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License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.
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Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


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

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


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

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

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

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

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

 


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

 


 



Her Catalyst – Part 11

 


 


 


2147-10-07 (m1)

 


George slips out of bed, makes a quick trip to the
bathroom, slips back into bed, and lays there.

Sharlene kisses his cheek and asks, “What are you
smiling about, lover?”

“A dream.”

“Tell me.”

“Um.”

“If you’re smiling, it must have been a good
one.”

He nods his head as he responds, “It was.”

“Who was in the dream?”

“You.”

She asks, “What happened?”

“Um. I guess I’m not sure how to say it. It’s
something I hope our relationship develops to, but I’m not sure
what you would think of it until we, uh, become more intimate.”

“When you’re tired, I think you tend to forget what’s
happening or how intimate we are.”

Since he’s startled at how her statement could be
interpreted, he turns his head, looks at her, and asks, “What do
you mean?”

“In your dream, was I naked?”

“Yes, . . . but to be honest I often dream of what
you might look like naked.”

“In your dream, was I standing next to the bed while
you touched my pubic hair, then touched each of my nipples, then
gently slipped your finger into my labia and smelled the
moisture?”

“Y e s s s . . .”

“After you kissed and tongue caressed my labia to
give me wonderful pleasure?”

He stares at her with wide eyes then softly exclaims,
“It . . . it wasn’t a dream.”

“No, my glorious lover, it was real, so beautifully
and wonderfully real.”

“Then . . . then why would I think it was a
dream?”

“I think it’s because you still have a hard time deep
down inside of yourself with being able to believe how much I want
you and how much I enjoy you touching me.”

“Then you really were naked and I really did touch
you . . . in those ways?”

She chuckles then says, “Yes, my lord of pleasure,
you really did touch me those ways and I thoroughly enjoyed every
moment of it. Oh, and by the way, I’m still naked.”

His eyes open wide at her statement then open wider
as she pulls herself onto him and his fingers gingerly explore her
body without finding any clothing and then he realizes that his
body is only feeling her skin which must mean that he’s naked also.
Even as his mind tries to wrap its tendrils around the idea that he
and a beautiful young woman of her own free will are both naked,
together, and in the same bed, his lips respond to her kisses.

At the same time, his hands apparently slip free of
his conscious control as they respond to her close proximity by
caressing her all over as far as they can reach. He doesn’t touch
her intimately, yet, but his hands begin to build her excitement
and anticipation for more pleasure. A few kisses later, she senses
his excitement takes a big leap, either his body has decided to
ignore his conscious mind for a little while or, she hopes it’s the
case, he’s again accepted the idea that she wants him and wants him
to touch her.

To give him an opportunity to more fully catch his
breath as well as to further reveal her ‘condition’, she maneuvers
herself, pulls her knees up to his sides, and sits up. His eyes are
wide as they look her body up and down with obvious desire which
only adds to her excitement. She moves a little until she’s
supporting herself just above his pubic area, then she groans with
pleasure as his penis seems to be so excited it bounces up and down
and tries to touch her vulva.

She’s unable to wait any longer and lowers herself so
his penis presses into the length of her labia and she cries out
even as she moves her hips in a tight circular motion. A few
moments later, his hips thrust upwards, then higher as though he’s
trying to push himself deeper into her until his penis pulses in
release. He holds his position a little longer and even rocks his
hips a few times before he suddenly goes limp and her orgasmic
expression surges higher as her falling body impacts on his now
stationary body.

She has to force herself to lift her hips a little
above his then she lowers her upper torso and lays her head on his
shoulder while she pants for breath. When she has enough breath,
she tells him, “Thank you, my lord.”

“You . . . thank you! . . . Real?”

“Very real. Very real pleasure.”

As his conscious mind seems to drift off while it
tries to understand and accept what she’s been telling him and
demonstrating to him, she moves off of him to grab a couple of
tissues. She pauses a moment then touches one of her fingertips to
his puddle of semen, brings it to her nose, sniffs, and touches her
tongue to it. She can’t stop herself from twisting her face into a
grimace of distaste and decides it’s definitely not to her liking
then she wipes him up.

She gets up and since it appears that his mind seems
to be still working the issue over, she gets a washcloth and a
towel, and kneels on the bed near his left side in order to more
thoroughly wash up his release. A few moments later, she gasps in
pleasure as she feels his left hand slide up the back of her right
leg and when she glances at his smiling face, she returns his smile
and is glad the issue is apparently resolved, at least for the
present.

He scoots a little to his left which enables his left
hand to caress the back of her left leg as well. She moves her
knees towards her right then groans as his right hand is able to
reach her right leg and join the caressing. He moves his upper body
more to his left until his left shoulder is snug to her right calf
and that enables him to expand the reach of his caresses.

She braces herself with her left hand on the bed and
her right hand on his lower abdomen next to his erect penis then
lifts her right knee over him as he scoots over until his left
shoulder is next to her left calf. He looks up and freezes as he
sees that her vulva is right above him. She pauses as well and
wonders what will happen next. Since she knows what she wants, she
decides the next move is his, as though to confirm his acceptance
of the situation.

