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* * * * *

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


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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As she wakes up, Angelisa is surprised to find that
she’s on George and Sharlene’s bed and is further surprised that no
one is sitting with her as usual. While she wonders if something is
going on, she gets up a little shakily, wraps the blanket around
her, and steps out of the bedroom. When she’s partway down the
hall, she hears someone weeping, walks a few more paces, and sees
that George and Sharlene are comforting Rebeka. With one hand
mostly keeping the blanket closed around her, Angelisa walks to the
front of the sofa and reaches out with her other hand to caress
Rebeka’s lower back without interfering with George’s or Sharlene’s
comforting caresses.

He asks, “Angelisa, can you please get the tissue
box?”

“Where is it?”

“Next to the love seat.”

Angelisa quickly returns with it, sets it on
Sharlene’s legs for Rebeka to easily reach and resumes her
caresses. Rebeka calms down some and grabs a couple of tissues to
blow her nose and dry her eyes.

Sharlene says, “Angelisa, I’m sorry I wasn’t sitting
with you when you woke up.”

“That’s okay, Rebeka’s comfort is more important.”
She’s startled to hear Rebeka start to weep again and looks at
Sharlene in confusion.

“It’s okay. Give her a little time.”

After she mostly calms down, Rebeka thoroughly kisses
Sharlene and when her breathing settles, she turns and kisses
Angelisa just as thoroughly then lays her head on George’s shoulder
and snuggles closer. A little later, Rebeka turns her head enough
to look at Angelisa and ask, “Why are you wearing a blanket?”

“I didn’t want to take the time to get dressed before
I came to find out where everybody is. What’s the matter?”

“I’m feeling overwhelmed at how generous and caring
you guys are to me.”

“I understand that. I don’t know how many times I’ve
soaked my pillow or more recently, Teekuh’s fur. Just when I think
I’m beginning to accept and be comfortable with all of the support
and encouragement, one of you does something more which overwhelms
me again.”

Rebeka nods her head as she responds, “Yeah. And I
don’t know how to express my gratitude.”

He tries to be gentle as he reminds her, “The best
kind of thanks is for us to know that you appreciate what we do for
you and will use whatever we do to build yourself up to be
self-confident and to reach your full potential.”

“I know, and I even somewhat understand that concept,
but since I’m on the receiving end of your generosity, I feel
deeply indebted to you.”

“No debt. We each share what we have to give. I may
have more financial resources than you, but that’s nothing compared
to your willingness to share affection with me or to allow me to
share affection with you. For that, I’m the one who is truly in
your debt because you’re giving of yourself.”

Sharlene tells him, “George, I know you enjoy and
appreciate our willingness to have you touch us, but it was your
generosity and trustworthiness which led us to ask you to touch us.
None of us would be here with you if you didn’t first give of
yourself and it’s your giving of yourself which keeps us coming
back to you, not your financial resources. Yes, your financial
resources have helped Rebeka and Angelisa, but that’s not why
they’re so willing to share their affection and their bodies with
you and you know it’s not why I happily share my body with you.
It’s your gentle, caring, loving, safe, and encouraging affection
which draws us in and keeps us coming back to request more of your
affection even as we’re overwhelmed at how generously you give
yourself to us from the depths of your heart.”

Rebeka proclaims, “Sharlene’s right. I know you love
her with all of your heart, mind, and soul, yet when I’m in your
arms like even now, I feel like I’m in the center of your loving,
caring, and safe affection and for someone who’s been abused like I
have, I can’t express how wonderful and precious this is to
me.”

Angelisa nods her head as she responds, “I agree.
From when you first started to help me learn to read, you treated
me as a full person worthy of respect and you told me I had
potential and you encouraged me to reach it and that’s something I
hadn’t felt or been told in years. You saved my life, George
Greyson, and nothing I can say or do will fully express how much
that means to me.”

Since he’s stunned that each of them are giving him
the credit, he doesn’t know how to respond except to return their
kisses while he tries to understand what they’re saying and compare
it to what he believes of himself after so many decades of having
that belief reinforced except during the last few months when
Sharlene has tried to turn his belief upside down. Maybe instead of
being unworthy as a person as he had been clearly told for decades,
maybe it was more a matter of not being good enough for the people
he was around then. Maybe he is good enough for the people he’s
around now.

Does that mean the people now have lower standards?
No, that can’t be it, they must have different standards. Can he
really be a good enough person that they truly do want to be with
him and even want him to share affection with them? If so, that’s a
rather liberating thought.

“Lover, your kisses haven’t been up to your usual
standard. Have you been off gathering wool?”

He glances at each of them before he locks eyes with
Sharlene and answers her, “No, I’m just trying to understand what
you’ve been saying compared to what I’ve heard all of my life. . .
. Am I really a good enough person to be with?”

While they feel shocked that he could ask such a
question, Angelisa and Rebeka watch as tears well up in his
eyes.

Sharlene answers him, “Yes, George, you’re a good
enough person to be with. In fact, I think you’re the best person
to be with. You’re so loving, gentle, caring, compassionate, and
passionate that if I was given the choice of being with any person
in the world, the person I would choose would be you, without any
hesitation or doubt.”

“Thank you.”

