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

 


* * * * *

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


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

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


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

 


 



Her Catalyst – Part 12

 


 


 


2147-10-19 (m3>e)

 


After Sharlene and George step into the laundry room,
they start to take off their grass and fur covered outer clothes
and what starts out to be a companionable enjoyment of each other’s
presence, dissolves into desire to enjoy each other’s bodies. A
little later, they’re laying on the bed while they cuddle and
neither is sure of the sequence of recent events or really cares
considering all of the pleasure which was given and received. Then
the sharing of pleasure begins again, only this time it’s in the
bathroom where the sound of the water in the shower doesn’t drown
out her expressions of climactic pleasure. Again, they end up on
the bed to cuddle together and they want to do more, but they know
they need more energy first.

 


* * * * *

 


Angelisa starts to serve the lunch customers and
somehow manages, but she has to make an extra effort to be
courteous until the elder she had overheard taking to her great
aunt walks in. She goes to Maria and says, “Mama, you’ll have to
serve him. If he thinks I’m not good enough to translate because
I’m still a child, then I’m not good enough to serve him,” and she
walks away.

Since she isn’t sure she understands, nor is she
willing to make a fuss and disturb their uneasy peace, Maria takes
care of the elder and when he asks, she gives a generic answer that
Angelisa doesn’t feel well.

 


* * * * *

 


Sharlene and George linger over lunch to give their
food some time to be converted into energy and realize they may
need to push off more pleasure until after the drive to her place,
unless they can keep it fairly light. They talk some, find a few
small things to do, then by about the middle of the afternoon, they
realize they either need to leave soon or delay their departure for
several hours. They get ready to go and stop by Maria’s for an
early dinner.

The rest of the afternoon is uneventful for Angelisa
until she sees George and Sharlene walk in. Quickly, she’s there
and feels the welcome warmth of Sharlene’s hug. Although George’s
hug is more restrained, she stills feels like she wants to stay
there a lot longer than she allows herself. After they order,
George thanks Huleeoh for escorting Sharlene to her vehicle much to
his delight.

Since she’s kept busy enough, she has no time to
visit with them, but Angelisa does makes a point of being there for
another hug as they get ready to leave. She makes the effort to
pluck up her courage in order to whisper to him, “Have you
decided?”

George sighs before he answers, “Not yet, but I guess
it will be one of us if you still need and want us.”

Angelisa just tightens her hug in gratitude, then
smiles in happiness when she feels his hug become more relaxed and
genuine. Since she feels like the bucket in the desert now has some
hope and encouragement, even if it isn’t full to the brim, the rest
of the day is more tolerable and when she goes to bed after the
restaurant is cleaned up, she’s able to fall asleep without
tears.

 


* * * * *

 


While George drives, Sharlene finishes the weekly
progress report, makes a note to send it out tomorrow, and reviews
her email. When they arrive at her place, he takes their things
into her house then warms up some of the leftovers from Maria’s for
a light meal. After dinner is cleaned up, they move to the love
seat where he holds her as she sits on his upper legs until she
relaxes and just snuggles deeper into his arms for awhile.

Slowly and gently, he begins to caress and kiss her
while he keeps it light and comforting. Since she totally trusts
him, she relaxes further and encourages him to touch her however he
wants to and she enjoys every move he makes. Only when the evening
is drawing to a close, does she realize he has again been guiding
her responses to make quality recordings ranging from comfort to
long gentle caresses up to a single pleasant climax, instead of
letting his desire loose.

Once the doors are checked and the lights are off,
they get ready for bed where she encourages him to loosen the
controls on his desire. Even though she suggests a couple of things
she would like to enjoy again, her anticipation of the pleasure
falls short of what she actually experiences with his touch. As she
cries out in climax once again, she briefly wonders how many it was
this time, even as she knows she’ll have to wait and review the
recording to count the climaxes. Moments later, she loses that
thought as her pleasure builds again to overwhelming and she
collapses. He can barely make sure they’re covered with the
blankets before he falls asleep.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-10-20

 


Sharlene is surprised one of them had remembered to
set the alarm clock as she hits the snooze button, rolls over, and
finds the bed empty. She immediately feels concerned and sits up
then relaxes as she hears the toilet flush. As George gets back in
bed, her hands are reaching for him as he says, “I’m sorry I didn’t
catch . . .” and her lips cut off his apology.

With barely a pause of surprise, he responds to her
kiss, then begins to caress her which leads her to pleasure and he
only briefly interrupts his caresses to hit the snooze button a
couple of more times. As she becomes aware of his growing
excitement in the troughs of the waves of pleasure which are
flowing through her, she guides him into her and the pleasure fills
her, then increases when she feels his pulsing penis climax inside
of her, then the pleasure overwhelms her as he resumes his hip
thrusts until she collapses.

As he braces himself over her on trembling arms, he
manages to grab a few tissues, wipes himself off as he pulls out of
her, puts a couple of tissues at her vaginal opening to catch any
drainage from his release, and rolls onto the bed beside her while
he pants for breath. It’s a few minutes before he has the energy to
move, hits the snooze button again, then gets up to get a washcloth
to quickly wash himself, then returns to the bed to gently wash
her.

