
improve our equipment.”

The other expedition members stare after Doctor Bantu
then turn and try to keep their stares at Sharlene and Angelisa to
a minimum since they each know they could never afford to
participate in an archeological expedition if they weren’t tightly
associated with a major university or a government agency. Doctor
Bantu’s second in command, who had been introduced as Kris since he
prefers that to his doctoral title, sees Angelisa looking at
Sharlene in surprise because she hadn’t known the last part, so he
directs his comment to her, “So, you’re the one we have to thank
for the better equipment.”

Sharlene shrugs her shoulders then explains, “I had
heard that your last expedition had some difficulties and since
Doctor Bantu invited Angelisa, but couldn’t cover her expenses
through the university, I decided I would help the situation.
Besides, I thought it might help smooth the way for Teekuh to come
along. We hadn’t initially planned on Mimbar coming along, but
Doctor Bantu was gracious enough to allow him to come also.”

Kris chuckles then says, “Some difficulties? After
the last expedition, so much of our equipment had either failed or
was on the edge of failing that I didn’t think we would be able to
support another expedition. When Doctor Bantu was told about this
new site, he talked to me about whether our equipment would support
a minimal group of people. I thought we could afford to replace
some of the more critical equipment if we kept the number of people
to an absolute minimum to study the carvings without any
traditional archeological efforts. He asked me to start planning it
and said he was going to invite a guest to come along, but wouldn’t
say anything more. It wasn’t even a couple of weeks later when we
received a large donation specifically for this expedition which
allowed us to greatly expand what we had thought we could do. Thank
you, Sharlene.”

“You’re welcome.”

Angelisa finally asks, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I thought it was a way to support you without you
feeling in debt to me. I prefer to keep you as my friend rather
than letting you think you owe me for something.”

One of the expedition members looks back and forth
between them then says, “You were willing to secretly spend so much
to support your friend without her having a chance to express her
gratitude?”

“Yes. Her friendship is much more important to me
than her gratitude.”

“Wow! . . . What did you do, win the lottery or
something?”

Sharlene chuckles then says, “No. That’s my
boyfriend’s claim to fame. My family had a good lawyer who did what
she could to provide for my future when my biological parents were
killed by a drunk driver on the way to the hospital for me to be
born. My adoptive parents were financially comfortable, so the
funds which the lawyer acquired for me have been collecting
interest all these years and since I received a number of
scholarships for my education, I haven’t had to use much from those
funds so I thought this would be a worthy cause.”

“You were an orphan?”

“Only legally and for a brief time because my
adoptive parents are my biological uncle and his wife.”

Kris speaks up, “Rather than badger our guests for
their complete life story tonight, we ought to get some sleep. I’m
sure that over the next three weeks we’ll have plenty of time to
get to know each other better.” He gets up and the others start to
move away which allows Angelisa and Sharlene to go to their tent
where they share some hugs and kisses before they take a break to
use the outhouses. When they’re back in their tent, their sharing
of affection is brief since their tiredness after the long day
catches up with them.

 


* * * * *

 


After she gets up from sitting on George’s upper
legs, Rebeka spends a couple of hours to go through her school
notes and papers from the last trimester and organizes them.
Although she may not need them for future reference, she feels a
sense of pride that she’s been getting good grades in college when
she had been sure she wasn’t even qualified to go. Maybe it was
Angelisa who had kind of pushed her to apply to college, but both
Sharlene and George were also sure she could go and succeed, they
just weren’t as ‘pushy’ with their encouragement. In spite of what
her earlier conversation might have insinuated, she has been
looking forward to enjoying his exclusive intimate touch and the
reminder of how much he has supported and encouraged her, makes her
next action easy to decide.

She goes and sits next to him on the love seat where
he’s reading a book and when he looks over at her, she asks, “Will
you go to bed with me?” When she sees him pause, she assures him,
“I’m not afraid of the man who I know is in this house with
me.”

“Thank you.”

She stands up and holds out her hand. He gets up,
returns her smile, takes her hand, they check the doors, and turn
out the lights. He’s a little surprised when she leads him to
Sharlene’s bedroom. She turns and pulls his head towards hers and
as he responds to her kiss, she feels like melting in the warmth of
his care and concern for her. While she’s catching her breath, she
leans back a little in his embrace and starts to unbutton his
shirt. As she looks up at him through her eyelashes, she says, “I
think I’m a little tired to be able to enjoy great pleasure, but I
would really like you to undress me with pleasure then cuddle me in
bed.”