Sharlene wipes the tears which are now rolling down
his cheeks as she pulls his head closer to lovingly kiss him as
long as she can. While she’s not sure if she’s less surprised at
his response or recovers more quickly from her surprise, Angelisa
gets up and kneels on the sofa behind Sharlene while she straddles
Rebeka’s stretched out legs, leans over, and begins to kiss the
tears from his right cheek. A moment or two later, Rebeka begins to
kiss the tears from his left cheek and as he becomes aware of what
they’re doing and what it means, the tears flow more freely until
he feels cried out and still they kiss him. Without hurrying or
pushing, they take turns sharing his lips for short kisses which
provides Sharlene with double doses of his kisses as his head is
turned from Angelisa to Rebeka.

When he can, he verbally responds, “Thank you,
ladies. I have a hard time believing I’m worthy of your attention
or affection, but I can’t deny your efforts to convince me that I
am. Thank you so much. You don’t know how much it means to me.
Hopefully, I can soon completely replace my old diseased
self-esteem with the new improved version you’ve all worked so hard
to instill within me, especially you, my lady. Thank you.”

Sharlene immediately responds to his thorough
kiss.

As she tilts herself to the other side, Angelisa
leans on Sharlene’s back, reaches around her, gently turns Rebeka’s
head, and thoroughly kisses her. Rather than being an interruption,
breathing breaks become opportunities to kiss someone else while
they share kisses in a few rounds of what they’ve jokingly called
‘musical lips,’ except that in this game, nobody gets left out.

As the kisses go on, Angelisa feels herself becoming
excited as she slides her body across Sharlene’s back to move her
lips from one person’s to another’s. With an arm across Sharlene’s
upper abdomen, Angelisa finds herself unbuttoning Sharlene’s shirt
buttons to slip her hand in to caress her skin. Rather than stop
her, Sharlene reaches a hand back and slips it into the partially
opened blanket, and begins to caress one of Angelisa’s inner thighs
which further excites her.

Sharlene suggests, “George, why don’t you take Rebeka
to the library and give her the affection she desires while
Angelisa and I take care of some unfinished business.” She slips
her left leg out from between George and Rebeka, slips off of
Rebeka’s legs, stands up, and offers a helping hand to Angelisa who
makes a half-hearted attempt to close the front of the blanket over
her, but not before Rebeka gets an eyeful of her bare skin. Hand in
hand, Sharlene and Angelisa quickly walk down the hall to the main
bedroom.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2148-07-01 (e4)

 


As she turns from watching them walk away, Rebeka
remarks, “It was rather obvious what their ‘unfinished business’
was.”

George asks, “Does that bother you?”

“No. After my abuse, I thought that if I would ever
be willing to share affection, it would be with a woman, regardless
of how I was raised. Later, I realized that I didn’t want to share
affection with someone just because of which gender they happened
to be, but to share affection with someone I could trust, feel safe
with, and care for. Like you.” Her kiss is long and warm. “I don’t
want to move, but I think I would like to go to the library as
Sharlene suggested.”

“Here or there, where ever you’re more
comfortable.”

“Let’s try there so I can find out where I am more
comfortable.”

“Shall we make bathrooms trips first?”

As they walk down the hall, he directs her to the
guest bathroom while he steps into the laundry room to use the
toilet there. When she steps out, he’s waiting for her and without
a word, they clasp hands to walk to the library and even as he
pauses to close the door, she seems to feel the ambience which
she’s always associated with, and enjoyed, in being surrounded by
books.

When she’s settled on his upper legs in his recliner
with her legs over an armrest, she looks around at the nearby
books, leans on him, enjoys his arms going around her, and says,
“Cozy, very cozy.” A little later, she turns her head to kiss him
and as she feels the warmth of his kiss in combination with his hug
and the ambience of being in a library, she feels very cozy indeed.
That cozy feeling continues and grows through multiple kisses while
his caresses go no further than he’s touched her before. After
awhile, she begins to feel a yearning for something more which also
slowly grows.

She pauses a little longer then asks, “What’s the
next step of the journey after you touch my breasts through my
shirt?”

Since he’s surprised at her question, it takes him a
little while to answer, “With Sharlene and Angelisa it was a
further touching of their legs.”

“My legs are satisfied with your current touching.
What’s the next step towards touching my breasts?”

“Normally, before now, I would be touching the skin
of your back and upper abdomen under your shirt before coming close
to touching your breasts at all.”

“I know you care about me and are concerned about
pushing me past what I’m ready for, but I do want my breasts to be
touched some more. What’s the next step?”

He sighs and pauses a little longer before he
answers, “Opening your shirt and touching your breasts through your
bra.”

“Please take me there and you can caress my back and
abdomen in the process. Before you ask, I can’t be sure that I’m
sure until I’m willing to take the risk to be touched. As far as I
can tell, I’m ready to take that risk now because I feel like my
breasts want to be touched more and I trust you to touch them
gently, and I know you’ll do what you can to make it an enjoyable
experience.”

“I hope I can live up to your expectations.”

“You will, my lord, I know you will.” As though to
confirm her words, she thoroughly kisses him.

 


* * * * *

 


Angelisa and Sharlene barely get George’s bedroom
door closed before they’re reaching for each other and deeply
kissing. One kiss leads to another with increasing intensity as
they take slow steps towards the bed. Moments later, when they fall
onto the bed sideways, one’s leg slips between the other’s legs and
lifts to press onto the other’s pubic area. Hands slide down to the
other’s hip to press themselves more tightly together while their
other hands slide up to grip each other’s heads to deepen the
kiss.