She stirs with groans of pleasure, reaches down to
encourage his hand to keep touching her, and pulls his head to her
for a long deep kiss which is shortened by her cry of climax. He
kisses her across her upper chest and he’s soon bringing more
pleasure to her by way of her breasts and nipples as climax follows
climax (or is it one long orgasm with brief pauses?) until she
slumps and pants for breath.

When her breathing has partially settled, she starts
to reach for him when the alarm clock goes off again and she slumps
back onto the bed as she’s suddenly made aware that today is
another work day. A few moments later, she tells him, “Lover, thank
you so much for all of the pleasure. I want more, but my conscience
seems to be starting to yell something about duty.”

“I know what you mean. We’ll have to make the company
wildly successful then you can retire early and not have to worry
about duty.”

“I could financially retire right now, but I don’t
think Mariam would appreciate me walking out on her.”

“Humm, that’s a good point.” He suggests, “Someday
you’ll have to tease Mariam about all of the pleasure you
sacrificed to help get the company on its feet.”

“If she had half of a clue of how much pleasure you
give me, she would say she was doing me a favor by forcing me to
take an occasional break and that even then I was getting more than
my fair share of pleasure so there was certainly no sacrifice
involved.”

“Yeah, I can almost hear her say it.”

“Can you help me get dressed?”

He pauses before he asks, “Do you trust me?”

“Completely. So whether you dress me dispassionately
or send me swooning with pleasure, it will be right and good.”

“It’s not safe to trust me so much.”

“George,” she clasps his head, looks intently into
his eyes, and tells him, “yes it is, and that’s why you’re the one
and only man for me.”

He looks away, says, “Thank you,” then looks back at
her, leans forward, and gently kisses her. As he helps her get
dressed, she finds the experience better than right and good
because he somehow finds the middle road of dressing her relatively
efficiently while leading her to three brief climaxes. When he
finishes, she feels a surprising combination of being completely
satisfied and yearning for more. Since she knows she isn’t able to
control herself to walk that middle road, she kisses him
thoroughly, then goes to prepare breakfast while he gets his
clothes on.

At the office, Sharlene downloads their emotional
recordings and makes notes of what preceded and occurred during
each recording to the best of her memory then she makes additional
notations in the database for which ‘emoter alias’ she’s thinking
of submitting the various recordings under. She makes a connection
between George’s recordings and hers on the off chance that some
couple might want to run a duo recording, even as she almost feels
sorry that George’s experiences don’t have the clarity or intensity
which hers do, but he sure isn’t complaining.

It’s about the middle of the morning when she goes
and checks in with each of the others and finishes with George for
a few minutes devoted to hugs and kisses. When she’s back in her
office, she re-reads the progress report and sends it out. She
thinks about it for a few more minutes then jots a quick email to
her dad to let him know that she’s doing very well personally.

 


* * * * *

 


It had been a struggle for Angelisa to get up and get
ready for school this morning. Thankfully, most of her regular
tormentors at school are either skipping classes or stressed out
about final exams next week. Since the school computer lab is full
of other students who are trying to finish papers or reports,
Angelisa finds a quiet corner in the library and does some more
work on her essay question regarding the Land Grab Act, but she can
still find no argument either for or against the proposed
legislation which even considers the subject of limited resources.
Once her rough draft is finished, she takes a few minutes to
reflect on how a brief conversation with Sharlene and George gave
her an apparently unique approach to discuss the issue.

That leads her to think about their unique responses
to her question on sixth-day and the more she thinks about it,
Angelisa realizes their responses weren’t uncharacteristic for who
they are, while they were substantially different from everyone
else she knows. She shakes her head as she remembers how they
extolled her courage to even ask the question, when it was their
encouraging supportive natures which greatly reduced the amount of
courage she needed to have in order to ask George and Sharlene.
While she struggles to cut off any more thoughts of how wonderful
they’ve been to her, Angelisa gathers up her things and heads
towards her last class of the day.

 


* * * * *

 


After a leisurely lunch with George, complete with
some tactile ‘dessert’, Sharlene reviews the ‘wall of tasks’, then
goes over everybody’s comments on the review software instructions.
She checks with a couple of the others to better understand their
comments then makes the changes to the instructions and sends it
out for another review.

She incorporates a couple of minor changes to the
emoter payment information form, then checks with Mariam about
having some printed up with sequential identification numbers a
couple of digits longer than the Project used to allow for
extensive expansion. To make sure previous emoters get credit for
any of their earlier recordings, they add a line to the form to
transfer their old number to the new number sequence. Mariam
suggests that the forms have some type of duplication so the emoter
can keep a copy to help them remember which catalyst gets credit
for specific recordings. Sharlene quickly agrees and leaves it up
to Mariam to choose the best format.

Later, as she lets George drive her home, for about
the first time since they started the company, Sharlene feels like
she accomplished something worthwhile at the office. Since she
feels like she’s in a celebratory mood, she only waits long enough
for them to get their things in the house and lock the door before
she’s in his arms and thoroughly kisses him. When they take a
breathing break, she proclaims, “My turn first,” and slowly
unbuttons his shirt with much caressing in between while he
struggles to just hold her and not respond more actively.

