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recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.
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Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


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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Angelisa pauses then proclaims, “But you’ve been out
in the world, and have a lot more education, I can’t imagine how I
can teach you something.”

Sharlene reminds her, “I don’t know everything. I’m
sure that right now you could teach me things about linguistics I
never knew.”

“Oh, I suppose that makes sense.”

“Can I be nosy and ask why Sohneetuh said you would
teach her?”

“We were talking about the possibility that if we let
the wider world know about our language, it might encourage our own
people to take more pride in their culture. I made the comment that
even if our own people don’t take more interest, maybe some
outsiders would find it interesting enough to join in the effort to
keep our culture alive. She thought that was a rather unusual idea
and said I was being a teacher in getting her to look through wider
eyes.”

“Yes, that is a bit of an unusual idea. It’s also
another example of why I want to encourage you to go to college.
You think about things rather than just go with the flow of what’s
always been done or what everyone else is doing. I suspect as time
goes on, you’ll positively surprise people with your ideas and
encourage them to re-think the status quo.”

Angelisa hesitates then asks, “You mean, instead of
negatively surprising people like asking Mr. G to make me into a
woman?”

Sharlene answers, “I’ll admit that was surprising,
but it’s too early to call it negative.”

With an expression of surprise she reacts, “Not
negative? Mr. G looked like he was going to have a heart attack or
something.”

Sharlene shakes her head as she responds, “No,
nothing that dramatic. He was very surprised, but he was also truly
honored that you trusted him so much. The issue for George is his
internal belief that it’s wrong for him to love more than one
woman, even though he knows he hasn’t lived up to the ideal of his
standard. You did get him to think about what he believes and
whether or not it’s logical or valid. If he didn’t think it would
be a betrayal of his affection for me, I think he would be much
less hesitant to fulfill your request. In that case, I suspect he
would gladly take you on your own journey of touching before he
made love to you.”

“I . . . I think I would like that.”

“I’m quite sure you would.”

Angelisa hesitates to ask, “Why do you say that?”

“Because, my sister, I’ve felt your kisses. It seems
to me that you want to share affection of a mature nature. I think
the more you experience physical affection, you’ll want to
experience more of it.”

“I’ve kind of wondered about that, but was hesitant
to admit it to myself.”

Sharlene assures her, “That’s okay. It took me awhile
to admit it to myself that I really was interested in an intimate
relationship with a man after I rejected the idea for many years
when I didn’t meet a man I felt I could trust enough.”

Angelisa looks down before she asks, “What about . .
. a woman?”

“My sister, I’m guessing that like me, you’re enough
of a product of your culture that you believe it should be with a
man.”

She pauses before she nods her head.

“But that doesn’t mean we can’t share hugs and
kisses.” After she gently lifts and turns Angelisa’s head, Sharlene
kisses her softly then slowly increases the intensity with
Angelisa’s active cooperation. When they’ve mostly settled their
breathing after several kisses, they lay back on the grass, turn
towards each other, tightly hug, then deeply kiss. While she feels
like she wants to move onto the next stage, whatever it might be,
although she’s not sure how to initiate or communicate it, Angelisa
almost sighs in relief when the puppies clamber on top of them. The
puppies may not have the ability to hug well, but they’re quite
enthusiastic about their own kissing which soon has Sharlene and
Angelisa laughing.

As their laughter diminishes, another voice is heard,
“Do I detect that the fair maidens are in need of rescue?”

Angelisa looks at Sharlene with a question in her
eyes, is rewarded with a grin and a very brief kiss, then quickly
gets up, exclaims, “Mr. G!” and is in his arms. Before she feels
like she totally melts in his embrace, she reaches up, turns his
head, and begins to kiss him. He hesitates then fully responds to
her delight. Soon, she feels Sharlene hug her from behind and then
she really feels like she could melt.

While she’s still trying to catch her breath,
Angelisa isn’t surprised to feel Sharlene move to the side of her,
makes their stance into a three-way hug, and begins to kiss him.
For the next unknown number of minutes, she finds herself in a most
wonderful setting of sharing kisses with each of them while taking
brief breaks to catch her breath while Sharlene and George
kiss.

She doesn’t intend to listen in on their secrets, but
Angelisa does hear Sharlene whisper to him, “See, you can love two
women.”

She feels him stiffen, presumably in surprise, then
he relaxes as he responds to Sharlene’s initiation of the next
round of kisses. A little later, she feels urges she would like to
respond to, but since she doesn’t want to push George or embarrass
herself, Angelisa stays in the hug, drops her head to his shoulder,
and lets them kiss a few more times.

When her breathing has settled, Sharlene asks,
“Angelisa?”

“I . . . I needed a break.”

He suggests, “Drinks?”

Sharlene answers, “Yes, my lord.”

Angelisa starts to release the hug, but Sharlene
grips her arm behind his back and with his arms around each of
them, they walk towards the door. Even while she’s not sure what to
do with herself, Angelisa sits down at the dining room table and he
soon has a drink in front of each of them. Moments later, she feel
like she’s where she belongs, yet she also feels like an intruder
into their relationship so she tries to push her feelings aside as
she tells them what she’s learned from the linguistic books and
what she’s found in her little bit of research online about schools
which offer a degree in the subject.