The excitement seems to boil through them as their
kiss becomes groans, their bodies squirm on each other and as they
feel the other’s excitement as well as their own, when Angelisa
cries out in climax, Sharlene’s cry soon follows. They barely let
their breathing settle before their legs clamp around the other’s
to pull their bodies even closer together as they try to snugly rub
their pubic areas on the other’s leg. When breathing becomes more
necessary than kissing, hands move from heads to find breasts as
they cry out in unison and keep their orgasms going until they
slump and partially roll away from each other while they try to
gulp in breaths.

When she recovers a little sooner, Sharlene slowly
sits up and prepares to get off of the bed.

Angelisa gasps out, “Where . . . going?”

“Potty.”

“Leave your . . . pants off.” They smile at each
other before Sharlene stands up and walks to the bathroom a little
unsteadily. When she comes back to the bed, Sharlene helps Angelisa
stand up and gives her a supporting arm to the bathroom where they
share a brief deep kiss before Angelisa steps in and closes the
door.

As she steps out of the bathroom, Angelisa is glad
for Sharlene’s steadying hand to help her to sit on the end of the
bed. A moment later, she reaches up, unbuttons Sharlene’s shirt,
and pushes it off of her shoulders and Sharlene lets it fall to the
floor. Angelisa reaches for her, but Sharlene captures her hands,
pushes her back onto the bed, steps around to the side of the bed,
says, “Enjoy,” and starts to kiss her while she begins to caress
her upper chest.

As Sharlene’s caresses move closer to Angelisa’s
breasts, it’s harder for her to kiss between trying to breathe and
groan in pleasure, then Angelisa cries out briefly, twice, as each
of her nipples are directly caressed. While she tries to catch her
breath, she feels Sharlene’s kisses go down her throat and across
her neck while her hand caresses away from her breasts and moves
down her upper abdomen. Angelisa’s breathing has mostly settled
when it starts to speed up again as Sharlene’s kisses move closer
to her breasts and her caressing hand moves past her waist.

Since she doesn’t want this to be only a one-sided
giving of pleasure, Angelisa moves her right hand to help support
her head as she lifts it up in order to kiss near Sharlene’s
breasts. After she briefly pauses in surprise at her surge of
pleasure, Sharlene concentrates on giving pleasure as her kisses
move onto Angelisa’s breasts and her hand moves down the front of
Angelisa’s panty. As she struggles through all of the pleasure
which is flowing into her, Angelisa tilts her head a little more,
finds Sharlene’s hardened nipple, and kisses and tongue caresses it
which causes Sharlene to pause in order to deeply groan with her
spiking pleasure.

As Sharlene resumes her touching, Angelisa makes
another effort to share the pleasure. She blindly reaches out her
other hand, finds Sharlene’s leg, and follows it up to between her
legs, but before she can caress Sharlene’s pubic area more than one
or twice, Sharlene’s lips are exciting her nipple and her hand is
caressing her pubic area and as Angelisa’s hand drops, she cries
out in climax. After a few gulped breaths, she cries out again when
Sharlene’s lips excite her other nipple.

While she feels weak from all of the pleasure, but
still wants more, Angelisa briefly wonders how she can ask for
more. Then, before she has a chance to ask, more pleasure arrives
and grows still higher when Sharlene firmly caresses her over her
panty covered vulva between her wide spread legs until the pleasure
overwhelms her, and she collapses which causes the vocalization of
her orgasm to fall silent. Weakly and reluctantly, Sharlene moves
her hand and lips away from Angelisa’s sensitive areas and with
support from the bed, she moves around to lay down next to Angelisa
and rest.
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In the midst of the ongoing kisses, George begins to
caress Rebeka’s face then slowly moves his caresses across her neck
and down her shirt while he avoids her breasts to caress her upper
abdomen. Rebeka momentarily stiffens then relaxes as she realizes
he’s gently pulling her shirt out of her pants and isn’t undoing
her pants. As he switches his hands between caressing her and
pulling the bottom of her shirt up, it takes a little while before
her shirt is all of the way out of her pants, but instead of
immediately moving his hand under her shirt as she expects, he
caresses back up her body over her shirt and he again avoids her
breasts to caress her face some more.

Later, as he caress her back down her body, he pauses
to unbutton the top button of her shirt, continues his caresses,
just barely brushes over her shirt covered breasts, and caresses
her upper abdomen some before he lifts her shirt to undo the bottom
button of her shirt without touching her pants. He caresses her
some more, then again lifts her shirt to undo the next bottom
button before he moves his caresses back up her body, brushes over
her breasts a little more firmly, and caresses her face some
more.

He repeats the process until her shirt is held closed
with only one button directly over her bra. By now she’s thoroughly
relaxed yet has anticipatory excitement sliding through her which
has grown with each increased touching of her breasts. In spite of
that, she can’t avoid the initial stiffening of her body as his
hand first slips into her shirt to directly touch the skin of her
upper abdomen.

A moment later, she caresses the back of his hand to
encourage him to continue touching her and her fear relaxes as the
pleasure of being gently caressed over her bare skin fills her up.
Since she’s unable to watch the time, or has any interest in doing
so, it seems like he spends a long time caressing her upper abdomen
and the skin of her back after he slipped his other hand in under
her shirt. If it wasn’t for the small amount of excitement it also
gives her, she would fall asleep with the comforting pleasure of
being gently caressed.

