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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.
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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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Sharlene gets up, pushes George’s chair back, sits on
his upper legs and kisses him long and tenderly. When she lets him
breathe, she cuddles up to him and enjoys his right arm embracing
her while his left hand plays in her hair. She asks, “Can we take a
walk?”

“Sure. Do you want to go any place in
particular?”

“No. Just a gentle activity to help our food
digest.”

“I suppose I ought to check my mail.”

“That would work.”

They clean up after dinner, get shoes on, he holsters
his handgun, and soon they’re walking down the driveway hand in
hand. Part way along, Molly joins them. As they head back up the
driveway with his mail in hand, he remarks, “I’m surprised I
haven’t received any medical bills yet. Half of the time, it seems,
you get the bills before the treatment is even complete.”

“If I remember, I’ll have to ask Doctor Karlson the
next time we see him.”

“Thank you. I don’t want to cheat anybody, but I also
don’t want to wave my arms at the hospital and say they haven’t
charged me yet.”

She chuckles at the image then says, “I can
understand that.”

When they arrive at the house, they stop and pet
Molly for awhile before they go in. When he notices the second step
ladder just inside the door, he takes it to the library with him,
puts his mail on his desk, and puts his handgun away. She hands him
the drink she poured for him and they sit at the dining room table
where they sip their drinks and quietly enjoy each other’s
company.

A little later, Sharlene sets her drink aside, looks
at George for a moment or two, gets up, pushes his chair back some,
straddles his legs, sits on his knees, pulls his head forward, and
kisses him long. She gently pushes him back to sit up straight and
breathe while she looks intently into his eyes then requests, “Take
my shirt off, please.”

His eyes open wide, but when he sees her intent and
serious look, he refrains from questioning her and a moment later,
he begins to slowly unbutton her shirt. After he pulls the bottom
of her shirt out of her skirt waistband all the way around, he
unbuttons the last button and just holds her with his hands on the
bare skin of her sides just above the skirt waistband.

“All of the way off, please.”

He hesitates, then lifts his hands to her upper chest
and gently pushes her shirt over her shoulders and down her arms
which she moves to her sides. He holds up her shirt in his right
hand.

She takes the shirt from him, casually tosses it onto
her chair, and says, “Thank you, George.” She pulls his head
forward and kisses him long. Again, she gently pushes him back,
gives him a chance to catch his breath, and looks intently into his
eyes. She softly smiles as his eyes drift down her bare upper chest
to her breasts which are barely covered by a lacy bra, only to snap
back up to her eyes a moment later. Her smile widens as his eyes
drift down then snap back up a couple of more times.

She announces, “No protests. It’s time.” Before he
can puzzle out her words, her hands move, unhook her bra, open it
wide, drop it down her arms, and she casually tosses it onto her
chair on top of her shirt. Her nipples grow taunt under his wide
eyed stare. As she leans back onto the table, she pushes out her
chest and tells him, “Touch me, please!”

He can’t resist, but delays a little as his hands
slowly caress up her abdomen and sides. When his hands close in on
the bottom of her almost flat breasts, he pauses.

Since her pleasure is growing while her anticipation
is racing ahead, it takes her a moment to realize he’s stopped. She
opens her seemingly heavy eyes and between deep rapid breaths, she
tells him, “Yes, George, . . . for you . . . to touch.” Her eyes
close and her head falls back as his hands move and caress her
breasts. Just a little later, his fingers brush the sides of her
nipples and she cries out with her climax.

He moves his hands away from her breasts to caress
her upper chest, then they slowly move over her shoulders, down her
arms, back up her arms, over her shoulders, across the front of her
neck, down the center of her chest, and as his hands brush along
the inside of her nipples, she climaxes with another cry before his
hands move down to her upper abdomen. She almost cries out again as
he slips his fingertips under her skirt waistband and slides them
around to her sides.

When he pulls his fingertips out, he flips his hands
over so his palms are again on her skin and caresses her back and
sides while his hands move back and forth. The higher his hands go
up her body, the further they come across her upper abdomen until,
just below her breasts, his hands are caressing her from her spine
to her sternum. His hands slow as they come across her sides at bra
level, slow further as they cross the sides of her breasts, and
linger over her nipples as her cry of pleasure continues.

Reluctantly, he moves his hands away from her breasts
to caress her back which gives her an opportunity to recover. When
her panting has diminished to just breathing heavily, she requests,
“Take me somewhere . . . I can fall . . . then touch me . . . more,
. . . please!” He moves her hands to around his neck, holds her at
the waist, and rolls the chair backwards and around so her back is
to the sofa. Her eyes open in surprise, then she pulls herself
further up his legs, pulls his head towards her, proclaims, “Smart
man,” and kisses him hungrily, although it’s somewhat muted by her
tiredness.

Partway through the kiss, she arches her back in a
backwards direction since she feels his thumbs move in from her
sides. While they slowly caress onto the sides of her breasts, she
breaks the kiss, drops her head, pants for breath, then she slumps
after she climaxes with a cry of pleasure as his thumbs gently rub
her nipples. He holds her while he gently caresses her back and
plays in her hair. As she slowly recovers, she feels overwhelmed
and so immensely grateful not only for the fantastic pleasure he
gives her, but also for the gentle comfort with which he surrounds
her.