Although they claim to know nothing about the
subject, Angelisa is somewhat surprised at the quality of the
questions they ask her which encourages her to explain some
concepts more fully. Then she’s even more surprised when she knows
the answers. Apparently, she understood more of what she was
reading than she realized. In the pause of quiet after she answers
the last question, Angelisa takes a long slow drink.

Sharlene remarks, “It sounds like linguistics has
really caught your attention.”

“It has. It explains things about my own language
I’ve wondered about as well as clarifies a number of things about a
polyglot language like standard?”

“Polyglot?”

“A language made up from a multitude of other
languages.”

“See, Angelisa, you are a teacher.”

She blushes slightly as she responds “Only in one
small area.”

George reminds her, “You have to start
somewhere.”

“Thank you.”

“Considering how well you explained portions of your
language when you were describing how hard it was for you to learn
standard, your interest in linguistics isn’t surprising. I’m sorry
I didn’t think about encouraging you in that direction years
ago.”

“But you gave me the encouragement I needed at the
time. I had to take baby steps before I could really walk and now
that I’ve really learned to walk in the sense of being able to read
and write standard well, maybe I’m ready to start running.”

Sharlene asks, “Where did you put the bag?”

“I think I left it by the door.” He gets up and soon
says, “Yep, here it is.”

He returns and hands it to Sharlene who pulls out a
book and pushes it across the table to Angelisa while she says,
“Here’s the college dictionary you wanted.”

“Oh, thank you. I really appreciate you picking it
up. What do I owe you?”

“Nothing. Consider it another bit of encouragement in
getting you to college.”

Angelisa protests, “I can’t keep taking from you
guys.”

“Why not? We have the resources and enjoy sharing
them with you because we know you’ll make good use of them and will
appreciate it.”

“Thank you so much. Not only will this help me with
the linguistics books, but hopefully, it will help me choose
standard words which more correctly reflect the meanings of words I
translate from my language.”

“Then maybe this will help with that effort in
starting with a word close to what you need in order to find
something more accurate.”

Angelisa looks at the full size thesaurus Sharlene
pushes over and proclaims, “This is too much, guys.”

George says, “Not yet.”

Angelisa looks up at his grin, then back down at the
next two books which Sharlene slides across the table as she
explains, “These are the latest editions of the more widely used
college linguistics textbooks.”

No words seem to be able to make it out of her mouth,
but before the tears of joy and gratitude totally blind her,
Angelisa is around the table and tries to hug and kiss them both at
the same time. A little later, although she’s not sure how she
ended up sitting on his upper legs, she snuggles deeper into his
arms while her hands are held by Sharlene. When she can, she says,
“Thank you both so much. I can never express how much I appreciate
your encouragement.”

Sharlene assures her, “Just keep growing and doing
what you can to reach your full potential and it’s our pleasure and
joy to keep encouraging you.”

She pulls on Sharlene’s hands to pull her closer,
then Angelisa stops in surprise when Sharlene stands up, lifts her
left foot to slide it between her and George, his right arm goes
around Sharlene’s back to support her, and she lifts her right leg
to sit on Angelisa’s legs while she faces her. With George’s arms
around both of them, they pull each other closer to deeply kiss
while George kisses their cheeks.

They quickly include George in their kisses which
adds to their enjoyment, but long before Angelisa wants to quit, he
leans back and says, “I’m sorry, my ladies, but something else is
demanding my attention.”

Carefully, they untangle themselves, get up, and pull
him to his feet, then move towards each other in a half hug while
they watch him walk down the hall.
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Angelisa asks, “What did he mean?”

Sharlene answers, “He needs to empty his
bladder.”

“Oh. I suppose it might be a good idea to take care
of that myself.”

“Go ahead and use the guest bathroom and I’ll use his
when he’s done.”

“Okay.”

They walk down the hall with arms around each other
then separate with a brief kiss before Angelisa steps into the
guest bathroom while Sharlene walks the little bit further to his
bathroom.

She returns to the dining room, and since she’s
feeling somewhat bold, Angelisa goes to the fridge, finds the iced
tea, and refills their drinks.

George accepts the glass from her and says, “Ah,
thank you, Angelisa.”

“I hope you don’t mind me snooping in your
fridge.”

“Of course not. I would like you to feel comfortable
and at home here.”

While she struggles to restrain her response, she
steps closer and limits herself to a hug as she says, “Thank you,
Mr. G. I really appreciate it.”

Soon, she feels Sharlene’s arms go around her and ask
her, “So, do you have any idea of something else you would like to
do?”

Since she doesn’t want to move away from their
embrace, well, maybe . . . as she tries to turn her thoughts away
from that direction, Angelisa remembers, “I think there are a few
clothes you bought me I haven’t tried on yet.”

“That’s a good idea. Well, old man, do you think you
can manage for a little while without a woman in your arms?”

“Since I survived in that condition for decades, I
guess I can manage for a little while.”

Sharlene kisses him deeply and when she turns aside,
she winks and lets Angelisa kiss him, but it doesn’t last as long
before he runs out of breath.