After more kisses and during a subsequent breathing
break, she suggests, “Your turn,” and loosely hugs him while he
slowly unbuttons her shirt. Although he caresses her no more than
she had caressed him, her greater sensitivity and larger number of
nerve endings soon has her moaning and occasionally groaning with
her growing pleasure. When he’s gone as far with his caressing as
she had and stops, she finds it’s hard to not beg him for more and
to lose herself in the pleasure.

She takes several deep breaths then retakes the lead
and resumes the kisses with brief breathing breaks to take his
shirt off and caress him all over his chest and back with
occasional caresses over his buttocks and down the front of his
pants between his legs. She rests her head on his chest during a
long breathing break, but she can barely calm down enough in order
to breathe normally since she excitedly anticipates the pleasure of
his next round of caresses. He waits awhile longer then tries to
imitate her caresses with significantly different results as her
groans are interrupted only by gasps for breath and brief cries of
climax.

As she again pants for breath, she appreciates his
firm hug which helps her to remain upright, even while she wishes
they were entwined in a prone position. Once her breathing is
mostly settled, she pushes herself upright, forces herself to say,
“Dinner before more,” and leads him to the kitchen. While they sip
on glasses of iced tea, he makes grilled cheese sandwiches and
after they’re quickly eaten, he makes another which they share
before they clean up after dinner and rest awhile.

When they’re settled on the love seat, she’s sure
that as the touching increases she won’t be able to concentrate on
purposing leading the extent of the touching so she asks him to
take the lead and then she can do little except lay back and enjoy.
Although she detects a pattern to his touches of alternating her
brief climaxes between her breasts and pubic area with comforting
caresses in between, she’s unable to guess at exactly how he’s
going to touch her the next time to send her pleasure up to the
mountain peaks. After an evening filled with pleasure, he helps her
get ready for bed then gladly fulfills her request of sending her
pleasure soaring into orgasmic oblivion.

 


* * * * *

 


Angelisa had cleaned up after the last of the lunch
customers and talked to Maria, but it was the middle of the
afternoon before she was able to call Great Aunt to make
arrangements for a visit on fourth-day. Then she managed to get a
little homework done between helping people with their victim
statements before dinner which was more hours of being on her feet
serving customers. Finally, the restaurant is cleaned up so she can
work some more on her last paper and get ready for bed while she
tries to think of something other than having to get up tomorrow
morning and do it all over again.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-10-21

 


After she wakes up, Sharlene struggles to delay the
pleasure until they’re in the shower then the walls echo with her
cries of pleasure and when the brief thought slips in, she’s not
sure she cares whether they end up being washed or not. As she
weakly lays on the bed, she enjoys more climaxes as George gladly
does more than just dry her. They rest for awhile longer then he
insists they have breakfast to help her regain some energy even
though they’re a little later than the others to arrive at the
office.

 


* * * * *

 


Since school is winding down, Angelisa has a little
more time to get the victims’ statements she’s written down for
others, or been given, edited and in the proper format. While she
works in the school computer lab, she writes a brief email to Klara
and says she mailed some hard copies earlier, attaches the
electronic version of the statements then says that more are being
prepared. She starts to work on another statement and is surprised
to get an email back from Klara. After she opens it, she almost
blushes at Klara’s praise regarding the quality of the first batch
of statements she had mailed and that Klara is looking forward to
reviewing the group which was just sent. Before she signs off,
Klara briefly asks if she’s ready to submit her hours worked and
how her preparation for taking the citizenship examination is
going.

Angelisa takes a little time to think about how to
word her response then replies that her efforts at practicing for
the citizenship examination and following the study guides has made
her feel a little more confident about taking it next week along
with her class final exams. In regards to her hours worked, she
thought she would wait until after she completes the citizenship
examination so that if she passes, she can submit her hours worked
as an adult, and hopefully avoid any issue with a payment being
made to a child, assuming it causes no difficulty with Klara’s
financial records. She re-reads her response, makes a couple of
minor adjustments, re-reads it again, and sends it.

She’s not even sure how Klara could have taken the
time to read her email before she receives a response. This time,
Angelisa does blush as Klara compliments her on thinking ahead
about when to get paid and that whatever works for her will be fine
for Klara’s financial records. As she reads Klara’s sign off of,
“good luck on your exam, I’m sure you’ll do fine,” Angelisa can
hardly believe the amount of support and encouragement she’s been
receiving. From being a frightened mouse who hid in her books to
being a friend of a medical doctor and complimented by a big city
lawyer, it would be unbelievable if it wasn’t actually
happening.

Angelisa works on a few more victim statements and
gets them ready for review and signature. After she prints them
out, she checks to see if the computer lab will be open during the
school break, then heads home for an afternoon of working in the
restaurant while she wonders what Great Aunt wants to talk about
tomorrow.

 


* * * * *

 


Since the partners have no more changes to recommend
to the instructions for the emotional recording review software,
Julie starts to transfer the instructions along with the software
to read-only disks. In the afternoon, Mariam gives a copy of the
office keys to each of the new people and hands out business cards
for each person. George has to take some time to look at his
business card in order to help him believe his name is actually
associated with such lofty titles as ‘General Partner’ and ‘Board
of Advisors Member’ while he’s thankful Mariam hadn’t included
minority owner or something similar.