George murmurs into her hair, “Thank you for letting
me see your breasts.”

“Thank you for touching them, it was wonderful.”
Slowly, Sharlene sits up, leans back with her hands on his knees,
and asks, “So what do you think of them?”

“They’re absolutely beautiful.”

She looks down at her own chest and remarks, “There’s
hardly anything there.”

“You’re a small woman, you should have small breasts.
You would look silly and have posture problems if you had breasts
the size of melons growing out of your chest.”

She chuckles at the image then suggests, “Not that
big, just a little bigger.”

“Why?”

She shrugs her shoulders, pauses, and says, “I don’t
know. It’s expected?”

He shakes his head as he tells her, “Not by me. I
know a lot of guys are impressed by the size of a woman’s breasts,
but not me. Are there any more nerve endings here,” he brushes one
of his fingertips along the outside of one of her breasts as she
gasps, “than here?” He pulls a fingertip across her upper abdomen
accompanied by her hum. “Or does it just feel that way because of
the close proximity of here,” he brushes the outside of her other
breast, “to here?” He slides a fingertip around the sides of a
nipple as she cries out.

“I find the size of your nipples with all of their
wonderfully sensitive nerve endings much more exciting and
interesting than the size of your breasts. Don’t you?” His
fingertip slides around the sides of her other nipple more than
once which sends her pleasure to climax again and keeps it going.
His hands move quickly to her back as she starts to slump. He
gently leans her forward onto him to more easily hold her
upright.

It’s a couple of minutes before she slowly sits back
up and says, “George, you have the most wonderful way of
demonstrating your point.” Her body involuntarily sways which
encourages her to say, “I think I’m going to have to lay down. Will
you touch me some more?” He pushes her hips backwards so she slides
off of his legs and onto the sofa then he guides her in a
controlled fall to her side in order to lay her on the sofa.

He lifts and straightens her legs on the sofa, then
kneels on the floor next to her torso, bends over and kisses her
lips as his hands begin to caress her torso and barely avoid her
breasts. She turns her head to pant for breath while she arches her
back to lift her breasts. As his kisses move down her chest, his
hands close in on her breasts. She cries out in pleasure as his
fingers tantalize, rub, and gently pull on her nipples until she
falls silent as she collapses.

He moves a hand to briefly check her pulse at her
neck before he gets up, walks over to the table to retrieve her
shirt, drapes it over her bare torso, then covers her with the
afghan. A moment later, he steps over to grab the other afghan,
sits at the end of the sofa, puts her feet on his thigh, covers
himself, and falls into a contemplative doze.

Sharlene slowly drifts out of her daze and can hardly
believe how incredibly wonderful it was for George to touch her
breasts and nipples with no clothing impediment. As much as she
wants him to touch her more intimately, maybe it does make sense to
take it a little slower and allow the journey to progress. She
wouldn’t want to be overwhelmed by how he touches her breasts and
not be awake to feel him touch her pubic area.

As she thinks about it a little more, she barely
keeps her groan of pleasure anticipated to a non-verbal expression.
While she remembers her own pleasure at touching him and seeing his
excitement, she begins to understand what he means when he says the
only thanks he wants for touching her and giving her pleasure is
the opportunity to touch her more. Still, it’s hard not to want to
express her enthusiastic gratitude to him for touching her and
giving her so much pleasure.

When she becomes more aware, she realizes she hasn’t
checked on her laundry for awhile. As she carefully gets up, she’s
surprised to find that her shirt is draped over her under the
afghan. Surely the afghan covered her sufficiently that he didn’t
need to drape her shirt over her also in order to reduce his
temptation of looking at her. She lays her shirt over the back of
the sofa, stands up and walks to the laundry room.

Sharlene is amazed at the feeling of sensuality which
is rising up within her, so she starts to walk slower in order to
feel her long hair as it swishes across her bare back and to feel
the air on her exposed breasts with their prominent nipples. As she
thinks about how George might enjoy and respond to seeing her like
this, she has to brace herself on a wall as a wave of pleasure
rolls through her. She almost wishes she had someone to talk to
about her feelings, but is afraid to find out she doesn’t have
normal feelings.
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When she gains some control, Sharlene resumes her
walk and takes care of her laundry. The odds are that she doesn’t
have normal feelings, not if her emotional recordings are any
indication. Would she want to give up the intense pleasure George
gives her for something more normal? Although she had always wanted
to be considered normal, this pleasure is too good to pass up,
regardless of how it might interfere with other activities.

She can always change her mind later, but, for now,
she feels like going back to the other room, waking him up,
spreading her arms wide, and telling him to bring it on. She
transfers the clothes from the washer to the dryer, checks the time
and decides she can probably get one more load done tonight. Once
another load is in the washer, she goes to the dining room and
finishes her drink from dinner.

She picks up his drink, goes over to the sofa, sits
on the armrest, and gently wakes him. He smiles at seeing her then
his eyes open wide at seeing her bare breasts. She hands him his
glass, he takes it and drinks from it without taking his eyes off
of her. She can feel the pleasure rising within her just from him
looking at her. She asks, “Do you like?” as she runs her own
fingertips around the outside of her breasts as though she needs to
capture his already intense attention then she gasps at the surge
of pleasure which goes through her.