With their arms around each other and as they share
grins, Sharlene and Angelisa go to the spare bedroom where she
tries on some of the other clothes and selects color coordinated
underwear to go with them. They chat for a little while, but it’s
hard for Angelisa to keep the conversation going when she sees a
different woman in the mirror than what she’s used to seeing in the
bathroom mirror at home, especially after Sharlene undid her braid
and brushed out her hair.

Sharlene remarks, “George would really like to see
you wear that.”

While she’s not sure whether to be scared or
thrilled, Angelisa looks at the strange woman in the mirror with
her long dark hair forming a backdrop to the loose soft short
sleeve shirt in a light lilac which is unbuttoned almost down to
her lacy bra. The skirt is short and barely reaches down to the
middle of her thighs and is very full in a soft light weight fabric
and the color is a slightly darker lilac. Angelisa feels something
inside of her and since she isn’t sure how to define it, she
quickly turns in a spin which has her skirt flaring almost parallel
to the floor and nearly reveals her panty, then she stops and the
skirt seems to caress then mold itself to her legs.

Sharlene nods her head as she says, “Yes. He really
would like to see you wear that.”

Because she’s even more unsure of what she’s feeling,
Angelisa almost stutters, “I . . . I think I want him to . . . but
I’m not sure I’m ready . . . yet.”

“Only when you’re comfortable. I don’t intend to push
you. I just want you to be aware he’ll like to look at you. It’s up
to you to decide whether you want him to look at you like
that.”

“Thank you for clarifying that. Would he really think
I’m pretty?”

“You could put your jeans and shirt back on and ask
him, and he would say you’re pretty. In fact, he already has.”

“I know.” Angelisa hesitates a little before she
admits, “I don’t understand myself. I don’t want to be noticed by
guys, yet I want to know that I’m pretty. But when I think about
Mr. G, I do want to be noticed and I do want to encourage him to
look at me and appreciate my beauty and to hear him say it. But I’m
also a little afraid of my feelings, because . . .”

When she doesn’t finish her statement, Sharlene
guesses, “Because you want him to express his appreciation with
more than his eyes and voice and from closer than several feet
away.”

Angelisa hesitates even longer before she quietly
admits, “Yeah.”

“I understand, sister. I feel the same way. When I go
out among other people, I wish I could wear a suit of armor like
the knights of old used to wear. But when I’m with George, I want
to wear the most sensuous, enticing outfit I can find to encourage
him to express his appreciation of my beauty with his hands and
lips.”

Angelisa hesitates, then responds in a voice barely
above a whisper, “Yes! Oh, Sharlene, think of something else. . . .
The piano. Do you think Mr. G would show me a little about playing
the piano. . . . Oh, I’m not sure I dare be that close to him
now.”

“I can show you a little about playing the
piano.”

She looks at her in surprise, “You play it?”

“Yes. I took several years of lessons when I was a
child. George says I play much better than he does.”

“That might be better. I’d better change before I’m
really tempted to show off to him.”

Sharlene suggests, “You can still wear something
pretty, but maybe something which is a little less enticing to a
man.”

“Thank you so much. I can’t express how much I
appreciate your understanding or your willingness to share your
man.”

“It’s my pleasure.” It’s uncertain who initiates the
kiss, but after only a few kisses, it’s clear they need to back off
before something develops which neither of them is sure they’re
ready to deal with quite yet.

After Angelisa changes into a more conservative shirt
and skirt, they get a drink then go to the piano and Sharlene shows
her a little about playing the piano. She asks George then soon
returns with a few beginner books and following some explanation
and gentle guidance, Angelisa is able to plunk out a simple
melody.

A little later, George gently interrupts them and
sends them down the hall to wash their hands for dinner. After they
quickly kiss him, Angelisa giggles when Sharlene tells him, “Yes,
grandpa,” kisses him again, grabs her hand, and almost dashes down
the hall. As she glances back before she steps into the guest
bathroom, Angelisa sees him return to the kitchen while he shakes
his head.

The meal is simple, but the feeling of companionship
and the sharing of light conversation and gentle teases is
wonderful. They both kiss him again when he sends them off while he
clears the table and cleans up. They return to the piano where
Angelisa tries out a couple of other simple melodies then scoots
over and watches with amazement as Sharlene plays a few songs then
her small fingers seem to fly over the keyboard with one of the
faster songs.

When she reluctantly recognizes the time, Angelisa
declines a play of a comfort recording and proclaims that their
hugs, kisses, and encouragement gave her all of the comfort she
needs for now. After she changes back into her regular clothes, she
lets Sharlene re-braid her hair and then marvels at the soft braid
she does and is surprised she learned it from George. While a
thorough kiss from him still tingles on her lips, Angelisa doesn’t
forget her new books and walks out with Sharlene, who willingly
kisses her thoroughly before they get in the vehicle. The short
drive to the restaurant is over too soon and after a tight hug and
a brief kiss, Sharlene walks with her into the restaurant and
accepts Huleeoh’s escort back to her vehicle.

Maria looks closer at her and asks, “Angelisa?”

“Yes, Mama?”

“How come your hair is braided different?”

“Sharlene had some clothes she bought and wanted to
see if they fit me. We tried my hair in different ways to see how
it would look with the different clothes and I liked how this braid
looked so I left it in.”

“Turn around. That is a softer braid. It looks
nice.”

“Thank you, Mama.”