“It will be my great pleasure to fulfill your
request,” and he gently kisses her.

As she responds to his kisses with his snug arms
around her, she almost wishes her clothes would simply dissolve off
of her body, but as he starts to undo her clothing while expanding
his caresses and kisses, she feels like she treasures every nerve
ending which he excites. Once her clothes are off, he helps her to
sit on the bed then he quickly finishes getting his clothes off.
She knows he wants her from his flashing eyes to his erect lower
anatomy, but she also knows that it’s her choice as to how much
their bodies will join. As she guides him to lay on his side, she
scoots her back to his chest and after he pulls the covers up, he
slips one arm under her head and slides his other arm across her
upper abdomen to snugly hold her and she knows that this is where
she wants to be and while she tries not to sound arrogant to
herself, this is where she belongs.

After a little while, she pushes herself back tighter
to him then feels his erect penis pressing on her buttocks which
encourages her to adjust her hips a little then she scoots back a
fraction more so his penis nestles in between her buttocks. She
waits for a little while to see how he’s going to respond, but he
doesn’t do anything more than snugly hold her.

At the same time, she’s not surprised that each move
she’s made encourages her to make the next move so she moves her
hips forward enough to reach back with her hand and gently push
down on his penis until it’s between her legs and she scoots her
buttocks back to his lower abdomen. She tries to lay still, but the
possibilities of pleasure are too promising so she guides his hands
to her breasts and can only groan at the increased pleasure.

A little later, she lifts her leg, reaches down with
her hands and moves as she needs to in order to guide the head of
his penis to her vaginal opening. With a seemingly natural
adjustment of their hips, he slips into her and she briefly cries
out in climax. He holds still, but almost without a conscious
thought, she knows she wants it all. She pulls his other hand to
her pubic area and as he starts to touch her, she reaches her hand
down further to caress the base of his penis to encourage him to
fully make love to her. Her last coherent question of wondering
which is the stronger truth, that this is where she belongs or this
is where he belongs, goes unanswered as the pleasure fills her up
and overwhelms her.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2149-07-13 (m1)

 


When she wakes up in the morning, it takes awhile for
Angelisa to figure out where she is. Although the temperature seems
slightly diminished from yesterday, she isn’t sure whether she’s
still sweating or started again. Even as she wishes she could take
a bath, she doubts if she could get dried off before she starts to
sweat again, besides the camp doesn’t have enough fresh water to
use it for bathing. As she wonders if she can even get her clothes
on before they’re soaked with sweat, Angelisa stares at Sharlene
when she asks if Angelisa is ready for her morning bath.

She doesn’t notice where Sharlene gets the large bowl
of water or the wash cloth from, but she does notice as Sharlene
starts to wash her body while she kisses her. Even though she’s not
sure how effective the washing is, she knows it’s definitely
enjoyable as she spreads her legs for Sharlene to wash her pubic
area while she kisses her breasts. Since she’s never been accused
of being a slow learner, Angelisa gladly washes Sharlene’s body and
then they deeply kiss. They dress each other with more kisses and
caresses and just before they step out of the tent, Angelisa
worries about the others overhearing them. Sharlene assures her
that somebody would have to have their ear pressed to the tent in
order to hear anything since the tent has a special coating which
deflects sound waves.

They make sure the puppies have food and water before
they join the other expedition members for breakfast. After
breakfast, Kris and a few of the men follow the local guide to cut
underbrush and tie ribbons on trees to mark a more usable trail
from the camp to the carved stones. Doctor Bantu goes over a rough
sketch of the archeological site with the rest of the members and
marks proposed dig sites which hopefully won’t impact any of the
stones. Just before lunch, the group which had blazed the trail
return to camp, slump down on the chairs, and rest their heads on
the table in between wiping the sweat off of their upper bodies and
drinking water.