He nods his head.

She pauses a little while to gain some control then
asks, “Why did you cover me with my shirt when you covered me with
the afghan?”

“The texture of the afghan might not have been
pleasant on your bare skin.”

She takes his empty glass, sets it on the floor,
leans over, kisses him breathless, then tells him, “Thank you for
your consideration.”

His right hand caresses her back while his left hand
does the same to her upper abdomen, “I didn’t want to irritate . .
. your sensitive skin.”

“You mean this sensitive skin?” She pulls his left
hand up to her left breast and groans when he touches her. She
slides off of the sofa armrest and onto his upper legs, turns to
the right, lays back on his chest, and guides his right hand to her
right breast. As he caresses around and between her breasts while
he barely avoids her nipples, she encourages him, “Oh, yes,
George!” She lays there and soaks in the pleasure which is surfing
through her. In a little while, she presses down on the back of his
hands then pushes and rotates the palms of his hands over her
nipples and cries out in climatic pleasure.

He moves his hands down to her upper abdomen and
suggests, “You should probably rest for awhile or your nipples will
get sore.”

“I know, . . . but George, the pleasure!!” Sharlene
pulls his hands back up to her breasts and cries out again as he
gently caresses the sides of her nipples.

He moves his hands down to her upper abdomen then
moves the seat from the reclining to the sitting position. After he
pulls his hands around to her back and gently pushes her to lean
forward some, he caresses her back then brushes her hair forward
over her shoulders. A moment later, he leans forward and begins to
kiss her bare back while his hands move to her front and brush past
the edges of her breasts which causes her moans to turn into groans
before his hands move down to caress her upper abdomen.

After a little while, his hands move back to her
sides, then firmly slide down over her hips and along the outsides
of her thighs. She gasps as she guesses that if she wasn’t sitting
on her skirt, he would have pushed it right off of her. He reaches
as far as he can in order to begin to caress her legs back and
forth, from the outsides over the fronts to the insides and slowly
begins to work his way up her legs. She sits there for a few
moments because she feels somewhat stunned since she had apparently
forgotten how good it feels for his hands to caress her legs.

She spreads her legs in invitation, pauses a few
moments, and pulls her skirt out from under his hands then gasps as
his hands continue their caresses on her bare skin. His kisses on
her back are momentarily interrupted as he realizes what she’s
done. Her breathing accelerates along with her groans as his hands
move past the middle of her thighs to the seemingly more sensitive
skin on the insides of her upper thighs. Since she’s already highly
sensitized by all of the pleasure which is already rolling through
her, she cries out before his hands are within a couple of inches
of her pubic area. He moves his hands to the less sensitive fronts
of her thighs and gives her a chance to partially recover.

When they start their upward movement again, his
hands caress her legs then her breathing becomes more rapid as his
hands pass the middle of her thighs. His hands continue higher as
her groans become louder and higher pitched. And still higher yet,
until she can no longer contain the pleasure and cries out long as
his hands continue their caresses within an inch of her pubic area.
The expression of her orgasm echoes in the silence as she
collapses.

His hands quickly move around her to keep her from
falling then they gently push her legs together and slides her
skirt back down her legs. After he moves the afghan out of the way,
he carefully lowers her to lay on the sofa then moves her legs
across his own so they aren’t awkwardly draped off of the front of
the sofa. He’s barely able to reach her shirt then drapes it over
her, covers her with the afghan, reclines the seat again, and
wonders how much longer he can keep giving her pleasure without
becoming so excited he loses control.

As she drifts out of a daze of pleasure, Sharlene is
astounded to feel her desire building, yet again. Apparently the
pleasure centers of her brain have no concept of the limitations of
her body. She can barely open her eyes, yet she still feels the
desire for more pleasure to send her back to that oblivion. And
George, he’s such a patient generous jewel. He’s made it clear he
wants to touch her, but he’s still a man with his own desires for
pleasure.

Carefully, she gets up and slowly walks down the
hall. The laundry is still going, so she goes to the bedroom, gets
a clean panty, and washes up in the bathroom. In the kitchen, she’s
working on fixing a snack when she hears him shuffle in.

She can hear the grin in his voice as he proclaims,
“Mmm, barefoot, bare breasted, and in the kitchen.”

She turns to him and says, “I thought the saying was
‘barefoot, pregnant, and in the kitchen’.”

“I much prefer you being bare breasted rather than
pregnant.”

“So do I.”

His eyebrows rise then he briefly hesitates before he
says, “I know you’ve said it more than enough, but I’m still amazed
that you don’t mind me looking at you only partially dressed.”

“George, I look forward to being bare bodied in front
of you. I just hope I can keep my desire under control so it
doesn’t happen sooner than either one of us intend.”

“Are you having trouble?”

“Yes. The pleasure center in my brain is saying more,
even when my body feels so tired I can barely keep my eyes open.
That’s why the snack. Here, eat.”

As they sit at the table, he asks, “How can I
help?”

She puts her food down, grabs his hand, and looks him
intently in the eye as she tells him, “George, you’re doing so much
more for me than anyone could possibly want. The pleasure you give
me is absolutely fantastic. But what makes it even better is that
you make sure I’m safe even when I can’t control my own desire. And
you do all of that without expecting anything in return.