“What’s in the bag?”

“A dictionary I asked Sharlene to pick up for me from
the city because my dictionary doesn’t explain all of the words in
the linguistics books Mr. G let me borrow. They also bought me a
thesaurus and two newer books on linguistics to see if I really
want to study it in college.”

“So many? Can you afford so many?”

“I offered to pay for the books, but they wouldn’t
accept anything. They said it was to encourage me to go to
college.”

Maria shakes her head and says, “They seem so good to
you, but I just don’t understand it. What do they gain by giving
you so much?”

Angelisa answers, “They feel good about sharing what
they have with someone who has less, but is appreciative of what
they share. You do the same. When you know a family is in trouble,
you enjoy sharing meals with them as a way to help them get back on
their feet.”

“I suppose, but so much?”

“When they have more resources, they have more to
share.”

Maria thinks about that for a little while before she
responds, “I guess you’re right. I suppose I need to be less
suspicious and more grateful that it’s my baby receiving their
shared resources rather than someone else. I just worry about
you.”

“Thank you for being concerned about me, but
everything I’ve seen and heard of Sharlene and Mr. G show they’re
just as concerned about protecting me as you are.”

“That’s good. Well, since you’re back, can you help
clean up?”

Angelisa assures her, “Of course. Just let me go put
my books in my room.”

Later, while she’s sitting on her bed with her new
books spread out in front of her, Angelisa looks them over, thumbs
through them, and reads a little. She still finds it hard to
believe that Sharlene and George really gave them to her. As she
glances through the dictionary, she’s amazed to find pages of words
she’s never seen before, but when she reads a few of the
definitions, she realizes that some of them are for very specific
areas which the average person probably wouldn’t ever use in a
lifetime. After she puts the books away, she gets ready for bed and
as she lays there, she lets her imagination wander a little and
wonders what comes after the hugs and kisses.
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Sharlene and George leave work about an hour early to
go to her martial arts class. One of the schools she chose had some
later classes, but not of the style she was interested in nor of
the level which she and the instructor she interviewed with thought
would be beneficial to her. Since she didn’t want George to have to
sit around and be bored, she had encouraged him to sign up for the
tai-chi class oriented towards senior citizens which is at the same
time as her class. He reluctantly agreed and refrained from saying
that watching her practice martial arts is anything but boring.

He slips into the back of the room and hopes he
doesn’t make too big of a fool of himself then tries to concentrate
on the directions of the instructor. While an assistant leads the
moves, the instructor goes through the class to give encouragement
and gentle correction. When he stops beside George, the instructor
suggests, “Try holding that position.”

He does okay for a little while, but soon starts to
wobble.

“Stretching that far gets you off balance. Try the
move again, but don’t stretch so far.”

George does and finds that he maintains his balance
better and is able to go to the next move more smoothly.

“That’s the idea.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome.” The instructor moves on to the next
student.

After class, a couple of the more gregarious students
introduce themselves to George and ask, “Did you just move to the
city?”

“No. A friend is starting a new company and asked me
to help, so I come into the city during the week to help.” George
glances up, sees Sharlene look in, and quickly says, “Gotta run, my
ride’s leaving. It was nice to meet you.” He quickly walks towards
her smile and is glad to have an excuse to avoid a lengthy
conversation.

She asks, “New friends?”

He shakes his head then says, “No, just some
extroverts looking for a new victim.”

She laughs and gives him a big grin. When they’re
settled in the vehicle, she asks, “So, how did it go?”

“Okay, I guess. The instructor thought I was trying
to stretch too far on some of the moves which affected my
balance.”

“I guess I hadn’t taken that into consideration when
I was showing you some moves. Once we learned the basic moves, one
of my instructors encouraged us to start stretching the moves in
slow increments to improve our balance and add to the exercise
element. I’ve been doing it that way for quite awhile and didn’t
think about it not being right for a beginner. Was there anything
other than stretching too far?”

“I was surprised I recognized and was able to follow
most of the moves. Apparently, I picked up more than I thought
while I was being distracted by watching you.”

“You do seem to like to look at me.”

“Every chance I can.”

A few minutes later, they park the vehicle, walk into
the house, lock the door, and hug. He asks, “How was your
lesson?”

“It wasn’t so much of a lesson as being able to
practice known moves under an experienced eye.”

“It must have given you a good workout practicing
those moves.”

“How do you know that?”

He leans over and licks the sweat from the hollow of
her throat, “Observable evidence.”

“You mean taste able evidence?”

“I had to observe it before I knew it was there to
taste.”

She chuckles then says, “I know you better than that.
You wanted to taste whether you could see it or not.”

“Too true, chief. I suppose we ought to taste some
dinner before I get overly distracted tasting dessert.”

“Or so we have the energy to fully appreciate the
dessert we’re tasting?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth,” and he
kisses her thoroughly. Somewhere in the midst of the following
kisses, they remember they were going to get dinner and manage to
delay their interest in each other long enough to prepare, eat, and
clean up after dinner and even sip a mug of tea.