 


* * * * *

 


A couple of hours after she fell asleep last night,
Rebeka woke up and tried to gently slip out of his arms, but George
woke up and claimed that since he made a mess in her, it was his
responsibility to clean it up. Her mind had started to protest the
idea, but before the words could get to her mouth, she had handed
the wash cloth to him and had to brace herself on the bathroom
counter as his touch did much more than simply wash her. When they
were back in bed, she had invited him to put her back to sleep in
the same manner. Although she hated the roughness of being raped
from behind while she was in the gang, his hands exciting her pubic
area and breasts make the gentle strokes of his penis inside her
vagina turn into pure pleasure which again puts her to sleep.

This morning, she again invites him into her in the
same manner only this time they wash up in the shower which has its
own pleasures. It’s a struggle for her to sit upright at the dining
room table after he had given her more pleasure while he dressed
her then he had to half carry her out here before taking care of
Anndee. Rebeka watches him prepare breakfast for her and again
wonders how he can be so giving when almost all of the other men
she knew in the past only wanted to take. As he sets a plate of
food in front of her to go with the drink he gave her earlier, she
simply says, “Thank you,” with a smile.

Somehow she gets the impression that he takes her
simple sincere statement and uses it as another brick to build up
his self-esteem as he responds, “You’re very welcome.”

After they finish eating, he encourages her to rest
and let the food be converted into energy while he cleans up. He
sits down next to her with a cup of tea and they pet Anndee who
squeezes between their chairs and gladly soaks up all of the
attention they give her. When they’re ready, he encourages Rebeka
to take her camera so that they have some before and after
photographs of her gallery. They arrive at the mall a few minutes
before their meeting with the mall leasing agent, but he’s ready
and available and takes them through the boarded up barrier in
front of the store, opens the front doors of the store, finds the
light switch, and turns it on.

George and Rebeka stare at the clutter in front of
them and it takes a while before George can find his voice and ask,
“Isn’t the store going to finish cleaning up in here?”

The mall leasing agent simply says, “No.”

“Didn’t their lease require them to return the
facility to the original condition?”

“It would have required them to return the facility
in a clean and usable condition because any following tenant would
end up remodeling it anyway. However, they broke their lease and
were given until yesterday at 2359 to clear out.”

“What do we do will all of this stuff?”

“Whatever you want because you are now the lessee and
all of the contents belong to you. If you want, we can have a bulk
garbage container set up at the back entrance so you can dump it in
there.”

George briefly thinks then says, “Um, maybe later. I
suppose we ought to see if there’s anything useful here before we
just throw it all away.”

The mall leasing agent assures him, “That’s certainly
your choice. Here are the keys to the board barrier and to the
front and back doors. If there are any locks on interior doors, we
don’t have the keys for them so hopefully the previous tenant left
them somewhere, probably in the office I would guess. . . . Listen,
I don’t mean to sound insensitive, but my job requires that I go by
the precise terms of the lease. Personally, I hope this mess is the
worst of your problems because I really would like to see you
succeed.” He turns to Rebeka and asks, “Are you the artist?”

She hesitates then nods her nod.

“I think the drawings on your online site are
incredible. When I found out you were a potential lessee, I
couldn’t believe it. The management was half inclined to try to
subdivide this place because they couldn’t find someone else to
take the whole thing. They weren’t sure a gallery would help the
mall, but I and a couple of others pointed out that as long as they
paid their lease and brought a different set of customers into the
mall, that was what we really wanted. Well, without taking up more
of your time and I’m sure you get more attention than you want . .
.”

Rebeka again nods her head.

“. . . I feel like I have to ask,” he points to
Anndee, “is this the mother dog who was standing protective over
her puppies in that drawing?”

“No, Anndee was one of the puppies.”

The leasing agent holds out his hand and says, “It’s
nice to meet you, Anndee.”

Anndee doesn’t hesitate to hold out her paw to shake
as she responds, “Woof.”

He looks at Anndee in surprise then looks at Rebeka
who explains, “She was agreeing with you, so on the basis of your
statement, she was saying it was nice to meet you also.”

“Woof.”

“See?”

The leasing agent shakes his head, then shakes Rebeka
and George’s hands as he says, “It was certainly nice to meet both
of you and I really do wish you the best of luck.”

“Thank you, sir.”

 


 


* * * * *
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After the leasing agent leaves, they look around
again then George says, “Well, instead of a broom, I should have
brought my pickup and a big shovel.”