On the way to her house after work, Sharlene stops by
the post office to pick up the mail then helps him prepare dinner
and clean up afterwards. Following dinner, George keeps his
touching light and comfortable which allows her to get some laundry
done. The gentle pleasure of his touch is wonderful, but it also
proves to be an appetizer and when there’s no time to do more
laundry, she’s very ready for increased pleasure.

They quickly remove each other’s pants and underwear
then she jumps up on him, wraps her legs around him, lowers her
vagina onto his erect penis, and cries out as she moves herself up
and down. His hands are quickly on her buttocks to move with her
then to smooth out her movements and finally to take over as her
growing pleasure distracts her coordination. When she slumps on
him, he carries her to the bedroom which is accompanied by her
groans of pleasure since the nerves inside of her continue to be
stimulated with each step he takes. He lowers her back to the bed,
but she doesn’t release her legs from around him as she insists on,
“More!”

Rather than continue in their somewhat awkward
position or to push her up the bed to lay on her, he carefully
lowers himself until he’s kneeling on the floor at the edge of the
bed which allows her body to fully rest on the bed and be
perpendicular to his body. To see him ‘stand up’ between her legs
increases her excitement and she tries to pull him closer with the
heels of her widely spread legs on the backs of his legs just under
his buttocks.

When he starts to slowly move his hips, she loosens
the grip of her legs enough to give him some freedom to move and
her pleasure soars. He tries to keep his strokes inside of her slow
and smooth to extend her pleasure without overwhelming her, but her
excitement is contagious and he can’t stop himself from excitedly
moving his hips faster until he groans and climaxes while her
orgasm screams through her until she collapses.

After he rests for a little while, he sees that he’s
not going to be able to reach the tissues from where they’re at, so
he takes off his shirt and uses it to catch any of his release as
he pulls out of her. A few moments later, he moves her more fully
onto the bed so her legs aren’t dangling over the side and puts his
shirt under her until he can get back with a warm washcloth to wash
her. While he lets her rest, he goes to the other room to check the
doors, pick up their discarded clothing, turns out the lights, and
gets himself ready for bed. He sits on the bed next to her, looks
at her, and marvels once again at her willingness and even
encouragement of him to touch her so responsive and beautiful
body.

Before he gets her under the covers, he leans forward
and begins to unbutton her shirt then pauses as she begins to stir.
A moment later, she looks up at him with a smile, recommends,
“Don’t stop now,” and starts to caress his nearby left leg. He
finishes unbuttoning her shirt and resists the temptation to start
caressing her while he helps her to sit up in order to take her
shirt off. She pulls his head down to kiss him deeply then says,
“Don’t go away,” and stumbles to the bathroom while he stares after
her before he turns the bed covers down.

Soon, she’s back, lays on the bed next to him, gives
him a big smile and requests, “Touch me, my lord,” while she
reaches out to caress his genitals. He can’t resist such an
invitation, so he leans over and begins to kiss her lips before his
lips move to other parts of her body. After many minutes of
enjoying his kisses and caresses which have made her mind almost
numb with pleasure, she rolls onto her side, scoots her hips back,
lifts her right leg, guides him into her, requests, “Love me to
sleep,” then deeply groans as he pushes deeper into her.

She drops her right leg to try to clamp him inside of
her and when he starts to gently thrust into her, he can barely
move. It must be enough because her immediate cry of climax quickly
escalates to a scream of ecstasy before she collapses. As he feels
her jerk with spikes of pleasure when he slightly adjusts his
position, he decides not to add to it by pulling out of her and
moves only enough to pull the bed covers over them. In spite of the
excitement of being inside of her and with her naked body within
his loose embrace, he soon falls asleep.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-10-22

 


Sharlene wakes up with the first ringing of the alarm
clock. She hits the snooze button, turns to reach for George, and
the beginnings of his dream soon become a sensuous reality as she
excites him to climax among the several she experiences from his
touch. He wakes up more thoroughly as she washes him, then he sends
her to the oblivion of overwhelming pleasure as he takes his time
to thoroughly wash her in the midst of saying good morning to her
little rose buds.

They make it to the office just before the others,
but Mariam is tempted to send them home to quiet their obvious
desire for each other, which only makes her more curious about
their recordings. Since she doesn’t have much else to do, even
though she realizes it may not be the wisest form of distraction,
Sharlene reviews her older recordings and revises how she may want
to submit them. She’s sure Mariam will either be shocked or
ecstatic about the quality and quantity of her recordings, or maybe
both. When George brings her lunch and closes the door to her
office, it’s a real struggle for them to eat their food and limit
their touching to in between bites and afterwards.

Sharlene and George barely get back to her place
after the day at the office when their attempt to maintain their
calm exteriors evaporates. They quickly remove each other’s pants,
climax together, and pant for breath. They wash each other which
almost releases the desire again, but somehow they manage to get on
pajamas then prepare and eat dinner.