When he finally undoes the last button on her shirt,
she’s surprised she doesn’t react to that at all. After he slowly
pushes her shirt open while he continues to caress her, it still
takes quite awhile before his left hand directly caresses over her
back bra strap and still longer before his right hand caresses
along the front edges of her bra. Slowly, with plenty of ‘safe’
caressing in between, he increases his caresses of her breasts
through her bra.

She knows he’s giving her plenty of opportunities to
stop him, but with the growing pleasure she expresses with soft
moans which gradually deepen, she never wants him to stop. Later,
she more deeply groans with pleasure as he briefly caresses each of
her nipples separately, then she slumps onto him while she pants
for breath as his caresses move away from her breasts. Sometime
later, he grips her side to snugly hold her to him.

When she can form a coherent thought and has the
breath to express it, she tells him, “Thank you so much. That was
wonderful.”

“I’m so glad you enjoyed it because it was truly my
pleasure to touch you.”

While she lays there in the comfort of his arms and
in the aftermath of pleasure, she thinks she better understands
Sharlene and Angelisa’s interest in intimate pleasure as she drifts
off to sleep.

 


* * * * *

 


After she slowly wakes up, Angelisa wonders how the
blanket ended up covering her then she turns her head and sees
Sharlene smile at her.

“You covered me?”

“I covered us.” Sharlene slides closer and Angelisa
can feel a lot of skin touching her own bare skin as she responds
to Sharlene’s gentle kiss.

Angelisa hesitates some then says, “I’ve been
wondering.”

“Wondering what?”

“Why we seem to go crazy for each other. Are we that
excited about each other’s bodies or are we that excited about the
intimate pleasure we enjoy and we know the other enjoys?”

“I’ve been wondering that myself.”

“I don’t recall ever being excited about seeing
another female’s body. Of course, I don’t recall ever being
interested in seeing a male’s body either.”

“Neither have I. So I guess maybe it’s not each
other’s bodies which excite us directly. We’ve found that we enjoy
intimate pleasure and since we care for and trust each other, we
feel comfortable sharing our interest in intimate pleasure with
each other.”

Angelisa nods her head then says, “I think you’re
right about that. I would have been inclined to say we love each
other but considering how that word is so often misused, caring for
and trusting each other is probably a truer description. But how
does that explain why we seem to go crazy?”

“Think about the situation. You had just woken up
after being overwhelmed with pleasure. If you’re anything like me,
you wanted a repeat of all of that pleasure. As Rebeka calmed down,
the affection we were sharing was leaning away from comfort towards
excitement. I definitely don’t want to speak against Rebeka in any
way, but if she wasn’t there, would you have been trying to express
your growing excitement to George?”

“I was about to throw off the blanket and throw
myself on him as it was.”

“Not only could I feel your excitement, my own
excitement was growing and since we were hesitant to express that
in front of Rebeka, we naturally turned to each other since we know
we enjoy sharing intimate pleasure with each other.”

“That makes sense. Since we care about and trust each
other and know that we like intimate pleasure, we’re willing to
express that to each other, whether to you or to George, or, in a
limited amount, to Rebeka.”

Sharlene nods her head, “That’s what I’m beginning to
think.”

“Then as Rebeka becomes interested in more intimate
pleasure, the four of us can go crazy together. I wonder how that
will work, or will we overwhelm him?”

“It might be best not to think about that for now.
I’m sure we can figure out some way to make it work without it
being too much for him.”

“I would prefer to not think about anything right
now,” Angelisa gently pulls on Sharlene’s head to kiss her.
Although they try to savor the sharing of physical affection, the
excitement of the pleasure soon has them increasing the intensity
of the kisses while their hands move from gentle caresses to
exciting touches. An initial shared cry of climax seems to only
increase their excitement and as their fingers try to explore each
other’s pubic areas through thin panties while they try to make the
effort to excite the other person, another stereo cry of climax
echoes through the room, followed shortly by another.

As they try to catch their breath, they each consider
whether they’ve had enough pleasure for now. Almost as though their
minds are one, they decide they haven’t and as fingers renew their
touch, they cry out in climax again and try to keep it going until
Angelisa collapses and Sharlene rolls back onto the bed while she
struggles to breathe.
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For her to wake up in George’s arms is so wonderful
that Rebeka wishes she could fall back asleep in order to enjoy
waking up in his arms all over again. Of course, it would be even
better to have him touch her all over again and fall asleep in that
pleasure. What a contrast his touch is to her previous experiences.
Moments later, she reaches up, turns his head towards hers and
although she initiates the kiss, it soon feels like he’s kissing
her and she wants it to go on forever. When she can, she tells him,
“Thank you for the pleasure, the comfort, the kiss, . . . for
everything.”

“It’s truly been my pleasure.”

“You really do want to touch and give pleasure to a
willing woman.”

“Yes. I wish I could claim a higher purpose and
motivation, but I’m just a simple selfish old man.”

She assures him, “I’ve known a lot of simple selfish
not so old men and they can’t hold a candle to you and what you can
do for a willing woman. You may feel selfish inside, but your
effort to give pleasure to the woman first and foremost, is truly
selfless, and please, no argument. I’ve been in more sexual
situations than I want to remember and believe me, I’ve never felt
anything so wonderful as how you touch me. You’ve replaced more of
my fear with pleasure and I’ll be eternally grateful.” She kisses
him again. “I also look forward to more pleasure replacing my fear,
but it’s going to have to wait because my bladder is demanding
attention.”