“Yeah.” Rebeka steps into his arms and tightly hugs
him. While she tries to hold back her tears, she says, “This is a
lot worse than I expected. What are we going to do?”

“I didn’t expect it either.” He pauses then suggests,
“I suppose the first thing to do is to check the doors and locks to
make sure we can get in and out and then we ought to look over the
rest of the building to see how bad it really is.” For some reason
which neither of them can explain, they look at the basement first
and find that there are some pallets, boxes of merchandise they
guess, and a few other odds and ends, but most of those are off to
the side. When they reach the second floor, it’s even more
cluttered than the main floor was with discarded merchandise, some
of it is still on shelves and in their original packages.
Apparently the store decided that since they couldn’t sell it
during their clearance sale and weren’t going to market it in their
new location, they weren’t going to make the effort to do anything
more with it.

As she catches movement in her peripheral vision,
Rebeka sees Anndee vigorous shake her head and appears to have
something in her mouth. While she tries to stay calm even as she
fears Anndee caught a rat or something, she says, “What did you
find, Anndee?” She trots over and appears to be grinning around
some sort of blue fluff in her month. A little reluctantly, she
puts it into Rebeka’s hand who exclaims, “It’s a toy.” She gently
tosses it for Anndee who quickly retrieves it and lets it know who
is boss.

He grins and says, “Well, I guess there is some
useful stuff in here after all.”

 


* * * * *

 


After lunch, the whole group goes to the
archeological site and more carefully clear the brush from around
the visible stones, then document the actual location of each
stone. It’s a struggle for Angelisa to stay out of the way of the
experienced members who map out the site when she wants to start
examining the carvings which are clear on some stones and appear to
be badly eroded on other stones. Since she’s well aware that she
knows nothing about archeology, Angelisa still gets the impression
that the visible stones aren’t in their proper location and as she
tries to remember all that she’s read in her culture’s documents
about buildings, she can’t understand what gives her that
impression.

As the brush is cleared from some stones, Angelisa
and a couple of the other members are able to take photographs of
the carvings on the stones, but before they can complete the task,
the fading light forces them to go back to camp. After dinner and
with a better map of the site, they designate an area to dig for
possible artifacts. They also review some of the photographs of the
stones, but they seem less defined than the actual carvings
appeared to be. Angelisa can only shake her head as she tries to
decipher anything meaningful from the photographs.

Apparently, she’s not the only one who feels a little
disappointed at what’s been found so far because Doctor Bantu
reminds the group that archeological breakthroughs never happen on
the first day and that they have more stones which need brush moved
away from them. Since she didn’t have any expectations, Sharlene
doesn’t feel any disappointment and although she’s tired from
helping to clear brush, she has fun distracting Angelisa and
encouraging her to share pleasure and is happy she succeeds when
Angelisa falls asleep with a smile on her face.

 


* * * * *

 


Rebeka and George briefly explore the rest of the
facility while Rebeka takes photographs before they lock up and go
to Sharlene’s for lunch. While he prepares the meal, she starts to
make a list of things to take with them which will hopefully make
it easier to clean up and to take the time to do so. Back at the
store, George is able to park in the basement and after they lock
the garage type door, they designate three areas near the group
vehicle, one for stuff which they might find useful, one for stuff
to donate to thrift stores, and the third area for garbage. With a
cooler of drinks and snacks, bathroom supplies, boxes, and a hand
truck, they ride the freight elevator to the second floor. They
take a little while to look at the mess, he shakes his head while
she sighs, then they step forward and start to sort and box
things.

They take a few breaks to rest with a drink or snack
and a couple of breaks to take Anndee outside to take care of her
needs. As they keep working, it seems like the number of boxes
filled increases faster than the space is cleared. When they feel
like they’re running out of energy, they’re surprised it’s later
than they thought so they pick up some of what they brought, ride
back down on the freight elevator, and drive to Sharlene’s. Rebeka
takes care of Anndee and sets the table while George heats up a jar
of soup.