“And don’t tell me it’s all your pleasure. I know you
like to give me pleasure and you can’t imagine how much I
appreciate that, but you’re a man and you do have your own desires
no matter how much you control or submerge them. The only thing I
ask, and I certainly don’t deserve it, is that if I can no longer
contain my desire and I get real pushy, you give me what I demand
with the gentle compassion you’re so full of. Will you do
that?”

“I’ll certainly try.”

She gets up, leans over, and kisses him. As she lets
him breathe, she stands up next to him, holds his head to her bare
chest and says, “That’s more than I have a right to ask of
you.”

“You probably ought to sit back down and eat before
I’m tempted to make your nipples even more sore.”

As she looks down, she sees that his lips are just a
fraction of an inch from her right nipple. She holds his head there
just a little longer then steps back as she tells him, “You don’t
know how tempted I am to let you or even request it of you.” She
sits back down and they resume eating.

He’s almost inclined to request that she put her
shirt back on except that if the journey of touching is going to
continue, he has to somehow get used to seeing her dressed as she
is or with even less on. The second consideration is that he
doesn’t want to infringe on her freedom and she apparently likes to
be bare breasted. Whether that will continue or whether it’s an
experiment or a rebellion from societal standards, he doesn’t know.
She probably doesn’t even know. Either way, he certainly intends to
enjoy the view and hope he can maintain at least some control over
his desires.

They finish eating and sip their drinks. When
Sharlene gets up to deal with her laundry, George cleans up after
their snack. In the living room, he puts the afghans back where he
keeps them, then picks up her shirt and drapes it over her dining
room chair. Once that is taken care of, he checks the outside
doors, except for the laundry room door since he doesn’t want to
interrupt her.

He goes back to the dining room and as he stands
there, he almost chuckles at himself for not knowing what to do.
She may have turned his life upside down, but he certainly can’t
regret it. Who could have guessed he would have a fairy tale nymph
running around his house bare breasted.

She steps into the room and asks, “What are you
chuckling about?”

“You.”

“Am I all you think about?”

“Just about.”

“What did you do before I came along?”

“Just boring things.”

“What’s so funny about me?”

He shakes his head as he answers, “Nothing. I was
just thinking more about the extremely unlikely odds that someone
like you would ever want to be here with me.”

“Now that I’m here, what do you intend to do with
me?”

“Whatever you want to the best of my ability.”

“Sometimes you’re just too generous for your own
good. What about your own desires?”

“Sharlene, our desires seem to be running very
strongly on parallel paths to the very same goal.”

She pulls his head down and kisses him before she
says, “Then it’s just a matter of time until we reach our mutual
goal.”

He can only nod his head while he tries to catch his
breath.

She suggests, “How about some television as a
distraction? I have a last load of clothes in the dryer and I would
like to get them done before I ask you to take me to bed and touch
me to oblivion.” As she notices his raised eyebrows, she assures
him, “Yes, old man. As much as you’ve already given me exceptional
pleasure this evening, I feel like I’m biting my lips to keep from
begging for more of your touch.”

Without a word, he leads her to the love seat and
almost before he can sit, she’s sitting on his upper legs and pulls
his arms snugly around her. She uses the remote control and after
she’s flips through a couple of channels, she finds a nature show
which partially keeps their interest. Most of the way through the
show, she gets up to tend to her laundry. Once the show is over, he
mutes the audio and waits to see what’s on next.
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“Will you brush my hair?”

When George hears Sharlene’s voice, he turns, his
eyes open wide, and his jaw drops down as he stares at her wearing
a long nightgown in a silky creamy white color which shows off her
skin very nicely. The top is two lace straps which are narrow at
her shoulders, barely wide enough to cover her breasts, then widens
as it nears her navel where it connects to a floor length skirt of
thin fabric which is just barely opaque.

She again asks, “Will you brush my hair?”

He numbly nods his head and sits up. She turns around
and sits on his knees and his eyes widen further when he sees that
her gown is completely bare in back above the skirt. He hands
tremble as his brushes her hair. He spends a long time trying to
concentrate on her hair and not on what she’s barely wearing. If
what she’s wearing doesn’t convince him that she wants him to touch
her, almost nothing will.

He reluctantly admits, “I . . . I think I’m done
brushing your hair.”

A moment later, she tilts her head back and swishes
her hair back and forth across her bare back then says, “Mmm, that
feels nice, very nice. Thank you, George.” She gets up, turns
around, lifts the skirt of her nightgown enough to put her left
knee on the love seat a few inches from his right leg then she
gently pushes her right knee down between his legs which he
automatically spreads to make room for her. She takes the brush and
sets it aside, then reaches behind her head to pull her hair
forward, leans forward, partially reclines the seat, and kisses him
while her hair forms a curtain around their heads. When she sits
back up, she presses her hips down onto his right leg which is
between hers and groans while she rocks her hips back and forth a
couple of times.

As she leans forward, more of her pubic area brushes
over his leg which almost undoes her plans. While her eyes seem to
be bright with excitement, she slowly unbuttons his shirt. Once his
shirt is open, she caresses his chest then she leans forward more
and kisses him again while some of her hair brushes his bare chest
which escalates his excitement. When she lets him breathe, she sits
back, rocks her hips over his leg a few more times and groans
louder.