His shoulders move along her calves which encourages
her to look between their bodies and she watches his hands slowly
lift towards her pubic area. He touches her pubic hair and lightly
caresses the high insides of her legs as though to confirm their
reality while she groans in pleasure and drops her head to his
lower abdomen. When she feels something move along her cheek, she
turns and on an impulse, she tongue caresses the side of his penis.
Moments later, she hears him groan with pleasure which encourages
her to smile in response before she makes a little more effort to
ignore his light exploring touch to kiss and tongue caress his
penis while her right hand lightly strokes it or fondles his
scrotum.

He groans louder which encourages her to
experimentally suck on his penis. Since he’s unable to climax again
so soon, his excitement continues to grow as she plays with his
penis. Instead of laying back and enjoying the pleasure, he feels
an almost frantic need to do something. He pushes her knees out
with his elbows then his right hand slips between her right leg and
her body and presses down on the back of her buttocks as his head
lifts, his tongue reaches, and it quickly caresses her vulva. She
climaxes which distracts her from playing with his penis.

His left hand finds her hardened nipples which causes
her to release additional cries of climax, then his right hand
pushes down on the back of her buttocks some more, then caresses
them and slides his fingers between them as his tongue and lips do
the same with her labia. All is set aside as the orgasmic pleasure
overflows her and escalates her verbal response to a scream until
the pleasure overwhelms her and she falls silent. He pushes her
body down his enough for her pubic area to be below his chin while
he tries to get his own breathing under control. As he contemplates
what just happened, it obviously wasn’t a dream, but it’s so hard
to believe it could be real, yet it quite obviously was real.

It’s awhile before she stirs and one of the first
things she does is to begin to play with his penis. After a few
groans, he gasps out, “Please, my lady, enough.”

She reluctantly stops and asks, “You’re enjoying it
aren’t you?”

“Very much so, but without being able to climax, I’ll
just start aching as the tension builds with nothing to
release.”

“I’m sorry, lover. I forgot. You give me so much
pleasure I want to give you some in return.”

“Oh, you do. You give me so much more pleasure than
I’ve ever known.”

In a surprisingly smooth move, she lifts her right
leg over him, pushes her upper torso up and, a moment later, she’s
sitting cross-legged on the bed facing him.

He briefly stares at her before he responds, “Wow. I
won’t even ask how you did that.”

She just smiles at him.

“You . . . you really don’t mind me seeing you
naked?”

She scoots right up next to him while she’s still
sitting cross-legged then leans over and kisses him. As she sits
back up, she lets him breathe and look at her then tells him, “I
love it when you look at me, and the more naked I am, the better.”
As she recognizes the puzzled expression in his eyes, she tries to
explain, “When you look at me, I see your love, your concern, your
kindness, your desire, and your excitement, all directed at me
which can only make me feel very wanted and very very special. When
I’m with you, my background emotion, although it can’t be felt on a
recording, is running about double of what it was before I met
you.

“Often when you look at me, I can feel the pleasure
bubbling just below the surface, anxiously awaiting the next time
you touch me. At the same time, I love being fully clothed with you
and enjoy the building of pleasure as you slowly take my clothes
off. Other times, I feel like I want both at the same time. I guess
to put it more simply is that I want you looking at me and I want
you touching me, whenever, wherever, and however you can.” She
leans forward and kisses him with so much desire it takes his
breath away long before he runs out of breath.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-10-07 (m2)

 


While George’s right arm reaches over Sharlene’s back
to hold her close in order to keep the kisses going, his left hand
begins to caress her upper abdomen and slowly works its way down
her body. After he pauses to play in her pubic hair, his hand moves
to a side and bypasses her vulva by only a couple of inches to
caress the front and inside of her upper thigh. She drops her head
to his shoulder while she pants for breath onto his neck as the
pleasure fills her.

His left hand reverses direction to do the same to
her other leg. Slowly back and forth he moves his hand a few times
and keeps her pleasure flowing. Then, instead of reversing
direction, his hand slides up the last portion of her leg and along
the outside of her vulva as she cries out. A little later he does
the same to her other leg with the same results.

He plays in her pubic hair for a little while to give
her a chance to partially catch her breath. Soon, he slides his
hand down with a finger on each side of her vulva along her legs
and her orgasm continues while his hand slides back up the same
way. After a pause, he makes the same move again only this time his
middle finger slips in and slides up between her labia. A third
time he makes the same downward move, but on his way back up, his
middle finger between her labia pauses and gently rubs her clitoris
as her cry escalates to a scream before she collapses.

After he pauses for awhile in order to catch his
breath, and hopes he’s doing the right thing, his left hand cups
her front pubic bone and pushes up then tilts her to her side so
she’s no longer laying across her crossed legs. He pulls some
covers over her, lays back to recover his own breath and reminds
himself that she does want him to touch her and there’s not a shred
of evidence other than his own negative self-image, and, he has to
admit, societal standards, to suggest otherwise.

So, it’s the difference between prejudicial opinions
and the observation of consistently repeated events, actions, and
statements. He almost chuckles at how powerful opinion can be when
the evidence clearly points in the opposite direction, but then
human history is full of such inconsistencies. She stirs,
apparently to get more comfortable, mutters, “Thank you, my lord,”
and falls back asleep. A little later, he follows suit.