There have a quiet meal and after they clean up, she
cuddles on his upper legs on the love seat and before they know it,
they fall asleep. They wake up an hour or so later, check the
doors, turn out the lights, take turns undressing each other, and
get ready for bed. He lays on his back and she cuddles up to him
with her head on his shoulder and one of her legs draped across
him. As he caresses her back with one hand and her leg with his
other hand, she caresses his chest. Her hand drifts down to briefly
fondle his genitals, but before anything more interesting can
develop, they fall asleep.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2149-07-17

 


It’s about the middle of the afternoon while they’re
taking a break from cleaning up the store when George suggests, “I
think I need to go up to the house for at least part of this
weekend. My mailbox is probably about to overflow and I doubt if
Molly has much food left.”

Rebeka responds, “I have no problem with that. In
fact, I was half thinking of suggesting it because I could use a
break from this.”

They look around the second floor which has mostly
been cleaned up before he says, “We’ve made some good progress. It
would have been a lot easier if I had just hired a crew to haul it
all away, but I guess it’s my ingrained nature as a cheap guy to
not throw something out that I or someone else might be able to
use.”

“I know what you mean. I feel the same way in spite
of the fact that you’ve paid me enough for my drawings that
according to my bank account, I ought to be acting like some sort
of rich bitch.”

He chuckles then says, “I’m glad to see that all of
that money hasn’t gone to your head.”

“And why is that, old man?”

“Because then you would be less likely to share your
delicious kisses with me.”

She laughs and steps over to sit on his upper legs
and shares a few more kisses with him. When their breathing has
mostly settled, she tells him, “I’ve enjoyed working with you on
this project. I know it was overwhelming at first, but I appreciate
how you organize things and take them one step at a time. I also
greatly appreciate how much effort you’re putting into providing me
with a gallery to display and sell my drawings. I’m sure you could
have just paid someone else to do it all, and that would have meant
a lot to me, but to see you willingly work with your hands and make
your back sore and sweat and run out of breath just for my benefit
. . . I’ll never be able to thank you enough.” She stops his
expected response with a few more kisses.

When he catches his breath, there’s a twinkle in his
eyes as he says, “I wish I had more energy to appreciate your
efforts to try to thank me.”

She chuckles and tells him, “You’re a selfish horny
old man.”

“I never denied it.” He gently pats her buttocks and
suggests, “Why don’t you get up and we’ll see if we can’t do a
little more before we leave.”

She stands up with an extra twitch of her buttocks
before she turns around to give him a hand up, a tight hug, and a
long kiss. They fill a few more boxes then take a couple of boxes
of unusable and non-recyclable items and empty them into the mall’s
garbage dumpster, put some more boxes for the thrift store in the
group vehicle along with the box Anndee filled with toys and a few
boxes of things they might be able to use.

After a brief stop at the thrift store to empty the
boxes into the available bins so they can reuse the boxes, he makes
a quick stop at the post office to pick up Sharlene’s mail. They
soon arrive at Sharlene’s house and empty the group vehicle. Once
the front door is closed and locked, Rebeka steps into his arms and
thoroughly kisses him.

Their kiss is shortened when they feel something
lightly bump their legs. They look down to see Anndee pull one of
the empty boxes over to where they had set her box of toys and
watch in amazement as she puts about half of the toys in the empty
box. They step out of Anndee’s way as she pushes the half full box
back towards the front door. Rebeka asks, “Do you want those to go
up to George’s for Molly and any future puppies she has?”

“Woof.”

“You’re a smart girl,” and she kneels down to hug
Anndee who squirms in delight at the attention they both give her.
After bathroom trips, they make sandwiches and fix drinks to
consume on the drive, load the few boxes they’re taking to his
place into the group vehicle along with Anndee’s half box of toys
and are soon on their way to his house.

 


* * * * *

 


As they sit at the table after dinner following the
group’s nightly meeting to discuss what progress they’ve made,
Angelisa again shakes her head as she says, “It doesn’t make
sense.”

Although he’s rather sure he knows what she means,
Doctor Bantu asks for the benefit of the others, “What doesn’t make
sense?”

“On most of the stones which have carvings, they’ll
barely legible and after we’ve tried everything we can think of to
make the carvings more legible, the ones which seem to be legible
make no sense, at least to me. Either they’re a totally different
language which uses similar symbols or it’s like somebody took half
of one symbol and tried to combine it with half of another symbol.
And then on those two stones where the carvings are clear, it’s
like somebody picked up a story partway through, skipped a few
paragraphs, then told some more of the story without the ending.
Either somebody moved some of the stones away or there are more
stones buried under the ones which we can see.”