When he finishes drying his hands after rinsing off
the dishes, she kisses him thoroughly, then turns around in his
arms and guides his hands under her slinky pajamas where his touch
soon has her crying out and then slumping in his arms. He carries
her to the love seat, reclines the seat, and cuddles her. She rests
for awhile, then lifts her head to his and starts to kiss him
before she encourages and assures him that she’s ready for more of
his touch. As she lets him take the lead, she’s again amazed at the
variety of ways in which he takes her up to the mountain peaks of
pleasure which are interspersed with comforting trips into the
foothills, all without taking her pajamas off.

When they’re back after another bathroom trip, he
again reclines his side of the love seat and cuddles her for a
little while before they begin to kiss. After a brief breathing
break, he’s surprised when she rolls over, turns around, and lays
back on his legs. His eyes open wide as she lifts her legs into the
air which causes her slinky pajama legs to quickly fall and form a
puddle of fabric around her hips and pubic area.

As he begins to caress them, she slowly lowers her
legs to rest one of them on each side of his head. Although he’s
surprised at her move, he quickly recovers and begins to kiss her
near her ankles while his hands caress her thighs. Sometime later,
she’s very aware that her desire for more pleasure is growing so
she guides his hands to her pajama waistband, braces her heels on
his shoulders, lifts her hips, pushes on his hands, and grins as he
pulls her pajama bottom off.

When he sets her pajama bottom aside, he groans as
her hand guides his erect penis out of his open pajama fly, then
she partially sits up to guide it to the opening of her vagina. He
helps her to fully sit up and groans as his penis slides deeper
into her while she cries out with the pleasure which quickly grows
inside of her. She tries to hold still to grab a few breaths, but
as soon as she starts to rock her hips, the pleasure sends her back
up to climax.

Since her rocking hips are quickly becoming
uncoordinated due to the distracting nature of her immense
pleasure, his hands move to her hips to help her hip movement then
his hips begin to push her up which causes her cry to escalate to a
scream, then silence as she collapses. After he lifts his knees, he
gently moves her back to rest on his thighs in a partial sitting
position rather than lay her flat which would be a painful position
for his penis, at least until it becomes flaccid.

While he’s still inside of her, with her legs spread
across his chest and her erect nipples standing up under her pajama
top, he has to struggle with himself to hold still. A little while
later, with barely time to grab a quick breath, she stirs, groans,
cries out, and collapses again. Because he’s concerned this could
go on for awhile and doesn’t want to wear her out, regardless of
how much he enjoys the sight and feel of her and being inside of
her, he gently pushes her up until his penis pops out of her then
he slowly stretches out his legs while he lowers his knees until
she’s laying flat.

It takes some effort, but he manages to get her
turned around and carries her to bed. He only leaves her long
enough to get ready for bed, but when he returns, she’s slightly
recovered. As soon as he lays down, she pulls herself onto him,
slides down his body, guides his penis into her, cries out briefly,
and collapses. He pulls the covers up then gently cuddles her
before he falls asleep.
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As she feels George reach across her to hit the
snooze button on the alarm clock, Sharlene stops him from laying
back down to kiss him thoroughly. He responds and soon their
excitement is spiraling upwards until she slumps after several
cries of climactic pleasure. They manage to take care of their
bladders then her cries of pleasure echo around the bathroom during
their shower with his groan of climax mixed in. More pleasure
follows when he finishes drying her off while she lays on the bed.
They don’t notice the time until they’re late enough that they feel
it necessary to pick up something for breakfast from a nearby fast
food outlet.

At the office, Mariam briefly looks at Sharlene
before she asks, “Are you feeling better?”

“What do you mean?”

“Yesterday morning you were so horny for that old man
of yours you were like a walking aphrodisiac. I almost sent you
home to take care of it, but I guess you must have.”

“Temporarily.”

Mariam shakes her head then says, “I won’t even ask
how you define temporary. Just one question, did you make any good
recordings?”

“I don’t know, I haven’t checked them for a couple of
days.”

“Well, a few is more than we have to begin with. Are
you still concerned about what others might think if your
recordings are as high quality as those first ones?”

Sharlene nods her head as she answers, “Yes. I don’t
even want to imagine how people might respond if they thought I
could be manipulated into producing good recordings, or, worse, if
they thought George had some special way of touching. How do you
think some lonely or bored women would respond?”

“Not pleasant for either of you.”

“Yeah. So I’ll wait until other people submit
recordings before I submit any, whatever their quality. If they’re
as good as the first ones, the company will benefit, without
knowing I’m the source.”

“At least without easily knowing. As Klara says, if
somebody wants to know something badly enough, there are ways to
find out, no matter how much secrecy is attached to the
information.”

“That may be true, but I’ll do my best to muddy the
water.”

“That’s the idea.” Reluctantly, Mariam changes the
subject and asks, “Do you plan on a meeting at sixteen hundred
again?”

“I think so, especially to make sure I have the
information correct for the progress report. That reminds me, I’d
better make a note to tell everyone.”

“Once we’re up and functioning, you may not need to
be sending out progress reports because I think the owner will
probably be more interested in financial statements as to whether
we’re making money.”

“I hadn’t thought about that, but you’re probably
right. I assume you know what kind of financial statements are
going to be needed.”

Mariam nods her head as she responds, “Basically. I
may have to dust off an accounting book or look through the
reporting functions of the financial software. Without a lot of
equipment, facilities, or inventory to take into consideration,
that should keep the financial information down to a hopefully
manageable size.”