She starts to undo his belt buckle. When his hands
interfere, she grabs them, lifts them, turns them over, and kisses
his palms. “I need to get your shirt out, besides, these belong
here,” as she slides his hands onto her breasts from the outside of
the lace straps and cries out in pleasure.

“More!!” she requests then bites her lip as he plays
with her breasts and nipples. With seemingly the greatest effort,
she gets his belt buckle undone, his pants unzipped, and his shirt
out before the growing pleasure can’t be contained as she climaxes
with another cry. He moves his hands to caress her sides and back
and she tries to bring her breathing under control while she
caresses his chest and upper abdomen.

A little later, she braces her left hand beside his
head, leans forward and kisses him again, hungrily, deeply. As he
immediately responds, her right knee moves forward between his legs
to press on his scrotum while her right hand slips under the
waistband of his underwear and caresses his erect penis. Soon, he
tries to lift his hips and groans in climax as his penis pulses
under her hand.

Her lips and tongue move to his ear to play with it
as she tells him, “Thank you lover, thank you very much.” A little
later, when he tries to gently remove her right hand, she grips his
penis more firmly and proclaims, “Mine, you touch my breasts.” His
hands move to her breasts. Soon, she’s groaning with her own
pleasure then she relaxes her grip and gently caresses him while
his fingertips softly circle her nipples. She cries out with her
climax and pulls her hand from his underwear in order to brace
herself as she slumps while she gives voice to her pleasure.

George’s hands move to her sides to keep her from
falling. A little later, Sharlene lifts her right knee from between
his legs and moves it in front of her left knee, turns herself
ninety degrees to her left, and falls back onto his left arm which
encourages him to pull her up onto his upper legs. She turns her
head to his and kisses him until they’re both panting for breath
while she snuggles closer as his arms gently tighten around
her.

Later, he asks, “Why . . . and why thank me?”

“I wanted to excite you, to please you, to give you
release. You can’t keep giving me pleasure without having some
pleasure given to you, and enough pleasure so you can enjoy a
release. I thanked you for letting me touch you to give you
pleasure and release.”

“You didn’t have to dress so provocatively. I . . . I
often have a release when I give you pleasure, or at least when my
body is capable of it.”

“No, I didn’t have to dress this way. I wanted to. I
like to feel sensuous, I like to excite you, old man, and I love to
see the desire in your eyes when you look at me. I also want to
touch you, to play with my little friend, to give you pleasure
directly and not just as a side effect of my pleasure.

“As the journey continues and grows more intimate, I
fully intend to dress to encourage the intimacy and I fully intend
to touch you more and give you more direct pleasure. Please don’t
make excuses or argue you me, I want you to freely enjoy the
pleasure as much as you allow me to freely enjoy the pleasure.” To
prevent any immediate excuse from him, she kisses him breathless.
When she has enough breath, she tells him, “Thank you, George
Greyson, for opening the wonderful world of intimate pleasure to
me.”

“Thank you . . . for allowing . . . me to.”

They rest for a number of minutes and almost doze
off. She pushes herself up and tells him, “Come, lover. Let’s get
you washed up and then we have a date in bed.” She gets up then
turns and reaches to give him a hand up.

“Before I stand up, can you slowly turn around so I
can see the gown on you?”

She smiles at his request, gathers her hair and holds
it on top of her head with her right hand, holds her left arm out,
and slowly turns all of the way around and keeps turning until her
back is to him, then she releases her hair. As she glances over her
shoulder, she enjoys seeing his wide eyed response to her hair as
it cascades down her bare back. She turns back to face him, holds
out her hands, smiles at him, and asks, “Do you like?”

“You look fantastic in it.”

She dips a short curtsy as she tells him, “Thank you,
kind sir.” As she pulls him to his feet, she slips into his arms,
stands on tip toe, sucks on his earlobe, and requests, “Make me
feel as fantastic as I look. I know you can do it, because you
almost have me there.”

He turns his head and kisses her thoroughly while his
hands caress her back over, under, and through her hair. When he
has to breathe, she’s so very tempted to drop her nightgown and
have him enter her right there. Reluctantly, she pushes down on her
desire, takes his hand, and leads him as they check the doors and
turn out the lights. She lets him wash himself along with his other
‘get-ready-for-bed’ activities.

She turns the bedroom lights up, rolls the bed covers
down to the foot of the bed, and lays down in the middle of the
bed. She spreads the skirt of her nightgown across the bed, spreads
her legs some, leans up, grits her teeth to keep herself from
expressing her anticipated pleasure, and presses the nightgown in
along the outsides of her vulva to clearly outline the texture of
her pubic area. While she pants for breath, she lays back then
reaches behind her neck to undo the top of her nightgown which is
tied at the back of her neck. Her breathing is just settling when
he comes out of the bathroom and reaches for the light switch.

She interrupts his movement and requests, “Please
leave the lights on.”

He drops his hand and starts towards the bed.

“I want to know if you think I still look
fantastic.”

“I could be half blind and honestly state that you
look fan . . . .” He eyes moving down her body open hugely wide
when they reach the junction between her legs. He steps closer,
even bends over to look closer, his hand starts to move to
investigate, her breathing speeds up at the intensity of his
looking, he looks up at her flushed face, looks back down again,
and very slowly, as though he pushes against a great weight, he
partially straightens up. He looks at her again.