Doctor Bantu responds, “I suppose that’s possible
because at the other site some stones were stacked on top of each
other, but we didn’t find any which were buried in the ground. If
there was more sediment which washed down here from a higher
elevation, it’s possible some of the stones are buried.”

“Could we check on that possibility with the ones
which have the clearer carvings?”

“I don’t see why not. We’ll have to be careful to
brace the upper stone if we do find another one underneath. Of
course, that will mean having to cut trees or branches and I’ll
have to check with the local guide as to how much of that might be
permissible.”

Angelisa nods her head as she responds, “I
understand.” With nothing more to discuss, the group breaks up and
after they sit for awhile longer, Angelisa shakes her head and
heads to their tent with Sharlene.

In the tent, Sharlene tightly hugs her, gently kisses
her then suggests, “It’s not your problem to solve.”

Angelisa sighs then says, “I know. It’s just that I
was so hoping to find a connection between my language and the
carvings to get an idea of where my culture might have come from.
Many of the oldest stories seem to be written as though they took
place in a jungle type environment. When those stories spoke of
places, they assumed the reader would understand where they were
talking about so the stories didn’t clearly describe the places or
the surrounding terrain. Even if they did, I know enough that the
terrain can change over hundreds of years from floods and
earthquakes and even human activity.”

“That’s true. . . . Earlier and then again tonight
you had said some of the symbols carved on the stones appeared as
though half of one symbol was connected to half of another
symbol.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I’ve tried to think of a number of things
which could explain it like somebody learning to carve the stone or
someone carving something they saw without understanding that it
meant something. The only thing I thought of which might make some
purposeful sense is that if somebody carved the symbols as a code
rather than as complete symbols.”

Angelisa asks in surprise, “A code?”

“If the first half of the symbol is in the first
combination, but the second half of the symbol is in the third
combination, for example, then the person knowing how many places
the symbol halves were offset could read what was written, but
anybody else would see it as meaningless. If the offset amounts
varied, then it could be some sort of mathematical code or formula
which was meant to be hidden in plain sight.”

“Why would you think of that possibility?”

Sharlene explains, “I took a couple of classes on how
codes are written and broken and one of the simple examples we were
given was to take a story and move the second half of each word
several places away from the first half of the word and combine it
with the first half of another word. What added to the confusion is
that some of the new combinations formed actual words. However, I
don’t know whether or not your culture would have been inclined to
use codes to communicate among themselves without others being able
to understand.”

Angelisa thinks for a little while then says, “I
don’t recall that anything like that was even mentioned in the
documents we have. Of course, we’re sure some documents are either
missing or were lost, so who knows what they might have mentioned.
. . . I think I do remember something written about the overseers
not bothering to learn the writing of the people because it was
beneath them as warriors.”

“Overseers?”

“That’s how our culture usually refers to whichever
group or government ruled over our culture. From all that I’ve read
and discussed with Banlohtee, our culture was not very successful
from a military perspective so it would often be ruled by a more
aggressive society. When we were conquered by one group or another,
our documents either say or strongly suggest that our people were
used as administrators or clerks to keep the records and document
the victories of the conquerors. Since a number of those groups
didn’t have their own written language or only a very limited one,
our people would use their own language. I think that’s why the
carvings from the first site Doctor Bantu talked about were in what
looks like my language when we were never a conquering power, at
least to the best of my knowledge or that Banlohtee remembers
reading.”

“In that case, even the simplest of codes would be
totally confusing to someone from another group who might recognize
some of the more common symbols without understanding their
meaning.”

Angelisa muses, “A code? Could it be that simple?”
She reaches for her computer.

Sharlene yawns and suggests, “Don’t stay up too
late,” even as she’s sure her words will go unheeded.

 


 


* * * * *
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Sharlene settles down at the table with her breakfast
and is glad that this morning she and Angelisa aren’t on the
cooking rotation. Doctor Bantu sits down across from her and says,
“Good morning, Sharlene.”

“Good morning, Nathan.”