After bathroom trips, they’re settled on the love
seat and although her sweat has mostly evaporated, he thoroughly
searches her body for more while he sends waves of climactic
pleasure flowing into her. After he guides her to the bed, he
conducts his most detailed search for any sweat, with an encore at
her request, until the pleasure overwhelms her and they fall
asleep.
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They leave work a little early again today to go to
the other martial arts school Sharlene had decided to take a class
from since they emphasize a different style. Since there is no
class at the same time which is appropriate for him, George enjoys
the opportunity to watch her practice. It soon becomes obvious that
he’s not the only one who is paying special attention to her. When
the instructor tells the students to cool down which announces the
end of the lesson, he nods his head in approval to see Sharlene use
tai-chi as her cool down method.

With her breathing has fully settled, she briefly
bows to the instructor then walks over to George who slips a towel
under her braid and around her neck then uses the ends of the towel
to dab the sweat from her face. Only when she sits down and he
kneels in front of her to put her shoes on does she realize that a
number of furtive glances are aimed in their direction. On the
drive to her place, she remarks, “You caused a bit of a stir by
kneeling down to put my shoes on.”

“I’m sorry, my lady, but you were the center of
attention long before I put your shoes on.”

“Oh. It wasn’t because you were acting like a
personal assistant?”

“I’m afraid not.”

“I don’t remember getting extra attention when I took
lessons before.”

He asks, “How long ago was that?”

“When I was in medical school.”

“If you didn’t notice the extra attention before I
put your shoes on, then maybe you didn’t notice it previously.”

She pauses to consider that before she admits, “You
may have a point. So why would people pay attention to me? Several
of the other students were better than me in this style.”

“Two words: you’re beautiful and you’re
graceful.”

“That’s five words.”

“You’re right, but ‘beautiful graceful’ isn’t a
complete sentence.”

Her voice has a touch of bitterness to it as she
responds, “So, we’re back to that.”

“Back to what?”

“Me being considered beautiful. I guess I had
forgotten about that being an issue since I’ve been spending so
much time with only you and the others at the company.”

“There was ‘mister hot stuff with the fancy vehicle
in the park’.”

“I dismissed him as being insincere, and trying to
make his victim feel special before the crime.”

“Yes, that was probably his methodology, but I think
you still caught his eye.”

She thinks about it while they finish the drive, get
into the house, and hug. He guides her to the kitchen, lifts her
onto the counter, hands her a drink, and starts to prepare dinner.
Once dinner is over and cleaned up, they settle on the love seat
where she asks, “Are you sure you want me cuddled so close? I was
rather sweaty this evening.”

He leans over, deeply sniffs, and proclaims, “Ah, the
natural smell of an honest working woman who brings home the bacon
while the lord of the manor sits around and thinks deep
thoughts.”

She pokes him in the ribs and gets lightly tickled
before she snuggles deeper into his arms. A little later, she asks,
“So, mister deep thoughts, what am I going to do about the unwanted
attention?”

“Either become a hermit to avoid being noticed or do
what you want in life while you try to be a little more aware of
your surroundings so you have time to prepare a response before the
attention becomes more than visual. Or I suppose you could do like
the celebrities do and hire a team of bodyguards to encourage
others to keep their distance.”

“I can’t say I really like any of those choices,
unless I call you my bodyguard.”

“I would do all I can to guard you, but I don’t think
I have enough of a situational awareness to feel like I can fully
protect you. Nor do I have the speed or strength to deal with an
aggressor.”

“I know. I really don’t want to put that kind of
responsibility on you. By the same token, I really don’t want
anyone but you that close to me. Maybe when the puppies are grown,
we can have Molly come with us.”

“That’s an idea.”

They quietly cuddle for awhile longer before they
make bathroom trips and acquire fresh drinks. When they’re settled
back on the love seat, they cuddle some more then she starts to
slowly unbutton his shirt. A few moments later, she caresses his
chest and with a clearly suggestive tone to her voice, she asks,
“So, mister deep thoughts, do you have any other brilliant
ideas?”

“Well, I do have one idea which is beginning to
develop, but I may have to think about it some more to be able to
express it properly.”

“And what’s this idea which needs a proper
expression?”

He turns her head somewhat towards his shoulder,
leans over to nibble on her left ear, and quietly answers, “To see
how deeply I can burrow myself into your clothes.”

“Mmm, instead of you taking the time to think about
how to express it properly, I would much prefer that you use the
time to demonstrate your idea.”

She encourages his demonstration by seeing how deeply
she can burrow her tongue into his mouth. Kisses grow, touching
expands, clothes fall off, climatic cries echo off the walls, and
after a bath to supposedly wash off her sweat, the pleasure shared
in bed overwhelms them.
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George reaches across her and hits the snooze button
on the alarm clock, but before he can lay back down, Sharlene
intercepts him for a thorough kiss then invites him to wake up her
‘little rose buds’. He takes his time, and barely gets the snooze
button hit again when he’s being pulled into her after apparently
awakening her full desire. As they pant for breath afterwards, but
before they’re overwhelmed, they help each other up and manage to
keep the pleasure shared in the shower down to a dull roar.

Once they get dressed with a minimum of extra
touches, they prepare breakfast, clean up, and take a little time
to share a mug of tea before they leave. When they arrive at their
destination, it takes them a little time to find a parking place
then they remember to leave their handguns hidden in the vehicle
before they walk into the courthouse and meet the others to support
Mariam in her case against the former directors of the Institute.
Klara had spent most of yesterday going over the preliminaries with
the judge, keeping the defense attorney on track as he tried to
twist, down play, and misdirect the proceedings, and when she
could, coach Mariam a little.