Sooner than she wants, she wakes up and slips out of
bed to take care of her full bladder. When she returns, she stands
next to the bed for a little while and watches George sleep while
she feels grateful not only for all of the pleasure he gave her,
but for moving her since she can feel some soreness in her muscles
from sitting cross-legged longer than she’s used to.

She goes to the other side of the bed where there’s
more room and begins to do her tai-chi and feels the freedom of
moving without clothes as well as a bit of excitement at the
‘naughty sensuousness’ of being naked. She almost chuckles at how
scandalized her mom would be to find out she was doing tai-chi
naked in the bedroom of an older man. At the same time, Aunt Paula
and Grandma Running Deer would cheer her on, once they were assured
it was her choice to do so.

As she finishes her tai-chi, she sees him staring at
her with wide eyes. She tells him, “Good morning, my lord,” jumps
onto the bed, lands on her knees next to him, and kisses him
thoroughly. When she lets him breathe, his mouth moves, but he
seems unable to make a sound, so she kisses him some more.

Eventually, he gets out, “Real?”

“Of course I’m real, you’re real, our relationship is
real, the pleasure you give me is real,” and she resumes her
kisses.

“I’m sorry I doubt you, but you’re just too
absolutely wonderful. I never could have dreamed of you.”

“If you couldn’t have dreamed of me, then I guess
that makes me real.”

“There’s a flaw in that logic, but I can’t think of
it right now.”

She just laughs and kisses him again. A little later,
she suggests, “We probably ought to get something to eat, something
nutritious, mister gleam in the eye, old man.”

“But you’re so delicious.”

“And I love the way you taste me. And I want you to
taste me much more which means you need energy.”

“You . . . you really like me tasting you?”

“I’ve enjoyed your kisses from the very beginning and
the more your lips and tongue touch me, the more enjoyable it is.
If I wasn’t concerned about your energy levels, I would be begging
you to taste me all over right now, especially between my legs. I
never imagined such pleasure was possible, not only in intensity,
but in quality. And I’d better stop thinking about it or you won’t
get any food.” She kisses him some more before she forces herself
to get off of the bed and tells him, “Come on, old man.”

“You’d better get something on.”

“Don’t you like what you see?”

“I like it too much. Call it a need for a
distraction. Besides I wouldn’t want anything to splash or spill on
your bare skin.”

“I bow to your wisdom, my lord.”

He sits up, but finds he’s somewhat shakier than he
expected, so he’s still sitting on the edge of the bed when she
returns wearing a full skirted, knee length nightgown. He can’t
resist looking at her with an almost stare before he tells her,
“You look lovely, my lady.”

She curtsies and says, “Thank you, my lord. Do you
need some help?”

“I think I’ll be okay. I just needed a little time
for my equilibrium to settle.” He gets up and makes it to the
bathroom, as she carefully watches him, then she helps him put on a
bathrobe, and they make their way to the kitchen. He stands at the
stove and fries an egg for each of them while she moves around the
kitchen to prepare the rest of the meal.

After they clean up, they sit at the table, sip a
second mug of tea, and take some time to let their meal digest. A
little later, she asks, “Lover, do you have any plans for the
day?”

He thinks for a couple of moments then says, “I
should probably double check to see if I have any bills to pay.
Other than that, my time is yours until we need to head back to the
city. What about you?”

“A little time with Molly’s puppies and a shower is
all I specifically thought of, unless you were interested in
testing a few other recordings.”

“No, I don’t think so. I’ll reserve myself for the
originals and leave the recordings for the less fortunate.”

“What do you mean by the less fortunate?”

He picks up her nearest hand, turns it over, and
begins to kiss and tongue caress her palm then says, “Those without
such a willing partner.”

She lifts his head and interposes her own lips
between his and her hand. Soon, she pushes their chairs back a
little, gets up, pulls her nightgown skirt up, straddles his legs,
sits down, and pulls them tightly together, all without
interrupting the kisses which go on for awhile longer. When they
take a longer breathing break to let him fully catch his breath,
she opens his robe and caresses his chest for awhile before she
tells him, “You know, I still think you have bigger breasts than I
do.”

“That’s probably so, but yours are much more
interesting.”

“To you.”

“To you also, considering your response,” as he
caresses her nightgown around the obvious bumps of her nipples
which causes her to groan with pleasure.

“You may . . . have a point.”

“My dear, I believe you have the points,” as he
lightly touches each of her nipples while she groans louder.

Soon, she slides a hand down his torso to lightly
stroke his penis while he groans before she tells him, “But you
have the pointer.” They touch each other a little longer before
they reluctantly move their hands away from each other’s sensitive
areas to hug and pant for breath. When her breathing settles, she
says, “I know we aren’t average, but it seems like based on
physical capabilities, a human female is more capable of multiple
climaxes within a specified time period than a human male.”

“I’ve not heard any different. Did your classes cover
that?”