“That’s good, although if you need some outside help,
don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Yes, boss.” With a grin and a wave, Mariam goes back
to her own office.

Since she doesn’t want to forget, Sharlene briefly
visits with each of the others and tells them of the planned
sixteen hundred meeting. After she spends some extra time with
George, she takes his headband and downloads their most recent
recordings and reviews them, then returns his headband when they
have lunch together. For most of the afternoon, she struggles to
keep busy since the others seem to have all of the current required
tasks well in hand. Although she doesn’t want to admit it, she does
feel a sense of relief at the idea of being able to do something
meaningful when she arrives in the conference room early.

As they follow the previous format of going around
the room, Sharlene asks for each person’s accomplishments. Todd
reports they’ve received the initial order of demonstration
headbands, a few of which he’s randomly tested, and the
manufacturer seems to have a process established for making them
fairly quickly. He goes on to say that with George’s help, he’s
been preparing mini-drives and charging batteries for packages to
be sent to the previous emoters. Julie confirms that the review
software and its instructions have been transferred to read only
disks for the previous emoters. She also mentions that she’s done
some research into which retailers have a wide presence and may be
inclined to carry the headbands.

Kassandra reports that an online site has been
prepared for emoters to upload their recordings and since she
didn’t want a bunch of red-ink corrections to her instructions, she
had requested that George review them and make suggestions for
improvement and ease of use. She hands out a copy of the
instructions and requests that each person upload some of their
recordings, regardless of quality just to test the functioning of
the process and the understandability of the instructions. So
there’s no confusion or overlap with named recordings, she requests
that each person identify their recordings with the word ‘test’
followed by their initials and a sequential number. The others nod
their heads in agreement or murmur their understanding.

Mariam hands out the pay stubs and asks each of them
to verify the amounts with their financial institution to ensure
that their direct deposit worked properly. Sharlene reports they’ve
received some more responses from former emoters who are willing to
continue.

Julie asks, “What about the person who submitted the
‘wow’ recording?”

Sharlene answers, “Um, what was that person’s
number?” When she’s told, she checks her list, “Yes, they agreed to
continue.”

“That’s great. I was so concerned we might have lost
the best source we’ve found so far.”

“As much as I like the quality of the ‘wow’ emoter,
let’s not put all of our hopes on only one person. There must be
others out there who can produce similar quality recordings, we
just have to find them.”

“I agree, even though I’m concerned about how long
that will take.”

“I know what you mean. So, George, is there anything
for you to report?”

“Not really. I didn’t really do much except help out
a little here and there.” The others chuckle as they make it clear
they disbelieve his adjective of being a ‘little’ help.

Sharlene just grins then shakes her head before she
asks, “Did anybody have something to bring up or discuss before we
call it a week?” When nobody does, she hopes they enjoy their
weekend.

After a brief stop at her place to fix sandwiches and
drinks to consume on the road and with their things in his vehicle,
Sharlene and George are soon on their way to his place. She grins
at him then asks, “So, old man, have you been helping out behind my
back?”

“Not behind your back, just trying to keep busy and
not bother you with such trivia.”

“I’ve got to find something to tease you about.”

He flashes her a quick grin in response.

“What’s your impression of the others and their
attitudes?”

He thinks for a little while then answers, “I’ve
never worked in a place where everybody believed in the goal of the
company and was so motivated to see it succeed. Or had the clear
support and encouragement from management to help them do their
part. You have a good team and you’re proving to be a good
leader.”

“Thank you. I appreciate that, especially since I so
often feel like I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“The others know you don’t have the technical
expertise in their individual areas, but they also know that with a
little explanation, you could easily do what they do, so they
appreciate it that you support their efforts rather than try to
take over or tell them what to do. They also know you were the key
component in getting the funding and legal assistance to acquire
the Project and give it a new life in the direction they each
believe it ought to go. Don’t sell yourself short, my lady. Even
without considering the emotional recording issue, they know the
opportunity to succeed would be greatly reduced without your
contribution.”

“Yet this afternoon before the meeting, I was almost
despairing of being an active contributor.”

“You may not have individual tasks to complete and
check off, but you’ve provided the atmosphere for them to succeed
which is something which is on-going. Not only that, but each of
them, even if they don’t quite know how to express it, are very
appreciative that you recognize their contributions, especially
since you specifically name them and give them the credit in your
progress reports for what they’ve accomplished.”

She looks at him with a puzzled expression then asks,
“How else would I say what was done?”

“The vast majority of company executives would either
generically say the company accomplished this or that or the
executive will say that under his guidance or at his suggestion the
company accomplished what it did.”

“You mean as if the company would cease to function
without the executive’s leadership?”

He nods his head as he answers, “You’ve got it. Many
executives want to give the impression that they have to tell each
employee what to do and when to do it.”

“That’s egotistically stupid as well as
inefficient.”

“That’s right. Even though the better executives know
it doesn’t work that way, it doesn’t stop them from wanting to take
the credit.”

“Then maybe I’m not so bad at being a novice
leader.”

“You’re doing very well, because good leadership
doesn’t come from training or experience. It comes from having the
right attitude towards the people you’re leading so they’re
encouraged to follow in the direction you’re going. You could have
all of the right training and decades of experience, but if people
don’t want to follow you because of your attitude, you won’t get
their best performance.”