The news media are starting to gather to try to be
the first to report on the latest expected blow to the scandal
ridden Institute and they unintentionally make it a little
difficult for Sharlene and George to walk past them before they can
step into the relative quiet of the courtroom where they share some
quick hugs with their partners and Klara before the court session
begins. Since the Institute conference room recordings are
submitted as evidence, there’s not much examination of the various
parties other than to confirm that they said what was recorded.
When one of the directors tries to suggest they were only teasing
Mariam, the judge almost has to silence the courtroom due to the
number of chuckles throughout the room.

Since he knows the evidence is stacked against them,
the primary defense attorney tries to impress on the jury in his
closing remarks that the former directors had a momentary slip in
judgment, hadn’t really meant their comments to come across as they
had, were real sorry their comments had offended Mariam, and were
hoping all could be forgiven and forgotten. Klara has fun, in a
very professional way of course, in pointing out that instead of a
momentary lapse in consideration, the comments of the former
directors only became more specific and scathing from one recording
to the next which were separated by several days and that should
have given the former directors more than sufficient time to
re-consider their words.

While the jury deliberates, Klara and the company
partners are able to step out for a drink. When the announcement is
made that the court will resume soon, even Klara seems briefly
surprised at how quickly the jury arrived at a decision. To get
back into the courtroom, they almost have to push their way through
the news media who are beginning to throng the door.

Mariam has to grip the chair’s armrest to stay seated
when the jury’s representative declares the former directors guilty
of all charges. After he pauses a little while for the reaction to
die down, the jury’s representative reads the jury’s recommendation
that the victim be given full back pay up to the present day and
re-instated in her former position without loss of seniority or
benefits. After a brief pause, the representative seems to take
delight in assuming she would want to work there again. The jury
also recommends that the guilty parties should provide for all of
the legal expenses as well as all expenses related to any therapy
appropriate to the victim’s recovery. The jury’s representative
again pauses to add a little suspenseful drama then reads the
jury’s recommendation of financial compensation for the victim’s
pain and suffering which sends a collective gasp through the
room.

The judge takes a moment to get over his own surprise
and questions the jury’s representative to be sure he heard
correctly. The jury’s representative confirms the amount then
explains that the laws have been around a long time, are covered in
the required curriculum in high school, and are also required
training for all managers and above at the Institute according to
the testimony, yet the former directors on trial had blatantly and
without remorse broke the laws. The jury agreed that the
recommended compensation may appear excessive for this one case,
but considering how completely the laws were broken, they hope to
send a message to other companies and executives that the laws are
serious, are important to the employees they are meant to protect,
and should be strongly enforced.

The judge accepts the jury’s verdict, thanks them for
their time and consideration, acknowledges the jury’s
recommendations, and adjourns the court. After the judge leaves the
courtroom, Mariam’s friends gather around Klara who explains that
it’s up to the judge to review the jury’s recommended compensation.
She doesn’t expect it to take long, although she suspects the
Institute will try to drag out the proceedings and final judgment
with the appeal process.

While the others stay near to provide support to
Mariam as well as to keep any possible eavesdroppers at a distance,
Klara briefly coaches Mariam in preparation to face the news media.
When they step out of the courtroom, Mariam and Klara are the focus
of the media’s attention which allows the others to slip away.
Klara handles the interview so Mariam doesn’t have to say much more
than that she’s glad it’s over with, happy she’s vindicated, hopes
the judgment will reduce the chance that other people are
victimized, and is looking forward to getting on with her life.

After they arrange a table in a nearby restaurant for
a celebratory lunch, Sharlene and the others are somewhat
disappointed, but not overly surprised when Klara calls after their
escape from the news media to say she’s taking Mariam home to work
out her exuberance there rather than possibly make a scene in
public. When Klara and Mariam show up at the office a couple of
hours later, Mariam has calmed down to just below the cartwheel
turning level, but still has to hug everyone and kiss half of
them.

Klara joins Sharlene and her partners at their
sixteen hundred progress report meeting and tells them she can find
no issues with the payment clearing house agreement which will
enable their online site services to be paid for by credit card,
although she will ask someone more familiar with financial law for
a second opinion. Since there are still several weeks before they
turn on the online site, there’s no rush. Kassandra reports that
she already has the sub-routine installed which will enable a
customer to pay by credit card.

For those potential customers who don’t own a credit
card, Kassandra has included a statement that a prepaid credit card
can be purchased at many retailers. George agrees that it’s a
viable alternative for those on the low end of the income bracket
while keeping the company’s financial interface with the customer
as simple and as consistent as possible. Klara also points out the
advantage to the company of not having to deal with multiple
jurisdictions seeking to collect taxes because the collection of
the Point-Of-Sale-Tax for each jurisdiction is already incorporated
into the credit card transaction process.

Julie presents a few ideas for advertisements and
suggests they start looking for candidates who are willing to
participate since she would prefer to have actual users endorse
their product rather than actors as well as to give whoever might
be interested in participating some time to polish their possible
presentation. The others can’t stop themselves from looking around
the table at each other and try to assess how they would respond if
the other person were to do the advertising. Although nobody
immediately volunteers, Klara makes a mental note to ask a couple
of people.