She shakes her head as she answers, “Not that I
recall and certainly no explanation as to why that might be. I
guess it just seems odd that while one male is physically capable
of impregnating multiple females, it’s the female who’s capable of
multiple climaxes. One would think that if the reproductive urge
was to repopulate the species as much as possible, it would be the
male who would have the capability of climaxing more
frequently.”

“Nature isn’t often logical or efficient. After all a
male might have millions of sperm, I think I’ve heard, in a single
release, all to fertilize a single egg. That seems like a bit of an
overkill or a lot of waste.”

“You’re right about that. So have you ever heard of
an explanation as to why there’s the disparity between the number
of times a male and a female is able to climax?”

He shakes his head as he answers, “No,” pauses, then
suggests, “I suppose it could have been a request from the midwives
to the deities to eliminate a male’s ability to impregnate his
entire harem in one day so the resultant births would be spread
out.”

She chuckles at that.

“But then speaking strictly from a reproductive
perspective, why does a human female climax at all. It has nothing
to do with reproduction. Unless it’s a matter of making the
reproductive act theoretically more pleasant for her, otherwise
there would be little reason for her to submit to his urges.”

“That might be. Yet so much of what I overheard, when
she sought the interaction with the male of her choice in the hope
of enjoying pleasure, she was often disappointed.”

He nods his head, “Probably because he only cared
about satisfying his own urge and seeking his own pleasure while he
arrogantly assumed that if he enjoyed it, she did also, without
taking the time or effort to make sure she did enjoy it.”

“I’m so glad you’re not like that,” and she kisses
him very thoroughly and for a long time.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2147-10-07 (m3)

 


When his breathing has recovered after a longer
breathing break, George leans forward and nuzzles her ear for a
little while, then kisses down the side of her neck and across her
bare shoulder as he slowly pulls her nightgown shoulder strap off.
As often as something similar has happened, he’s still amazed at
her active cooperation as Sharlene pulls her arm out of the loose
shoulder strap. He kisses back across her shoulder, up her neck,
along her jaw and back to her lips for more kisses.

After another longer breathing break he removes her
other nightgown shoulder strap in the same way. Since the back of
her gown is of the same stretch lace material as the bodice of the
gown and covers her back to about where a back bra strap would
normally be, he has to move the bodice of her gown away from her
breasts and push it down after the next breathing break rather than
just let it fall down as he can with her backless gowns.

She’s a little surprised he apparently ignores her
now exposed breasts to resume kissing her lips. After another
breathing break, he moves his kisses over her chin, while he
slightly leans her back, down her throat, and starts across her
upper chest. As his kisses near her breasts, she briefly wonders if
her anticipation and memory are in competition to see which can
drive the perceived pleasure higher before his touch actually
provides it.

As usual, neither her anticipation nor her memory can
quite match the actual pleasure which results when his lips and
tongue say ‘hello’ to each of her breasts separately while
accompanied by her climactic cries of pleasure. She barely gets out
a “Thank you, . . . my lord,” in the middle of partially catching
her breath before she kisses him.

His left hand slides down to her waist and pulls her
tighter to him while his right hand drops lower still to caress her
buttocks, then the backs of her legs where his spread legs leave a
gap between her buttocks and the chair. Since her nipples are
snugly pressed to his chest and his right hand touches her
seemingly all around and on her pubic area through her nightgown
skirt, her groans and cries of pleasure intermingle and go on until
her voice becomes noticeably weaker and he moves his right hand
away to give her some time to recover.

“Oh, wow!” She reaches to the table, grabs her mug
and finishes her tea, then grabs his, raises it to him, he shakes
his head, and she finishes it also. “Yeah, definitely wow!” She
rests her head on his shoulder and a little later she asks, “How do
you come up with all of these glorious ways to touch me?”

“I selfishly want to touch you, so I look for ways to
touch you which are relatively easy to achieve based on our current
positions, add in my desire that you enjoy it, and the equation is
complete and just waits for the implementation.”

She chuckles then says, “Oh, lover, I don’t think
I’ve heard of anyone trying to express sensuality or intimate
pleasure as a scientific formula.”

“I don’t want to miss any of the significant
elements.”

“Like wanting me to enjoy it?”

“Especially that.” She kisses him thoroughly in
response and for quite awhile until he lifts her off of his legs
with the explanation of, “Bladder.”

“Now that you mention it, me too.”

When they’re back in the kitchen, he steps up behind
her as she turns the stove on under the tea kettle and runs his
fingertips down her mostly bare back as she shivers in delight.

With a bit of surprise in his voice he asks, “You
didn’t pull up your nightgown?”

“And miss that?”

“But you didn’t know I was going to do it.”

“True. But since I left my gown down, it encouraged
you to do it.”

“That’s true.”

“So, do I go bare to encourage you to touch me or do
I go clothed to encourage you to take my clothes off to touch
me.”

“That is a dilemma.” He pauses as though he
thoroughly thinks about it before he says, “I think I’d like to go
with . . . both.”

She turns around, tells him, “You’re a big help,” and
kisses him until the tea kettle whistles, turns back to start the
tea brewing, and turns back around to resume the kisses. Once their
tea is prepared, they stand near a corner of the kitchen as each
leans on a different counter so they’re close, but not quite
touching while they sip their tea. With a gleam in her eye, she
asks, “Based on your analysis of the current situation, how would
you go about touching me to bring me pleasure?”