He nods his head as he responds, “I understand
that.”

As she sets aside the blanket he covered her with,
she notices and asks in surprise, “You buttoned my shirt?”

“Let’s say I tried. I’m not sure how well I succeeded
with one hand.”

“Why did you even try?”

“I didn’t want you to get chilled, nor did I need the
additional temptation.”

“Thank you.” She kisses him, briefly pauses in
thought, and says, “I’m not sure which means more to me.”

He gently pushes her off of his upper legs to sit on
the recliner armrest while he says, “Maybe this will mean more
before we get distracted and wet our pants.”

She stands up, gives him a hand out of the recliner,
briefly kisses him again, says, “You’re a jewel, George Greyson.”
As she takes his hand, she leads him out of the library and down
the hall where they separate to use different bathrooms. They meet
in the kitchen where he pours drinks for them and they stand close
to each other without quite touching as they enjoy the quiet
presence of the other.

Sharlene soon joins them, takes his glass, leans back
onto his chest, and takes a drink before she asks, “Did he give you
all of the affection you wanted?”

Rebeka answers, “Yes. Although considering how
generous he is, by the time I had what I thought I wanted, I was
already wanting more.”

“I understand that feeling very well.”

“Did you and Angelisa take care of your ‘unfinished
business’?”

She chuckles then says, “I suppose that wasn’t a very
appropriate term for wanting to share intimate pleasure, especially
as the more we share, the more we want, so we can never finish it,
only maybe delay the sharing of more until an appropriate
time.”

“I guess I’m a little surprised at your interest in
sharing intimate pleasure with Angelisa. Neither of you strike me
as being interested in females.”

“We’re not interested in a gender, but only in
individuals who we care for and trust, like each other, you, and
George. I’m very interested in his male body joining with my female
body, but I have no interest in any other man touching me.”

“Thank you for explaining. I’ve been thinking about
my own interest in sharing affection with you and Angelisa and have
come to much the same conclusion.” She shakes her head then says,
“Never in a million years could I have guessed that I would be in
such a relationship, yet now that I’m here, I never want it to
end.”

“I know what you mean.”

“Before I think about it more and want to more fully
express my gratitude, maybe I’d better go sit with Angelisa.” After
she briefly kisses each of them, Rebeka hurries from the room. She
hesitates at the bedroom door then realizes that only Angelisa will
be in there so she gently opens the door, steps in, closes the
door, and walks over to the bed to sit next to her sleeping under a
blanket.

As she stirs awake, Angelisa stretches while she
still feels the after effects of great pleasure tingling though her
body and wishes that someone would start touching her again. When
nobody does, she slowly opens her eyes and sees Rebeka watching her
for a little while before she asks, “Are you still interested in
more pleasure?”

“Yeah. Sometimes I can’t seem to get enough. How
could you tell?”

“The way you stretched seemed to say ‘here I am,
touch me some more’.”

“You can tell that from how I stretched?”

“Isn’t that what you were thinking as you
stretched?”

Angelisa pauses then says, “I suppose you’re right.
Are you interested?”

“More than I should be. If either of us goes for more
pleasure, we’ll end up spending the night, and I don’t want to
impose on them more. Besides, they need some privacy to share
pleasure.”

“Is it that late?”

“I’m afraid so.”

“Damn, and tomorrow’s going to be busy.” Angelisa
slowly sits up then says, “Well, at least I’ll probably sleep like
a baby tonight rather than worry. Help me stand up?”

Rebeka helps her up then asks, “Are you going to want
the blanket?”

“No. I just need to go across the hall for my regular
clothes and you’ve all seen me like this.” After she steps into the
guest bedroom, Angelisa sits on the bed to rest for a little while
and asks, “Can I impose on you to get my shirt and skirt out of
their bedroom?”

“I think I can manage that.”

When she returns with them, Rebeka sets them on the
bed next to Angelisa who is putting her breast band and shirt on
then asks, “Why does such beauty have to end?”

“Be glad you get to enjoy it at all.”

“You’re right. Since I’m in a better relationship now
than I could have ever imagined, I should be grateful for the
moments I can enjoy it and not complain when I have to step away,
but after enjoying pleasure for most of the day, it’s hard to let
go of it.” After she takes off her lacy panty, Angelisa looks at it
and says, “And so much pleasure it was,” before she puts it aside
and pulls on her plain panty.

“I know what you mean. I try to remind myself that
their sharing pleasure with me is a gift, a blessing, something
special and unexpected, and that I should enjoy it when I can but
not to expect it. That’s hard to do when they’re so willing to give
pleasure.”

“Yeah.” She stands up to finish pulling up her pants
and tuck in her shirt. “I know I haven’t lived long, but if I was
going to throw my life away on something, it would be to live in
their arms.”

Rebeka nods her head as she says, “I know. But they
wouldn’t want that for us even as they would enjoy giving us that
much pleasure. They’re encouraging and supporting us to gives us
the confidence, the courage, and the tools we need in order to
reach our potential. The pleasure, as wonderful as it is, is an
extra benefit or even an additional way of supporting us, by
allowing us to concentrate on what we need to do in order to reach
our potential, then retreat into their arms without all of the
fumbles and heartaches of trying to develop a relationship with
someone else.”