Julie then requests that the others review some draft
scripts she has saved on the internal server. Since nobody has
anything more to add to the progress report, Sharlene calls it a
day then spends a few minutes talking with Klara. While she
declines a dinner invitation from Sharlene because she’s going to
try to catch an early evening flight out, Klara suggests that
Sharlene ask Angelisa about appearing in an advertisement and
explains, “I think she would like to do something like that and it
would be a big confidence booster for her as well as elevate her
status within her culture.”

“Thank you for the suggestion. You may be right. . .
. I’ll try to remember to ask her.” After they say good-bye to
Klara, Sharlene copies the draft scripts Julie had mentioned onto
her computer and prints out a copy of them for Angelisa.

Rather than leave right away for George’s from
Sharlene’s house, they walk across the street. Since he’s initially
stunned they would be there, Martin is afraid to open his door more
than a crack. When they assure him that they’re interested in
advice on a quality video recorder, Martin waxes eloquent and not
only recommends a specific home model which can produce television
quality recordings, but where it can be acquired at the best price
and which accessories to include for the best results. George is
glad he had brought something to take notes with because there’s no
way he can remember all of the details.

After they take a few extra minutes to fix sandwiches
and drinks at her place, they stop by the retailer to pick up the
video recorder Martin recommended then eat while George drives.
When they arrive later than normal, Molly greets them, enjoys some
petting, and, “Woofs,” in agreement when she’s asked if the puppies
are asleep. Sharlene shakes her head at Molly’s apparent
understanding then helps him take their things into the house and
soon gladly forgets about everything else as the pleasure flowing
from his touch fills her up.
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Sharlene and George stumble to the kitchen after an
early morning filled with pleasure and manage to prepare and eat
some breakfast. When they happen to glance out the kitchen window
while they rinse off the breakfast dishes, they see the puppies are
playing in the back yard and decide that now would be a good time
to join them. They quickly get dressed and on a whim, he grabs the
video recorder to get acquainted with it while he records the
puppies. The puppies are happy to see their big toys especially
when she sits on the grass to play with them. He practices changing
the focus on the camera as he narrows in on one puppy then zooms
out to see them all.

As the puppies start to settle down while one lays on
George’s upper legs, he starts to slowly zoom out from the last
active puppy, notices Molly laying across Sharlene’s out-stretched
legs, then sees Sharlene follow the direction of Molly’s gaze and
she comes face to face with ‘papa’ wolf. They both freeze,
startled, until one of the puppies distracts ‘papa’ with a mock
attack.

The wolf backs off then moves to the side before he
lays down to play with the puppy while he remains vigilant for any
sudden move by Sharlene or George. With a racing heart, she tries
to calm down while she slowly pets Molly and a couple of the nearby
puppies. He slowly zooms the video recorder out further to capture
the entire scene for several minutes until ‘papa’ gently knocks
down the last puppy playing with him before he saunters off.

Sharlene turns to him and says, “You didn’t warn
me.”

“I didn’t see him before you did since I had the
video recorder focused on one of the puppies.”

“You recorded it?”

“Let’s say I attempted to record it, I don’t know how
well I did.”

“That was amazing and very startling. Even if I had
wanted to run, I couldn’t have with Molly laying here. I’m
surprised he came back.”

“So am I. I’ve never seen anything like it. I’m
guessing he’s young and hasn’t had any overly negative interactions
with humans. His curiosity may be stronger than his wariness which
is probably affected by Molly’s clear acceptance of us. I really
hope I made a decent recording of it or nobody will believe
it.”

“Come on, Molly, up you go. If I didn’t know better,
I would think you planned it.” Sharlene is only partially surprised
to see Molly apparently grin at her before she gets up and nudges
the puppies awake enough to go sleep in their ‘den’.

As they take off their outer clothes in the laundry
room, he insists she put on a bathrobe, because as interested as he
is in seeing what he recorded, seeing her only clothed in a tiny
lace panty is much more interesting. She accepts the bathrobe on a
temporary basis only after a thorough kiss and tight hug of their
nearly naked bodies which almost overwhelms his control.

Since he’s unable to quickly find an adapter in order
to connect the video recorder directly to his television, they copy
the recording onto her computer then connect it to the television.
He’s surprised to see that he held the recorder as still as he did,
although he’s not as surprised as she is when she can more
objectively gauge the distance between her and ‘papa’. They watch
it a couple of more times.

 


* * * * *

 


It hasn’t been a pleasant week for Angelisa and while
she hopes they’re at George’s house and that she’s not disturbing
them, she dials his phone number.

George is somewhat startled to hear his phone ring,
but he quickly gets up and answers it, “Hello?”

“Hello, Mr. G.”

“Hi, Angelisa.”

“Do you think I can come up and visit with Sharlene
this afternoon?”

“Let me check with her.” He puts his hand over the
mouthpiece and says, “Angelisa would like to visit this afternoon.
She didn’t specifically say it, but she sounds like she could use a
replay of a ‘comfort’ recording.”

“Do you mind interrupting our pleasure?”