He looks around a little before he says, “Well,
considering the physical locale of the kitchen and the lack of a
comfortable setting and my physical limitation of standing still
for very long in one place, it would suggest that I wouldn’t have
the luxury of a lot of time to slowly increase my touching which
seems to have a remarkable consistency with your apparent enjoyment
of my touching. That’s offset by the way you asked the question
while you looked at me over the edge of your mug with a gleam in
your eye which suggests you’re already experiencing a certain
amount of excitement which would reduce the need for a slower
approach to bring your pleasure to fulfillment.

“That is further supported by the current status of
your clothing which leaves your breasts bared and apparently
without you being concerned about what affect such a condition may
have on my own emotional state. Considering those factors, along
with our current physical proximity, although there may be more
factors which I’m not able to think about at the moment to take
into consideration, probably the first thing I would do would be to
set aside your tea mug to avoid it being spilled as our attention
is diverted to . . . .”

She places a finger on his lips and suggests, “Maybe
you ought to demonstrate. I wouldn’t want you to use up your energy
on explaining or to get bogged down in the paralysis of
analysis.”

“Demonstration? A finger on my lips? Those could
possibly change a number of substantial factors, not the least of
which is reassessing whether what I saw in your eyes was really a
gleam of interest or something entirely different . . . ,” all the
while he sets their tea mugs aside, slides his body down the
cupboards closer to her level, leans forward, and interrupts his
own monologue to kiss her lips deeply, but briefly, before he moves
his lips over her chin, down her throat as he feels the vibrations
of her moan, and down her upper chest.

As his kisses near her breasts, he lifts his hands to
pull the bodice of her nightgown down further to enable him to
easily kiss all around her breasts while he avoids touching her
nipples except for when his beard brushes over one or the other.
His hands move further down her then his left hand goes around her
back and over her buttocks while his right hand goes over the front
of her nightgown, across the front of her hip, and down the front
of her left leg.

A few times, his hands caress her legs with the skirt
of her nightgown then they move lower to pull up her gown and slip
under the bottom hem. While he remains standing partially
perpendicular to her, it makes it easier for him to kiss around her
breasts without uncomfortably bending his neck.

Moments later, his right hand caresses up the front
inside of her left leg at the same time as his left hand caresses
up the back inside of her right leg. As her pleasure grows, she
spreads her legs some to better support herself, turns slightly
towards him, grips the front edge of the counter top next to him
with her right hand to increase her support while her left hand
goes to the back of his head to encourage him and to keep his head
close.

As his rising hands near her pubic area, she spreads
her knees and lowers herself a little more which makes it easier
for him to touch more of her. All else is forgotten as she climaxes
when his hands caress her between her vulva and her legs, one on
each side with his right hand coming from the front and his left
hand coming from the back. He moves his hands away for a little
while to give her a chance to partially catch her breath, but his
right hand only goes far enough to play with her pubic hair while
his left hand caresses her buttocks.

After he moves his hands to the opposite legs and
down a ways, he again caresses upwards until he strokes her along
her vulva on the opposite sides from before while she again
verbally expresses her climax. Although his hands have moved away
from her most sensitive areas, she’s only partially caught her
breath when he slides his tongue around one of her nipples. She
just grabs a couple of quick gulps of breath from that climax when
she cries out again as his tongue gives pleasure to her other
nipple.

Even though he moves his lips away from her breasts,
her pleasure barely begins to diminish before it starts to grow
again as his hands begin to move downwards again with his right
hand going through her pubic hair and his left hand sliding over
the roundness of her buttocks. She cries out as his right hand
slides along her vulva to touch his other hand before it reverses
direction.

He pauses a little then repeats the move with a
little more inward pressure of each hand as she cries out again.
When he makes the same move again with his fingers sliding between
her buttocks and labia, her orgasmic cry quickly escalates to a
scream which continues as his hands, instead of moving away,
reverse direction and move back and forth while his fingers
seemingly press deeper into her with each change of direction until
she falls silent and her legs totally relax.

He quickly moves his hands to her left side to hold
her mostly limp body snug to him while he slowly straightens up and
clamp his lips tight in response to the pain in his lower back. A
moment later, he turns her back to his chest, lifts her feet off of
the floor, and carries her to the sofa where he sits, scoots back,
reclines the seat, covers them with an afghan, and allows himself
to relax.
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When Sharlene returns to awareness, she’s not
surprised to hear George’s steady breathing which is indicative of
him being asleep. What she is surprised at is that he hadn’t
entered her and yet it felt like his hands pressing in from the two
directions were touching much more than just fingertips. But the
pleasure! She clamps down on her responding groan just in time.

While she makes the effort to move her thoughts away
from the pleasure, she remembers his analysis. She knows he doesn’t
always take so long to consider a situation, nor does he always
consider all of the factors as he’s the first to admit, and he
probably expanded the details and the verbiage to make it sound
more analytical, but she’s equally sure he does consider those and
other factors when he decides how to give her pleasure while he
makes the effort to keep her safe both during and after the
pleasure. In her own continuing analysis of their relationship,
that’s another item for her to add to the growing list of his
positive traits.