She explains between panted breaths, “You saw my
nipples . . . before you touched them . . . . I wanted you . . . to
see my pubic area . . . to let you know . . . it’s there . . . for
you . . . whenever you want . . . to touch it. . . . Oh, George . .
. come touch me,” and she holds out her arms to him.

He quickly gets on the bed, lays next to her, leans
over her, and kisses her with great hunger. As he supports himself
on his left forearm, his right hand slips between the lace straps
of her nightgown and under one to fondle her left breast. When she
moves her head to verbally respond to her climax, his lips trail
down her cheek and nibble on her ear while his right hand slowly
slides across her chest to slip under the other lace strap in order
to fondle her right breast. She barely has time for a couple of
quick breaths before she cries out again. He moves his right hand
to the middle of her chest to give her a chance to recover
some.

His eyes start to travel down her body again, but
soon stop when he notices that the lace strap of her nightgown no
longer covers her left breast. He scoots back a little then pulls
his knees up to kneel next to her. Gently, his lifts the lace
straps of her nightgown and his eyes widen in surprise as he
realizes they’re not connected. He holds them up to stare at them
for awhile then he moves them down her body to reveal more of her
wonderful bare skin. As he keeps moving the straps further, she
lifts her hips as she hopes he’s going to take her nightgown off,
but he stops pulling when the tops of her hipbones are uncovered,
then he deliberately drops the straps down between her legs.

Although he isn’t directly touching her, his
movements and the way he’s partially removed her nightgown has her
trembling with excitement. When he leans over and kisses her just
below her navel, her pleasure briefly peaks. He slowly works his
way up her torso as he kisses, nibbles, and lightly tongue caresses
her skin while his hands caress her on both sides of her body. Her
pleasure seems overwhelming, but doesn’t quite overwhelm her.

Her hips lift, her legs try to reach around him, she
feels like she’s going crazy with desire because she wants him to
touch her everywhere and wants to be able to touch him everywhere.
As his hands near, then brush the edges of her breasts, her need to
breathe reduces some of her seemingly frantic efforts to touch
more, other than arching her back as she tries to get her breasts
into his hands. While the pleasure rolls into her like a tidal
wave, his kisses go between her breasts and his fingers gently
twist then rub around the sides of her nipples as though they’re
turning the volume of her pleasure even higher. Then she screams as
the climax of her pleasure goes beyond the peak . . . continues on
. . . she collapses.

He quickly moves his hands away to not push her
further as well as to keep himself from falling on her. He can feel
himself tremble as though her pleasure almost overwhelmed him also.
Slowly, he gets up, turns off the lights, carefully gets back in
bed, rolls the covers up over them, and lays on his side to look at
her, but he can only do it for moments before sleep takes over.
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While she’s surprised to see the light of dawn
streaming through his bedroom windows, Sharlene pauses then
remembers last night and almost passes out. The pleasure was sheer
ecstasy, but how she acted, what did George think of her? Not the
nightgown, that was deliberate, but bouncing her hips and trying to
get her legs around him, over him? But the pleasure!! She has to
clamp down on her memory before she lays here and begins to climax
all over again.

She starts to carefully get out of bed and is
stopped. As she wonders what stopped her, she lifts the covers just
enough to see then she has to laugh at herself for spreading her
nightgown skirt so wide that he fell asleep on top of some of it.
She lowers the covers and quickly sobers as she wonders what she
can do.

Since she’s feeling somewhat embarrassed at her
behavior last night, she’s not inclined to casually walk around in
his bedroom with nothing on. After she briefly thinks about it, she
scoots closer to him to provide some slack to the nightgown, then
she pushes herself down out of it. While she stays under the
covers, she slips off of the side of the bed and onto the floor.
She pulls the top blanket off of the bed, pulls it around her,
stands up, and goes to the bathroom, then to the guest bedroom to
get dressed.

Once she feels more comfortable, she takes the
blanket back to his bedroom and covers him. She gazes at him for
awhile and feels overwhelmed by how much he gives to her without
ever asking for anything in return except for the opportunity to
give her more. After she grabs her computer on the way to the
kitchen, she plugs it in and lets it boot up while she gets a pot
of tea going.

Her curiosity overwhelms her hesitancy as she
downloads her emotional recordings of the last two days. She
actually downloads it twice with two separate file names to double
check the recordings before she erases them from the mini-drive.
She changes the battery even though she knows she did it just a few
days ago.

Finally, she looks at the recordings and stares at
the last portion in surprise. She knew she had climaxed several
times yesterday evening, but that many times? And with that much
intensity, especially the last time? She looks at the recording in
the other file which she had saved and sees that it’s identical.
She even goes back and forth between them a few times, but she can
find no differences.

Reluctantly, she admits they’re the same so she
deletes the duplicate download. She sits back and sips her tea as
she wonders what she’s going to do. There are just too many
unanswered questions about what the recordings might reveal for her
to be able to make a decision.

Considering what Julie and Mariam thought of her
first samples, she’s afraid to find out how they’ll react to this
recording or even much of what she’s been generating with his
touch. . . . His touch. . . . He may only have two hands, but if
other men touched half as well as he did, there ought to be many
more happy women.