He looks around and asks, “Where’s Angelisa?”

“Asleep. She was up late working on something so I
thought I would let her sleep in a little. I’ll go get her before
breakfast is over.”

“She seemed a little disappointed last night.”

She nods her head and finishes chewing before she
responds, “Yeah. She was hoping to be able to make a clear
connection between her culture and these carvings. Apparently,
several hundred years ago her culture was chased out of their
original jungle home by some other culture and settled where they
are now, but they don’t know where they came from.”

“Being driven from their home can make it difficult
for a culture to maintain their identity, especially if the
environment they end up in is substantially different from what
they’re used to.”

“That’s what I understand.”

“If I remember right from your visit to Prime just
before the New Year holiday, you said that Running Deer Lakota is
your grandmother.”

“Yes. She’s my paternal grandmother. My parents and I
didn’t live nearby so I was only able to visit her a couple of
times a year, but I always treasured those visits.”

Doctor Bantu nods his head in understanding before he
says, “After I read her book, I was able to sit in on a couple of
her lectures and couldn’t believe the breadth of her knowledge. She
seemed to know about so many cultures and could still confound the
experts who had studied a single culture their whole life.”

“She was more interested in how a culture worked at
the ground level and among the so-called common people than she was
in how the leadership tried to present the culture to the
world.”

“That’s the impression I received. How did Angelisa
get along with her?”

Sharlene chuckles then says, “Like they were the best
of friends. The rest of us could only watch in amazement as they
both seemed to glow while they talked about cultures. And when she
and my grandfather found out that Angelisa was studying several
languages, that made her even more special to them and they would
switch languages in the middle of sentences which would leave the
rest of us only understanding half or less of the
conversation.”

Doctor Bantu laughs, “That must have been something
to listen to. After she spoke to those five professors, and went
from simply speaking the languages to comparing them and bringing
in elements of language theory, they couldn’t believe she only had
a high school education. Frankly, I found it hard to believe it
myself even when I had her transcripts right in front of me.”

“She’s amazed a lot of people with her abilities
which only seem to grow as she learns more.” As she catches
movement out of her peripheral vision, Sharlene turns her head and
says, “Well, I guess I won’t have to wake her up.”

Angelisa hands Sharlene her computer, requests, “Get
me some breakfast, please,” and hurries over to the outhouses. She
more slowly walks back to the table, takes a long drink, sighs,
yawns, looks at them with a grin, and says, “It’s in code.”

Doctor Bantu and Sharlene look at each other then he
looks back at Angelisa and asks, “What’s in code?”

She takes a couple of bites and chews them before she
responds, “The poorly carved stones.”

“How did you figure that out?”

“Something Sharlene suggested.”

Doctor Bantu looks at her and as some of the others
drift closer, she says, “I took a couple of cryptography classes in
college and when Angelisa couldn’t figure out why some of the
symbols seemed to be half of one and half of another, I remember
one of the code examples where the second half of a word was moved
several places to combine with the first half of a different
word.”

Angelisa mumbles, “It worked,” while she chews
another bite of her breakfast.

As he notices Doctor Bantu’s growing excitement, Kris
suggests, “Maybe we ought to let Angelisa finish breakfast
first.”

Doctor Bantu briefly scowls at Kris then nods his
head as he responds, “You’re right.”

Kris elbows one of the others and says, “Write it
down for today, the doctor said I was right.”

Doctor Bantu’s effort to frown quickly becomes a
grin.

In the few minutes it takes Angelisa to finish
eating, the rest of breakfast is cleaned up and everyone is
gathered around.

Angelisa finishes her drink, and says, “Ah, thank
you.” Without noticing her attentive audience, she continues, “Like
I said, I took Sharlene’s idea that the second half of the symbols
might have been displaced and when I ‘cut’ the photographs we took
so the two halves of the mismatched symbols were separated, I moved
the second half down along the edge of the first half until they
made sense. Some of the carved symbols are still too indistinct to
make out, but when I looked back at the first symbol, I realized it
was the first part of the symbol for ‘hand’ and that was the
code.”

Doctor Bantu asks, “How is ‘hand’ the code or what
does it mean?”

“Hand, five fingers,” Angelisa wiggles her fingers,
“the symbols were displayed by five
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