“I hadn’t thought about it from that perspective. And
just think of how much pleasure we can enjoy with them for the same
amount of time we would have to spend trying to get to know someone
else enough to decide whether they’re even safe to be with.”

“That’s one way to look at it.”

“Thank you,” Angelisa kisses her then says, “I’m
going to have to keep you around to remind me of how wonderful my
life is with you and them.”

“Warning, if you keep me around, I might become more
interested in intimate pleasure and distract you from them.”

“I look forward to your increased interest and rather
than being distracted from them, we can join them more fully.”
While she thoroughly kisses her, Angelisa doesn’t notice Rebeka’s
eyebrows rise in surprise at her statement.

As they leave the guest bedroom, Angelisa drops the
clothes she wore in the dirty laundry basket as Sharlene encouraged
her to do then they find Sharlene and George in the kitchen. After
a round of tight hugs and thorough kisses, they gather up their
things and as they get in the group vehicle with the puppies, they
try to verbally express their gratitude for all of the affection
and support Sharlene and George so willing give to each of them. In
their respective homes, Rebeka and Angelisa both claim to be tired
and with a minimum amount of interaction with others, they get
ready for bed and hug their furry friends. As they remember all of
the pleasure they received, they fall soundly asleep.

 


 


* * * * *
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After school and a driving lesson with Doreen
partially conducted in Espanola, Angelisa is surprised when Maria
hands her an envelope with a big smile. When she opens it, she’s
further surprised that it’s a victim compensation check from the
lawsuit which Klara had submitted then she understands Maria’s
smile.

She puts the check with her school books, then
hesitates to put on her waitress apron while she thinks of a
multitude of other things she would rather be doing. But duty is
duty and agreements are to be followed through on. It doesn’t take
her long to get into the swing of things, although it helps that
she didn’t have to start until most of the lunch crowd had already
left and many of those who are still there are celebrating the
receipt of their own victims’ compensation checks and seem to be
extra polite to her since they know she helped them to receive
their checks.

Still, Angelisa is more than glad to see Sharlene and
George walk in for a late lunch on their way to the city for her
martial arts and his tai-chi class as well as a meeting tomorrow
with their Digital Empathy partners. Angelisa hurries over to hug
them both and doesn’t care who sees. They barely get settled and
give their order when people make their way over to their table for
a brief greeting and a thank you. When they notice Angelisa
bringing their food, the other people step away.

He quietly asks, “Angelisa, do you know why people
have been stopping by and saying ‘thank you’?”

She looks at him in surprise and asks her own
question, “Didn’t you get one?”

“Get what?”

“A check from the court for the victim compensation
lawsuit.”

“They finally settled it? That’s great. I guess I’d
better look through my mail.”

“A lot of people had either forgotten about it or had
given up hope that it would be settled. Then, all of a sudden, it
seems like almost everybody in the community has a check in the
mail. I know it doesn’t make up for what some of them lost, but
just the idea of getting something in the way of compensation means
a lot.”

He says, “I’m certainly glad the system works at
least to some degree. You and Klara are the ones who really deserve
the ‘thank you’s.”

Angelisa nods her head as she says, “I understand
that, but nobody here has seen what Klara has done other than make
a speech or two and what I did was more clerical. But people saw
you two stand up to Hektor which is something many of them were too
afraid to do. Because of that, they see you guys as the ones who
made a difference and as the ones who are directly responsible for
them receiving some compensation. I’d like to talk more, but I’d
better take care of my other customers, enjoy your meal.”

They do enjoy their meal and aren’t interrupted by
others. When they’re done eating, Angelisa gives them takeout boxes
for their leftovers and as they get ready to leave, she smiles as
other people interrupt their own meal to thank George and Sharlene
and that’s something she’s seldom seen any of her people do as they
believe that a meal is to be appreciated without interference.
Although they somewhat unnerved by the unexpected attention,
Sharlene and George manage to keep their responses cordial.
Angelisa makes sure she gives them each another hug before they
step out of the restaurant.

As Angelisa returns to her other customers, one of
them calls her over and asks, “Why did you hug him? Not only is he
an outsider, but he’s old. I understand that he stood up to Hektor,
but you should reserve your hugs for someone who can return your
affection.”

It’s hard for her to not blurt out that he gives her
more affection than she can return. Instead, she sticks to the
simple known truth, “George recommended me to Klara, the lawyer who
won the victim compensation suit. Because of his recommendation,
Klara hired me to help her and from what she paid me, I was able to
buy a vehicle. I am truly in his debt for helping me to get such a
good job.”

“If you can pay such a debt with hugs, then you’re
indeed lucky.”

“I know I am and thank you for understanding.”

As she steps away to take care of another customer,
Angelisa considers that if George was interested in running for a
political office in town, he would easily get the votes from those
in her culture, assuming any of them are registered to vote.

In the parking lot, Sharlene and George pet Teekuh,
then settle into their vehicle and take a few deep breaths before
he drives down the road. Sharlene calls Klara to let her know about
the response, but keeps the call short since she’s not sure how far
out of town they’ll get before her phone is out of range.

When they arrive at 742x158, they make a brief stop
at the post office, pick up her mail, and find a check from the
court for her. He recognizes the envelope as similar to one he
received a day or so ago, but he hadn’t opened it yet. They talk
for a little while about how they can use the money to help others
and think that maybe a scholarship or two might be a good way to
help people get back on their feet after being traumatized by
abuse. After that thought is basically settled, their cuddled
bodies express an interest in more than cuddling, but by the end of
the evening, cuddling each other’s mostly limp body is about all of
the energy either of them has.