His hands briefly tighten across her upper abdomen
and his breathing speeds up slightly as his own awareness
returns.

She caresses his arms as she says, “Welcome back, my
lord.”

“Back?”

“To the land of awareness and reality.”

“You’re such a wonder, a dream, a fantasy, I’m
beginning to wonder if this is the dream world except that there’s
little to differentiate the dreams from the reality. Of course, I
could always claim this is the paradise I somehow arrive in after I
died in my back yard that day.”

She turns herself over to face him and tells him,
“Sorry, my lord, but there are too many factors which prevent this
from being paradise, although none of them have to do with you.
Compared to what I was expecting from my future life, you are my
paradise,” and she kisses him.

“Is it possible that we’re each other’s dream come
true?”

“Considering how often you’ve said that about me and
how much I feel it’s true about you, then against all of the odds,
it’s true.” There’s no way to determine who initiates the next
round of kisses, but it’s quite clear they’re both very active and
very willing participants. As though by unspoken mutual agreement,
the intensity of their kisses gradually diminish until they’re just
hugging each other. A little later, she asks, “So, my dream man, do
you have any idea in what order we should do the remaining
activities?”

“I was thinking of asking Molly if she wants to be
brushed, which would suggest a shower afterwards might be
appropriate, . . . but that raises the question about
showering.”

“No need to ask, we shower together.”

He hesitates before he asks, “Are you sure? If you
collapse, I’m not sure I can keep you safe.”

“Then I’ll just have to make sure I don’t collapse.
Lover, since our last shower, I’ve been anxiously waiting for your
soapy hands to wash me and looking forward to all of the pleasure
I’m sure I’ll receive. I may even see if I can somehow wear my
headband to capture all of that pleasure.”

“Are you really sure?”

“Lover, please don’t worry about it. I think the
benefit will greatly outweigh the little risk involved.”

“Okay. In that case, I suggest we have lunch before
we visit Molly so we have some energy for the shower.”

“Humm, that’s a good idea. Then why don’t you take
care of your bills and I’ll . . . I know, I’ll play the piano,
unless it will distract you.”

“No. I love to hear you play the piano. Sometimes I
feel guilty about not giving you enough time to yourself to do
so.”

“Hold it right there. No guilt, old man, no guilt. If
I wanted time to myself to play the piano, I would have asked for
it. Oh, George. I don’t mean to be harsh with you. I’m so grateful
to you and want you so much, I can hardly contain myself. As much
as I enjoy playing the piano, my enjoyment of your touch and your
presence is . . . a thousand times greater.” Her kiss is very
thorough and very long. “Before I beg you for more pleasure and
wear us both out, I need to let you do what you need to do.” She
tosses aside the afghan, gets up, helps him up, responds to his
thorough kiss, and reluctantly steps back.

He quickly stops her from moving further away, gently
caresses her cheek, says, “My lady, you are precious beyond measure
to me,” leans forward to gently kiss her forehead, turns, and walks
quickly to the library.

She stands there while she feels somewhat stunned by
the intensity of the emotion behind his words, even as she feels
the same towards him, then she wonders if either one of them will
ever be able to fully accept how much the other means to them. She
slowly walks over to the piano, sits down, and just starts to play
it without paying much attention to what she’s playing. It takes
him only a few minutes to more fully go through his mail and verify
that he has no bills due for at least the next couple of weeks, so
it’s not long before he’s reclined on the sofa and listening to her
play the piano with his eyes closed.

He tries to brush at whatever’s bothering his face,
but his hand doesn’t move. As he slowly opens his eyes, he sees her
kneeling next to him with a grin while she brushes his face with
her hair and holds his hand down. She asks, “Is my playing so
boring it puts you to sleep?”

“Not at all, my love, it was beautiful. Or at least
as long as I was awake to enjoy it. Maybe I ought to record your
piano playing and use that for my relaxation technique. Your
emotional recordings seem to be too intense for me.”

“I have some where you just caress me without taking
me to climax which I think you would probably enjoy.”

“I prefer to be touching you.”

“And I prefer to have you touching me, but that’s not
very relaxing for you. I’m beginning to get an idea of how much
effort you expend not only in trying to keep your touching creative
and new, but in also controlling your own desires on top of making
sure I don’t come to any harm. You seem to be able to touch me
until I feel like a puddle I’m so relaxed, but I’m not sure I can
do that for you.”

“Actually, you have. Like when you gave me that back
rub and I ended up falling asleep and taking up the whole bed.”

She chuckles then says, “That was something. I knew I
couldn’t move you, and I didn’t know what else to do. So I forced
myself to think outside of the box and found that falling asleep on
your back not only kept me toasty warm but was surprisingly
comfortable.”

“I suppose that’s one benefit of being
overweight.”

“I suspect it was more because I wanted to be close
to you.”

He pauses, considers what she said then remarks,
“That was rather early in our relationship.”

“Lover, that very first night you slept in my bed, I
was able to cuddle with you and it was wonderful, more wonderful
than I dared to admit then. It’s one thing to cuddle a large
stuffed animal, but it’s much better to cuddle and be cuddled by
someone who is so gentle and loving.”