“If you put it like that . . . . I think I can
restrain myself for a little while to help a friend.”

“Let me talk to her.” Sharlene takes the phone and
says, “Hi, Angelisa.”

“I’m sorry to bother you guys.”

“Don’t worry about that.”

“Can you pick me up so I can visit?”

“Sure. How about I pick you up at about fourteen
hundred?”

“That would be great.”

“Okay, I’ll see you then.”

“Thank you so much, Sharlene.”

“Not a problem. Bye.”

Reluctantly, Angelisa hangs up the phone.

 


* * * * *

 


A moment later, Sharlene hangs up the phone and
agrees with George’s guess, “Yeah, she does sound like she needs
some comfort.” She briefly glances at the clock, drops her
bathrobe, pushes his bathrobe off of his shoulders, and proclaims,
“But I’m going to be selfish and claim mine first.” She quickly
puts her hands on his shoulders, leaps up, wraps her legs around
his waist, and kisses him hungrily while she tightly squirms her
body on his. His response is only briefly delayed in surprise, but
he quickly recovers and begins to touch her and soon she’s deeply
groaning then crying out in climax with the pleasure which rushes
into her.

Moments later, he leans his shoulders back on the
wall for support while his touching hands and fingers quickly send
her pleasure soaring over the peaks of pleasure a couple of more
times before he moves his hands away from her damp panty to let her
partially catch her breath. When she reaches between their bodies
to release her little friend from his underwear, one of his hands
pulls the bottom of her panty to the side. As she lowers her body
to envelop his penis with her vagina, he groans as she cries out.
Soon, they’re moving their bodies together and her climaxes build
until she slumps just after he climaxes inside of her.

After he rests a little, he pushes off of the wall
and moves toward the kitchen sink since it’s the closest place for
them to wash up. She doesn’t let go when he tries to pull out of
her, instead, she starts to rock her hips even as her groans
quickly becomes cries of climax. Rather than hold her up, he sits
her buttocks on the kitchen counter, leans her back a little, and
begins to slowly move his hips back and forth in order to slide the
length of his penis in and out of her nerve filled vagina. Her
verbal response to her ongoing orgasm continues then escalates
nearly to a scream of ecstasy until she falls silent as she
collapses.

He gently lays her more fully on the counter, rests
awhile longer, then unhooks her legs from behind him and pulls out
of her with a groan. After he washes both of them, he looks her
body over as thoroughly as he can and marvels yet again that she
not just allows it, but that she encourages him to look at her and
a whole lot more. The only thing which prevents him from looking
closer and touching her more is that he knows she’s unconscious and
is unable to enjoy being touched.

That situation changes a few minutes later when she
pulls his head down for a thorough kiss, proclaims, “Thank you, my
lord,” and encourages his caresses, especially when he starts to
kiss his way down her body. He has to pause after saying ‘hello’ to
her breasts to give her some time to recover, then the pleasure his
lips and tongue give to her pubic area causes her to collapse
again. After he catches his own breath, he carefully picks her up
and carries her to the sofa so she can recover more
comfortably.

Later, he lifts himself off of her and pulls out of
her with a groan after she had requested that he make love to her
before she collapsed yet again. He briefly pauses to catch his
breath then he lays snugly next to her on the sofa, pulls the
afghan over them, and falls asleep. When he stirs a few minutes
after her, Sharlene double checks the time, guides him to lay flat
on the sofa, reawakens her little friend to lower herself over him,
and screams as his hips seem to thrust her full of pleasure until
she collapses on top of him.

She feels disappointed that time continued to move
while she was unconscious so she reluctantly gets off of him, goes
to wash up, and gets dressed. His groans wake him up as she washes
him, then she helps him sit up and drink some orange juice before
she walks with him to the bedroom. As she dresses him, they’re not
sure whether their trembling limbs are a result of restrained
desire or being out of energy, but it’s most likely some
combination of the two. In the kitchen, they prepare lunch and are
able to rest a little before she goes to pick up Angelisa.
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After the questions and comments she’s endured over
the last few days, the support and encouragement Angelisa heard in
George and Sharlene’s too few words are like a spring of pure water
to a dehydrated traveler. She ignores the customers other than to
take their orders or to deliver their food and that enables
Angelisa to survive the lunch hour then she has to stop herself
from running into Sharlene’s arms when she steps into the
restaurant just before fourteen hundred.

Angelisa quickly changes, tightly hugs Sharlene, and
almost drags her to the vehicle and goes out the side door of the
house and around the restaurant rather than through it. On the
drive to George’s, Angelisa has to tightly clasp her hands to hold
herself still, then she follows Sharlene and almost sobs at finding
herself in his arms. She follows their lead as they guide her to
lay down on the sofa, and then she feels the comfort of a recording
begin to fill her. Again, the recording is played before she feels
herself start to relax.

Angelisa rests a little longer before Sharlene helps
her to sit up and drink the orange juice he hands her. When she’s
finished with the drink, she leans back on the sofa and closes her
eyes before she takes another deep breath, sighs, and says, “Thank
you both. I really needed that.”

Sharlene asks, “What’s the matter?”

“The pressure is building to get me married off.
Great Aunt Sohneetuh thought she had smoothed the waters, but
apparently somebody is either upset
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