But that brings her back to the question of whether
it’s how he touches her or her sensitivity to being touched. Even
though the comparison of the emotional recordings suggest it has a
lot to do with her sensitivity, she’s still unwilling to dismiss
the idea that his concentration and effort in pleasing his woman,
instead of receiving the pleasure, makes a huge difference.

She’s still musing over her recordings and sipping
her tea, when he steps around the corner, holds up her nightgown,
and says, “Um, I’m sorry I feel asleep on your nightgown. I hope it
didn’t cause you too many problems.”

While she wants to rush over, but, at the same time,
she doesn’t want to even move, she gets up, walks over to him, and
says, “I’m sorry I didn’t think about where I had spread it and
what might happen.”

He hands it to her by holding it up to her as he
tells her, “Sharlene, thank you very much for wearing it. You made
me feel very special to see you and touch you while you were
wearing this gown. Thank you.” He kisses her long and tenderly.

When he needs to breathe, she hugs him and lays her
head on his shoulder. She hesitates a little then says, “George,
last night in bed, when you were kissing me and touching me, I . .
. I felt like I was acting somewhat . . . I don’t know . . . wild .
. . out of control . . .”

He gently covers her mouth with his hand, turns and
lifts her head, and looks intently into her eyes for a little while
before he says, “Sharlene, you have no reason to feel upset, or
bothered, or embarrassed, or whatever else you might be feeling
now. Question, were you enjoying yourself last night?”

“Very much, but . . . .”

His hand covers her mouth then he asks, “Were you
excited?”

“Extremely so, but . . . .”

Again his hand covers her mouth as he assures her,
“That’s all that matters. If you wanted to express your enjoyment
and excitement by turning cartwheels down the hall, go for it.
Everybody expresses themselves differently about a lot of subjects
and intimate pleasure is no different.

“The important thing is that you liked what you were
feeling, not how you expressed yourself, especially since it was
just the two of us. Now if you expressed your excitement of
intimate pleasure by wanting to physically share it with the next
person down the street that might present some social and legal
difficulties. But as long as what you do and how you express
yourself is with your intimate partner and they don’t object, then
everything you do is right and good.”

“My response didn’t bother you?”

He looks at her in surprise then proclaims, “No way!
Young lady, seeing you, hearing you, and feeling you so excited,
got me so excited, that, well, if you hadn’t have touched me to
climax earlier in the evening, I would have been between your legs
so fast, I probably wouldn’t have taken the time to move your
nightgown out of the way. As it was, I still came very close to
tossing the journey out of the window.

“Sharlene, you are the most exciting, desirable,
enticing, tempting woman I’ve ever heard of, seen, or known. And
I’m stunned, amazed, overwhelmed, and probably another dozen
adjectives I can’t think of at the moment, that you want to share
yourself with me.” He kisses her as thoroughly as he can.

When her breathing has settled, she tells him, “Thank
you. I was afraid I was acting somewhat extreme or something.”

“No. I suppose if you were feeling more excited than
you’re used to, it might have felt that way.”

“Oh, I was definitely more excited than usual and I
have the recording to prove it. But, wouldn’t you have regretted
ending the journey too soon?”

“Somewhat. There’s still more touching I would like
you to experience before we have sexual intercourse, but, well, I
guess your response last night made me think that if I was to enter
you sooner than I planned, it wouldn’t be as much of a shock to you
as I’ve been afraid it might be.”

“I think the only shock will be how fantastic if
feels.”

He hesitates then says, “Maybe, but there can be
quite a difference and it isn’t always positive in how a woman
feels about her vulva being touched, being touched between her
labia, or having her vagina entered. And a person never knows, for
sure, what it will feel like until it happens. That’s why I want to
try to continue with the journey, to get closer one small step at a
time. I want you to have the opportunity to enjoy it all. I
certainly wouldn’t want to jump a long ways ahead, find out you
didn’t like it and then miss all of the possible positive feelings
from the steps in between.”

“I understand what you’re saying and I really
appreciate your concern, especially your patience. I really don’t
know how you do it. If our roles had been reversed yesterday
evening, I would have been inside of you long before we ever got in
bed.

“I can’t thank you enough for your control and your
patience in taking me on this journey, however long it lasts. As I
told you weeks ago, if you do lose control, you’re truly welcome
inside of me and I’ll enjoy you there.” She kisses him thoroughly.
While she hugs him as he catches his breath, it takes her a moment
to figure out that she’s feeling his leg muscles trembling.
Carefully, but quickly, she guides him to a chair and helps him to
sit down.

“Thank you, . . . my lady.”

“Why didn’t you say something?”

“I didn’t realize . . . had other things . . . on my
mind.”

“You need to think of yourself more often.”

“Okay.” George pulls her head down and kisses her,
though it’s not long before he’s out of breath again.

“That isn’t what I meant and you know it.”

“True, . . . but you . . . didn’t object.”

Sharlene sits on his upper legs, snuggles up to him,
and says, “Yeah, you’re right. I guess I can’t resist you any more
than you can resist me. . . . You rest and I’ll get some breakfast
ready.” She brings him a glass of orange juice before she sees what
there is to prepare for a meal.

They clean up after breakfast and go back to the
table to enjoy a mug of tea where he tells her, “Thank you, lady.
It does feel strange to be waited on in my own home.”