 


* * * * *

 


By the time the dinner hour is over, not only is
Angelisa tired from being on her feet, she’s tired of explaining
that she didn’t buy a vehicle with hugs and has to tell the fuller
truth. Considering how the rumor spread, she can narrow the
perpetrators down to two and is almost inclined to confront one of
them for getting the facts wrong. She chuckles at the idea of
trying to tell the other rumor perpetrator what the truth is
because the ancient one only hears about every third or fourth word
and once he hears a story, he’ll never believe a different
version.

Since she’s glad she doesn’t have to be a waitress
again for the foreseeable future, she distracts herself by
downloading her recent emotional recordings, reviews them with a
warm glow of remembering what led to her wonderful experiences,
then she uploads the better ones to the emoter online site. After
she puts her computer away, she quickly gets ready for bed and
while she hugs Teekuh, she’s soon asleep.

 


 


* * * * *
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As she wakes up to a lick in the face, Angelisa hugs
Teekuh, throws her tattered robe on over her pajamas and quickly
walks to the side door of the house to let Teekuh out then hurries
back to the bathroom before somebody else claims it. When she lets
Teekuh back in, Angelisa encourages her to wake up Huleeoh and is
glad she doesn’t have to listen to his grumbles any more. When he
comes out of the bathroom, she goes in to get a quick shower and
dress. While she sits on her bed to comb and braid her hair,
Huleeoh goes back into the bathroom to get ready for school. After
a quick breakfast, they gather their things and begin the long walk
to the school bus stop.

Huleeoh says, “Sis, you’ve had your vehicle for
almost three weeks now. When are we going to ride instead of
walk?”

“When I get my driver’s license.”

“You’ve been taking lessons for two weeks now. How
long does it take?”

She explains, “If I do well, today should be my last
lesson then I need to take another written test and a driving test.
If I pass, then I can get my license.”

“How come your lesson was so long yesterday?”

“I had to practice driving on the expressway and
that’s not close.”

“How far is it?”

“I didn’t check the miles, but once I got there and
drove on it some we were about halfway to the city before I turned
around and came back.”

“No wonder it took you so long. You can go fast on
the expressway, can’t you?”

“I thought it was fast, especially compared to the
roads around here, but other people were going even faster. I
assume they’re used to driving on the expressway.”

They walk in silence for awhile and are joined by
cousins and other relatives who are heading to the bus stop.

“Hey, Bookworm, I hear you bought a vehicle for hugs.
What’s it run on, kisses?” Several of the bystanders laugh.

Angelisa asks, “Are you still listening to that old
rumor?”

“What do you mean, ‘old rumor’?”

“Just what I said. Didn’t your parents get a check
from the court for the victim compensation lawsuit because Hektor
stole from you?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I prepared your parents’ statement in the
proper format and sent it to the lawyer who won the case and the
lawyer paid me to do that. From what she paid me, I was able to
purchase a vehicle.”

“Then how come you’re not driving it?”

“Because I don’t have a driver’s license yet.”

“What do you need one of those for?”

Angelisa explains, “Because if I don’t have one and
if the police stop me, they can take my vehicle away, like your
uncle two weeks ago and then what will I drive?”

“Buy another one.”

“But I spent almost all of my money on my vehicle and
don’t have enough more to buy another one.”

“So why did you hug old Mr. G?”

“Because I’m indebted to him for recommending me to
the lawyer who offered me the job and paid me.”

“Indebted?”

Angelisa nods her head as she answers, “That’s
right.”

“Oh.”

Thankfully, the school bus arrives before more
questions can be asked.

 


* * * * *

 


After she works on her language lessons and eats a
snack, Angelisa has some time before Doreen will pick her up for
her driving lesson, so she returns to the school computer lab to
check her email and finds a message from Klara which is only a
couple of days old. She gladly reads, “Congratulations on your
scholarship offer to Prime. I knew you had the potential. I’m sorry
I didn’t let you know earlier, but the grant for the preservation
of your culture, including a building to preserve your culture’s
documents and your translating of the documents has been approved.
I’ll get the formal copies in the mail shortly. If you can forward
your hours worked by email and keep a hard copy for your records,
I’ll get what you’ve earned deposited to your local bank account
unless you want it directed somewhere else. I have an architect
drawing up a rough draft of a building plan based on the parameters
you worked out with Sharlene and George. Hopefully, we can get it
out for your review in the next week or so. If you have some time,
you might want to check on a site for the building and verify who
owns the land. George or Paul should be able to help you with that.
Again, congratulations and we’ll talk to you soon. Klara.”

Angelisa checks the time, thinks for a little while,
and responds, “Thank you, Klara. Without your encouragement or that
of Sharlene and George, I never would have been brave enough to
apply for a scholarship. It looks like I’ll be able to start at the
community college and then transfer to the university and still
keep the scholarship. Thank you for the good news about the grant.
Attached, please find the list of hours I worked up through the end
of last month. By the way, Sharlene purchased a new computer for me
and with the special software Doctor Bahk recommended, the
translating is coming along more smoothly. I also have a new email
account which I check more frequently, so if you can respond to the
below address, I would appreciate it. It looks like I’m running out
of time. I have a driving lesson in a few minutes and don’t want to
be late. Thank you for all of your support and encouragement.
Angelisa.”