He hesitates before he responds and changes the
direction of the conversation, “Do you still have your stuffed
animals?”

“Oh, yes, or at least at my parent’s home. I don’t
know how old I was, somewhat younger than ten I think, when Mom
suggested I was getting a little old to have stuffed animals. I
think that was one of the few times I came close to throwing a fit
or a temper tantrum or whatever you want to call it. I didn’t want
to admit that I still cuddled with them at night, but there was no
way I was going to give them up. Dad finally had to intervene and
suggested that I ought to be allowed to keep them for my children.
Those were the magic words and nothing else was ever said about my
stuffed animals.”

“What about when you found out you couldn’t have
children?”

“I don’t think that has ever sunk in with Mom. Even
when I visited a few weeks ago, she had to be reminded again that I
wasn’t going to have children. It may be a part of her fairy tale
to have grandchildren, but I think it hurts Dad more. He does well
with kids and is one of the favorite uncles in the family.”

He thinks for a little while then says, “If I
understand things correctly, you could theoretically produce a
child even if you couldn’t carry it.”

“I know. The thought has crossed my mind a time or
two. I don’t know whether I’m just selfish of my own life or what,
but the idea of having a child just feels wrong to me nor have I
been particularly comfortable around children. I’m guessing that
since I was raised as an only child, it had something to do with
that as well as not being around younger children very much.”

“That could be the reason, but if you’re
uncomfortable around them, then you shouldn’t have children. They
can pick up on someone who is uncomfortable with them and the
relationship will fail before it even has a chance to start.”

“That’s kind of what I was concerned about.”
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Sharlene pauses then asks, “So, did you have any
stuffed animals?”

George shakes his head then answers, “Not that I
recall. If I did, it didn’t survive childhood or ended up being
passed down to a younger sibling. Actually, there weren’t many
stuffed animals available back then other than teddy bears. If I
remember the stories correctly, when I was very young, a toddler or
younger, I had a baby doll. I’m not sure whether it was passed down
or put in a box because I was a boy and boys didn’t have things
like that. When I was much older, my daughters give me a few
smaller stuffed animals as gifts, sometimes as a joke. I suppose I
still have them in a box somewhere around here.”

“Did you give your daughters stuffed animals?”

“Oh yeah. When they were young, stuffed animals were
one of their favorite gifts along with plastic building blocks.
They had a lot of stuffed animals from a number of sources. My
oldest daughter even won some from childhood coloring
contests.”

She thinks for a little while then says, “You know,
for someone who didn’t have a stuffed animal to cuddle at night,
you sure like to cuddle with me.”

“Maybe that’s part of why I like to cuddle with you
so much, I’m making up for what I missed out on for all of those
decades.”

She turns and lays on him while she squirms closer as
his arms snugly tighten around her then she says, “For someone
without much practice, you cuddle like an expert.”

“I’m glad you think so, because I sure like to have
you in my arms.”

“Is there some factor which particularly stands out
in your mind as to why you like me in your arms?”

“You want to be here.”

“Yes, that would be an important factor, but I would
have assumed that was a given. Why try to cuddle with someone who
doesn’t want to be cuddled?”

“Exactly.”

She senses some background pain in his answer so she
doesn’t want to push him, especially since she doesn’t have a
particular goal in mind, but she still wants to understand him
better and what affect their relationship has on him. She quietly
traces abstract designs on his chest with a finger as she thinks a
little longer then asks, “George?”

“Yes, love?”

“To you, what’s the most important aspect or factor
in our relationship?”

“That you want me.”

“Yet that’s been one of the hardest things for you to
accept.”

“That’s true, but it doesn’t diminish its
importance.”

“No, I guess it wouldn’t.” She pauses in thought then
asks, “Do you know why that’s so important to you?”

“Because I’ve never felt like I was really wanted by
someone before or even fully accepted. Not who I might become if I
change enough, but who I am as an individual, including the parts
of me which are good, bad, ugly, and everything in between. I’m
sorry I’ve had such a hard time believing you, but only you have
made me feel welcomed and wanted and you demonstrate that every
day.”

“I don’t have the decades of heartbreak you carry
with you, but I, too, had given up hope of ever finding someone who
wanted and accepted me for who I was, who made me feel safe and
special, until I found you. . . . I think part of the reason it was
difficult for me to make up my mind about you was that I had given
up hope and yet there you were, providing me with evidence of the
characteristics I had come to believe were hopeless to find.
Another part was the age factor and how society would frown on
it.

“Without ever really saying much, Mom made it clear
that societal approval was very important. For me to do well in
school and take ballet and piano lessons were important to her. She
was proud when I graduated from medical school, even though I’m not
sure she understood it fully, but I think she would have been
happier if I had married a doctor instead of become one. I finally
decided that the characteristics I had been hoping for in a person
with whom to share a relationship were much more important than
what society thought of it.”