“Thank you, George. I really appreciate your vote of
confidence, especially since I know you mean it, rather than are
just telling me what I want to hear. Well, I suppose I ought to let
you drive in peace and give some more credit where credit is due
and work on the next progress report.”

Since she’s well aware of the uncertainty as to
whether the company will succeed or not, it’s a real comfort to her
for some things to be habitual and able to be counted on, like
Molly greeting them when they get out of the vehicle. Since they
don’t see the puppies every day, their growth and development is
more noticeable from week to week. Sharlene’s biggest source of
reliable comfort is, of course, George, who, after they carry their
things from the vehicle to the house, provides her with an evening
of comfort and light pleasure, a late evening snack, then takes her
to bed for mind numbing overwhelming pleasure.
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As she wakes up in the morning, Sharlene enjoys
watching the sunlight shining through his bedroom windows slowly
move across the walls while she tries to allow George some more
sleep. When she feels him stir next to her, she slowly takes him
from a dream to the even more sensuous reality of exciting him to
climax inside of her just before her own pleasure overwhelms
her.

Some time later, she returns to awareness with groans
of pleasure as he washes her. Moments later, she reaches for his
head, guides it to her breasts, and gives herself over to the
pleasure of multiple climaxes before she collapses again. After an
unnoticed number of minutes, they return to consciousness, put
bathrobes on, and go to the kitchen with slightly quaking limbs to
replenish their energy. While he cleans up after breakfast, she
starts a load of laundry she had brought with her, since she didn’t
want to take the time to do more in the evenings.

When they feel like some energy has returned to their
bodies, they decide to get dressed and get some yard work done, but
they only partially succeed in dressing each other before some
light touch of his seems to hit the ‘on’ button of her desire.
Since he’s unwilling to disappoint her obvious want, he tries to
slow the upward spiral to make her pleasure last longer and, in
that effort, he seems to partially succeed because her orgasmic
pleasure goes on and on, ever higher, until she collapses in the
middle of a scream of pure ecstasy. After she floats back to
awareness, she rests for awhile then requests an encore, which he
happily provides.

They wake up some time later, put their bathrobes
back on, move her laundry to the dryer, and fix a slightly early
lunch. She hears the dryer buzz while they’re resting after lunch
so she goes to take care of her laundry and mentally pats herself
on the back for controlling herself and accepts his help in hanging
up her clothes from the dryer.

When he steps back from hanging her clothes up in the
closet, she sees the head of her partially erect little friend
between the folds of his bathrobe, and without a pause, she steps
close to fondle and stroke it to full erection while he groans with
his swiftly growing pleasure. She quickly drops her bathrobe, jumps
up onto him to wrap her legs around his waist, lowers her ready
vagina down onto his erect penis with a cry of climax, then gives
herself over to the pleasure as his hands on her buttocks move her
body up and down until she screams and slumps. He carefully backs
up then sits on the bed even though the new position pulls him
mostly out of her.

When she stirs, she starts to move her hips from side
to side, but she moves too far and his penis pops out of her
vagina. She’s momentarily surprised at what happened, but she wants
him inside of her more than she wants to figure out what happened
so she releases her legs from behind him, adjusts them to kneel on
the bed as she straddles his body, and lifts herself to deeply kiss
him while she pushes him back onto the bed. She pauses just long
enough to grab a few quick breaths before she scoots back a little,
sits up, and guides him back into her. While she moves her hips any
way she can even as she climaxes with an ongoing cry of pleasure,
he begins to slowly move his hips up and down, then slides his
hands up her torso.

As he caresses his palms over her nipples, her cry of
climax transitions into a scream of ecstasy which seems to kick his
own excitement into higher gear. He begins to thrust his hips
faster, then pushes up again harder as he climaxes and she
collapses onto his hands. Carefully, he moves his hands from her
breasts to her ribs and lowers her torso to rest on his chest.
After he rests a little longer, he holds her snug with one arm,
turns his body to the side and pushes on one of her knees to mostly
unbend it, does the same to her other knee, pulls the bed covers
over them, rests awhile longer, and falls asleep.

She wakes up and is amazed at how much she’s wanted
all of the pleasure he’s been so willing to give her, even as she
realizes she still wants more. In the midst of anticipation and
desire, she also feels a little fear at how extensive her desire is
and the affect it’s having on her. Even as she feels great
gratitude that he had moved her to a more comfortable position
before he fell asleep, she also feels somewhat disappointed that
he’s not still inside of her. She shakes her head at her
inconsistent feelings then gets up to relieve her bladder and wash
up.

As she comes back to the bed to wash him, she
recognizes there’s no way his flaccid penis could have remained in
her when she was laying on his chest, so maybe he did try to stay
in her. And maybe she should give her little friend a rest as she
remembers all of the pleasure he gave her pubic area with other
parts of his body long before he let her little friend join in on
the fun. After she dries him, she comes back to the bed, rests
partially on him, and lets him sleep.