“Our home. You gave me a key and told me to feel like
it was my home also.”

“You’re right and that’s what I meant when I gave you
the key.”

“I’ve wanted to move into your room, but wasn’t sure
you’re ready for me to dress in front of you or shower with
you.”

He looks at her in surprise and it takes him a few
moments to get the words out, “You have?”

She reaches over, grabs his hand, and tells him,
“Yes, I have. I know we haven’t fully made love and you haven’t
seen me completely undressed, and those are just a matter of time.
Nor are we married in a legal or religious sense, but in every
other way, we belong. I know a couple of months isn’t a long time,
but every day I spend with you only reinforces my feeling of
wanting to spend the rest of my life with you. It will be
interesting to see how we function when I go back to work, but with
your love and patience, I really don’t see how we can lose.”

“You’ve shown me a tremendous amount of patience and
love, especially considering how long it’s taken me to even begin
to accept the idea that you want me and want me to touch you.”

“As I eagerly and greedily enjoy all of the pleasure
you give me in an extremely safe and comfortable environment.”

“You mean as the most beautiful woman in the world
brings an old man back to life and gives him so much acceptance it
can resurrect a dead self-esteem.”
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Sharlene lifts his hand and kisses it, then grins at
him before she says, “I’m not going to argue with you even though
I’m completely right.”

George pulls her hand to him and kisses her palm then
begins to kiss and lightly tongue caress across her hand towards
her wrist. In a little while he asks, “And what about ‘with age
comes wisdom’?”

She gets up, pushes his chair back, straddles his
legs, tells him, “Right now you have me more interested in your
experience of how to give pleasure to a woman with desire,” and she
kisses him deeply, then hugs him tightly while his breathing
settles. “I suppose before I take up your time and energy, I ought
to ask if you had any plans for today.”

“Well, assuming we’ll go back to your place tomorrow,
I ought to get some laundry done. Or if we left later tomorrow, I
could do it tomorrow morning.”

“If you have no other plans for today, you might as
well do your laundry today and leave tomorrow more flexible. Is
there anything else?”

“Well, I’ve been feeling somewhat guilty about
hogging your attention all of this week and not setting aside time
for you to visit with Paula and Paul.”

“You haven’t been hogging me. I’ve been the one
climbing all over you. When I introduced Angelisa to Aunt Paula,
she said she was going to have to talk to you about not letting me
visit, but I quickly pointed out that if there was anyone to blame
it was me. So, no guilt, old man. Humm, I suppose I really ought to
see if they have plans for this evening and maybe offer to make
dinner for them. Yeah, otherwise I’ll feel guilty especially if we
get the Project and don’t get back up here for several weeks.”

She gets out her phone and sees there are a couple of
messages and one of them is from Paula. After she listens to it,
she says, “Interesting, Aunt Paula invited us down for dinner
tonight. Is that okay with you?”

“Sure.”

Sharlene hits a speed dial number on her phone and
when she hears the voice answer, she says, “Hello, Aunt Paula. . .
. Yes, I got your message and we would like to come. . . . Did you
want me to come early and fix dinner for you? . . .” She chuckles,
“Yeah I thought so. . . . Okay, we’ll see you later. . . . Bye.”
She disconnects the call and tells him, “Aunt Paula said that if I
fix dinner, she might consider not telling my daddy I didn’t come
visit her all week long.”

“Somehow I have the impression that’s a rather empty
threat.”

“Yeah. She knows perfectly well that Dad would just
laugh at her and then say I hadn’t called him in two weeks, whether
it was true or not. They both know I can get very wrapped up in
whatever I’m doing and forget the rest of the world. And I’ve never
had so much fun getting wrapped up in a project as I’ve had while
getting wrapped up with you.” She kisses him breathless and when
she has enough breath, she tells him, “Before I get too wound up, I
suppose I ought to see what Klara called about.”

Between panted breaths, he lets her know, “Need . . .
make trip . . . down hall.”

She gets off of him, helps him up, and after a tight
hug, she sends him on his way before she dials another number on
her phone. “Hello, Klara, it’s Sharlene. . . . Doing great. . . .
Yeah, maybe too good. . . . I’m still considering how to deal with
them. George has given me some ideas, I’d like to talk some with
you when we get together and I still want to understand some of the
technical issues better before I fully decide. . . . Okay. Sounds
good. Did you want to stay at my place? . . . That makes sense. . .
. Yes, I talked to her yesterday morning. . . . Did you two want to
come over to my place for dinner after you get in? . . . Okay,
we’ll see you then. . . . Thanks Klara, bye.” Sharlene makes a
couple of notes before she forgets, puts her phone away, goes to
look for him, and finds him starting a load of laundry.

She tells him about the phone call, “Klara will be
flying in tomorrow afternoon and has already made arrangements to
stay with Mariam so they can work on organizing the evidence for
the lawsuits and see who else they might contact about having been
a victim. I invited them to dinner tomorrow. She teased me about
whether I was generating any good emotional recordings. I told her
some were maybe too good and that I wanted to talk with her about
them and get a better understanding of the technical issues before
I decide on how I want to deal with them.”

“That sounds fine. Do you have any ideas of what to
prepare for dinner or do you want to make something here and take
it?”

“I don’t know
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