He hesitates then says, “I don’t want to pry, but you
frequently bring up the safety factor. If I recall, it’s one of the
most important things you’ve mentioned about wanting to have a
relationship with me. I can understand that concern to some degree
particularly considering your size and the fact that almost
everyone around you is bigger and stronger. Yet you have the
competence of your martial arts, the self-confidence to go to
college much younger than other kids, and the determination to go
all of the way through medical school. Your discomfort with crowds
could easily be attributed to being an introvert. . . . I guess
what I’m trying to get at is that I seem to be missing something or
the key factor which elevates your interest in safety from a
general concern to a decision making factor.”

“Yes, I can see how you might not make the
connection.”

“If it’s something embarrassing or sensitive or makes
you uncomfortable, I’m not going to push you. Just tell me the
subject is off limits and I’ll leave it alone.”

She briefly pauses before she responds, “No, it’s not
an off limit subject, although in some ways it could be considered
somewhat embarrassing and you really deserve to know because I
think it will help you to understand me better. In spite of my
outward demeanor of being the confident successful person I appear
to be, and I’ve put a lot of effort into appearing so, most of the
time, deep down inside of myself, I really feel like a little girl
who wants to be safe, protected, held, cuddled, and made to feel
like I’m the most important person in someone else’s life and you
do that for me.

“Some people might claim I’m looking for a father
figure and for many years my dad did fulfill that role. But I don’t
want another dad, I want someone who can provide those same
feelings of security and being special within the fuller
relationship of an intimate partnership. And you, George Greyson,
are the man who does all of that to me and for me, and for that I’m
exceedingly grateful.” Since she feels like her words are
inadequate, she tries to express herself more fully with her
kisses.

When he finally catches his breath after a multitude
of shared kisses, he suggests, “That took a lot of courage on your
part to make the first move to start a relationship with me.”

She shakes her head as she explains, “No, it wasn’t
courage because by the end of that first day when I met you, I knew
you were safe and could be trusted, even as I was asking Aunt Paula
why she trusted you. I was probably rather naive in my belief at
the time, but all you’ve done since then has only confirmed to me
that you are safe to be with and can be trusted.

“The hard part for me was to realize that all of the
objections which my supposedly rational mind came up with, based
primarily on societal ideas, really weren’t important compared to
the feeling and knowledge that I was safe with you and that I could
trust you. Because once there’s trust and a sense of security with
another person, then the relationship is free to grow to whatever
extent the people mutually agree.”

He briefly hesitates then says, “I think your
sheltered upbringing was a major factor in you being able to feel
safe and trust another person, because for the vast majority of
people, once they feel they’ve been betrayed by someone or have had
a negative relationship, they never seem to be able to fully trust
again.”

“You’re probably right, even though I would prefer to
give you the credit for being a safe and trustworthy person,
instead of the credit going to the happenstance of my upbringing.
I’m not trying to diminish the effort my parents went to in order
to provide me with much of that sheltered upbringing, but many bad
things could have still happened to me which they would have had no
control over.” She leans partially on her side and resumes moving a
finger randomly over his chest. “It’s seems like we kind of forgot
about getting lunch and now I’m not sure I want to get up. I like
just laying and cuddling with you, whether we talk or not.”

“Me, too, but my bladder is starting to make noise
about how much longer I can enjoy you here before I have to
interrupt.”

“In that case, I’d better let you up before I decide
that your bladder release device has a more enjoyable function to
perform.”

He thinks about that for a moment before he says,
“That’s an interesting way to describe it.” He helps push her up
while he resists the temptation to caress her breasts then she
helps pull him to his feet.

After bathroom trips, they prepare a lunch of thick
meat and cheese sandwiches and sit for a little while to let the
meal start to digest while she begins to make notes about what has
happened with the company for the first two weeks in order to
prepare an email to send to those who are interested in their
progress.

They put on their outer clothes from yesterday, and
when they go out, they find that the puppies are sleeping which
allows Molly to gladly accept their offer of a good brushing. When
it seems as though they have almost as much fur on them as Molly
has on her, they decide she’s thoroughly brushed. By then the
puppies are starting to wake up and Sharlene and George pet them
for awhile until the puppies decide they’re more interested in food
than in those strange oversized creatures. After he makes sure
Molly has plenty of food, he locks up the garage and they go to the
porch near the laundry room door where they brush each other off as
much as possible.

Inside the laundry room, he locks the door, and
doesn’t object when she decides she wants him to undress her, at
least her outer clothes, while she undresses him. They strive to
keep their other touching light although that becomes more
difficult as their outer clothes are removed and their excitement
grows in anticipation of the pleasure to come.
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After a thorough kissing, George turns her around,
gently pats her panty covered buttocks, and says, “Shower time, my
lady.” Sharlene takes a couple of steps, pushes her panty down over
her buttocks then bends over as she pushes it down her legs.

Since he’s unable to resist the temptation,
especially when she wiggles her buttocks at him, he gently grips
her buttocks and begins to fondle and caress them and the adjacent
skin while she groans with her soaring pleasure. As she quickly
braces herself with her left hand on the washer and her right hand
on her knee, she spreads her legs some to encourage him and to make
it easier for him to include her vulva in his caresses which he
gladly does until her cry of climax startles him. He moves his
hands to grip her hips then he has to force himself to step back to
the full
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