She quickly logs out of the computer, grabs her
things, hurries to the front of the school, and is glad to arrive
with enough time to catch her breath before Doreen pulls up. Since
it’s more of a review of what’s she’s already learned, the driving
lesson is a little shorter than usual, although Teekuh isn’t able
to ride along this time, and instead of returning to the
restaurant, Doreen directs her to the driving school office.

Angelisa is led to a quieter room, given the written
test, and after she passes it, she only has to wait a few minutes
before another instructor calls her name. He puts her through her
driving paces, but gives her nothing except instructions and an
occasional grunt. While she tries to stay relaxed and obey the
instructions, she can get no sense of how the instructor thinks
she’s doing.

After she parks her vehicle back at the driving
school office and follows the other instructor back inside,
Angelisa waits a few more minutes, then is glad to see Doreen
smile, call her over, and say, “You passed, congratulations.”

“Thank you, Doreen. I couldn’t have done it without
you.”

“You were a good student, and I enjoyed working with
you. Step over here and we’ll get your picture. . . . While that’s
processing, the charge is thirty credits, payable in cash, credit
card, debit card, or a personal check from a local bank. . . .
Thank you. Here’s your receipt and give me a moment to check, . . .
here’s your new driver’s license. Congratulations. Now, can I beg a
ride to get my vehicle?”

Angelisa assures her, “Of course, and you don’t have
to beg.”

“Thank you. You might be surprised how often we have
to have someone else give us a ride to pick up our vehicle after
the final lesson.”

“That’s not nice.”

“True, but that’s the way the world often goes.”

“I know what you mean.” They chat some more on the
drive to the restaurant where Angelisa asks, “Doreen, would you
care to join me for a late lunch or a snack? It will be my
treat.”

Doreen pauses for a moment then says, “Sure, why not.
I don’t have another lesson today. I’ve been curious about this
place, but not enough to try it. I assumed I would stick out like a
sore thumb.”

“Don’t let that bother you. I may look like I belong,
but I’m almost an outcast around here. If you don’t mind, let me
know what you think of the waitress. I would like to know how well
I trained her.”

“That’s an offer I haven’t had before.”

As they step into the restaurant, Maria looks at her
in surprise and asks, “Angelisa?”

“Doreen, this is my mother, Maria. Mama, this is
Doreen, she’s my guest.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Maria.”

“Nice meet, guest Doreen. Please, this way.”

After the meal, they step out into the parking lot.
Doreen looks back and says, “That was an excellent meal, Angelisa.
It was much better than I would have expected and so much
food.”

“Mama never wants anyone to go away from her table
hungry.”

“I can believe that. I think you trained your cousin
quite well, even though she was obviously puzzled about your change
in status.”

“It was a good test for her and I appreciate your
willingness to participate.”

“It was fun and rewarding, though I don’t dare come
too often or my figure will suffer. How do you stay so slim with
such wonderful food?”

Angelisa answers, “I don’t often have time to relax
and enjoy a meal and I think I inherited my Papa’s metabolism. He
could eat a lot and never seemed to gain any weight, at least from
the stories I’ve heard since he died when I was a little girl.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. . . . I don’t want to take
any more of your time. Thank you for the meal and for being a good
student.” Doreen hands Angelisa her business card and says, “If you
have time, drop me a note about how you’re doing in college.”

“Will do. And thank you so much for teaching me to
drive.”

“I was just doing my job.”

“Maybe so, but as the customer I appreciated your
friendly approach and gentle instructions.”

Doreen responds, “Thank you for telling me. Take care
and maybe we’ll see you around town from time to time.”

“Hopefully. Bye.”

Angelisa goes to her vehicle, even though it’s still
hard to think of it as hers, gets her school things out, and locks
it again. As she carries her things into the house, she asks,
“Well, Teekuh, do you think we can talk Rebeka and Anndee into
going to George and Sharlene’s to celebrate with us?”

“Woof.”
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After a couple of phone calls and while she hopes she
doesn’t forget all she learned, Angelisa drives solo for the first
time and is thankful Teekuh doesn’t act like a back seat driver as
she’s heard that some people do. When she stops at Rebeka’s house,
she isn’t even halfway up the sidewalk before Rebeka bounds out of
the house and tightly hugs her in congratulations and they barely
refrain from kissing in such a public setting. Rebeka quickly steps
back into the house to grab her sketch pad and they’re soon settled
in the vehicle for the ride to George’s house. When they arrive,
they see him and Sharlene in the back yard playing with Molly and
join them and take occasional breaks from the play to enjoy some
brief hugs and kisses.

When they’re settled on the back porch to rest, he
brings out drinks for them then turns to Sharlene and says, “Well,
love, now that Angelisa has her driver’s license and her own wheels
and is going to go off to college, is now an appropriate time to
start crying about our little girl leaving home?”

Angelisa recognizes his tease and responds, “Sorry,
boyfriend, you’re not getting rid of me that easily.”

“Oh, then I guess I’d better not suggest we try to
rent out her room to help support us in our old age.”

“Only if you let me move into your room.”

He pauses as though he thinks it over then grins and
says, “Humm, that does have certain interesting possibilities.”

The ladies laugh.

Sharlene suggests, “Lover, you’re beginning to sound
like a horny old man.”

“Surround me with three beautiful ladies and how do
you expect me to sound?” As he pets her head which is resting on
his leg
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