When his eyes and month smile at her as he wakes up,
she almost feels like melting all over him. His kiss is gentle and
warm, but it’s so much of a reminder of all she loves about him,
regardless of how hard she tries to be reasonable, her desire for
more of his touch is overpowering. He caresses her, maybe not as
far or as quickly as she desires, but as long as he keeps expanding
his touch, she can keep telling her desire to be patient and that
more pleasure is on the way.

Each time he occasionally pauses, she encourages him
to keep touching her then her climactic cries begin to spill forth
as his hands bring great pleasure to her pubic area and nearby
skin. The overflowing pleasure eventually becomes overwhelming as
her body goes limp.

He moves his hands away from her tingling nerves to
let her rest and wonders what’s driving her desire. A few moments
later, he almost chuckles at his thoughts about her desire because
he has to admit to himself that his desire for her is almost as
obsessive, and would probably be more so if he had the physical
capability to express it, but he just can’t imagine that he has the
same attractiveness or excitability to her which she has to
him.

Even as she stirs awake, she begins to kiss his cheek
and then his lips before she bothers to open her eyes or say,
“Lover, thank you so much.”

“It was my pleasure.”

“To give me pleasure?”

“Yes.”

“You do it superbly. So much so that I can barely
restrain myself from wanting more even though I don’t have the
energy to enjoy it as much as I want.”

“We should get some more food then.”

“Yes, please.”

He helps her back into her bathrobe, throws his own
on, and helps her to the kitchen where he feels his own limbs
trembling slightly as he prepares a couple of sandwiches and drinks
for them. They clean up after their meal, take care of her laundry
and rest for awhile longer while they sit at the table and sip mugs
of tea.

“George, I want you to give me more pleasure, but I’m
feeling a little afraid of how strong the desire is in me. I’ve
strongly wanted you for weeks now, but this is even stronger than
what I’m used to. Do you have any idea what’s happening to me?”

He thinks about it for a little while then says, “The
only thing which comes to mind is that you’re feeling like you want
to let loose after you felt like you had to control yourself during
the work week. That’s just a wild guess.”

“If that’s so, then maybe last weekend I was feeling
a little subdued with my hormonal cycle. Yet, it seemed like my
desire for you hadn’t been in the least subdued. What am I going to
do?”

“I don’t know, love. I’m hardly the one to ask for
advice in this situation since it would be too easy for me to feel
like I’m somehow taking advantage of you, especially when I still
struggle with the idea that you could want me so much.”

“George, I want you more thoroughly than I can
express through words or deeds. And when I look into your eyes, I
know you want me as much as I want you, if not more. How do you
control your desire?”

“I don’t know, other than through decades of practice
or by being convinced that nobody wants me. Neither of which I want
you to experience. I’m sorry I don’t have any tricks to share.”

She sits and thinks about it for a little while
before she says, “In that case, my lord, share the tricks you do
have with me, please give me pleasure.” He raises his eyebrows in
question, she nods her head in affirmation and begins to kiss him.
Since she knows he’ll honor her request, she can almost feel her
desire relax its pressure and begin to build anticipation, which is
met and surpassed by the reality of the pleasure he gives her.

Later, she’s sitting on his upper legs with her own
legs spread at the same time as her breasts are lifted to attract
his attention while she soaks up the pleasure of how his hands and
lips touch her, then she cries out yet again and slumps onto his
supporting arm. He lifts her up to snugly hold her and gives her
some time to recover while he waits for his own breathing to
settle.

A little later he pushes his chair backwards, rolls
it to the sofa, lays her down, closes her bathrobe, and watches her
while he feels thoroughly entranced by her; her beauty, her
intelligence, her personality, her curiosity, and her responsive
body. He’s never met another woman he was half as interested in, he
just wishes he was better for her.
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As Sharlene opens her eyes to his smiling face, she
responds, “Oh, lover, . . .” and gets no further as she responds to
George’s gentle kiss. Even while she’s panting for breath, she
asks, “Can I . . . make a . . . request?”

“Of course, my love.”

She waits for her breathing to settle some more then
says, “I’ve enjoyed your fingers and penis in my vagina today,
would it be okay for me to enjoy your tongue there also?”

“My I kiss your legs and labia in the process?”

She groans in anticipation, “Please!” He kneels
beside the sofa when she stops him. “Please lay next to me. I want
to touch you also. I know you can’t climax yet, so I’ll try to be
gentle.”

“Then maybe we should scoot you down or I won’t
fit.”

She quickly turns on her side and scoots down the
sofa until her lower legs are parallel to and touching the arm rest
then she lifts her left leg in invitation. He lays down on the edge
of the sofa, leans forward, and begins to kiss the insides of her
legs. She groans as the pleasure flows, then gasps or briefly cries
out when the pleasure spikes as his lips, tongue, or fingers touch
her. Soon, she reaches into his bathrobe to gently fondle his erect
penis, smiles at his groan then expresses her own groan which
results from his pleasure giving touch. A little later, she moves a
hand between his legs and pulls on his buttocks in order to pull
him closer then she opens his bathrobe more fully.

She hesitates as she remembers she didn’t like the
taste of his release, but as she realizes that it’s highly unlikely
he’ll be able to climax again so soon, she begins to kiss and
tongue caress her little friend, and gladly accepts the pause in
the pleasure flowing through her to hear his deep groans of
pleasure. Since they
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