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Discovery 
 
I was a grad student working on my Ph.D in Semiconductor Physics when it all started.  

I’d decided to go for the whole thing for a number of reasons.  One, the job market sucked.  Two, 
it wasn’t costing me anything, and I was actually bringing in a little money.  Oh, three through 
twelve or so, I enjoyed what I was doing, and enjoyed teaching.  I enjoyed teaching, and I was 
good at it.  That made me popular with the faculty and the department.  Made me popular with 
the students as well, as I spoke clear English and bathed regularly...  I wasn’t popular with some 
students as I didn’t go for trading grades for drugs or STDs.  Can’t please everybody. 

 
I was working on a gadget for one of my hobbies, one that actually paid pretty well, 

which was making “art.”  Many of my recent pieces involved laser diodes, or at least LEDs and 
miniature optics.  This one was more complex than most, but I had hopes for it.  Hah, little did I 
know...  I had a rotating ring with five miniature half-silvered Porro-prism like things; they split 
a green laser beam and twisted it around as well.  When I’d found a box of the prisms at the 
surplus store, I quickly started placing them on a flat sheet of metal, illuminating the lot with the 
laser pointer I always carry with me.  Ended up with a sort of pentagram of light at the base, with 
five beams shining up.  Nice!  I had a magnetically levitated ring left over from another gadget, 
and a drive system to spin it.  Put a counter-rotating prism at the center, and I could have the 
effect of many hundreds of beams shooting into the air, going out at an angle.  Should be very 
cool, like a vase made of light. 

 
Part of the assembly was tricky, but that’s what made it fun.  Oh, thanks to my dad and 

Uncle Walt, who have been electronics nuts all their lives, I’ve got a better lab in my off-campus 
place than some of the researchers at school... 

 
Anyway, I started spinning the thing up.  I was driving the magnetic motors using an old 

HP function generator, one that can step in micro-Hertz increments if you want.  Don’t worry if 
it’s just jargon -- it’s not that important, really. 
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The second or third time I spun it up, after balancing the ring a lot better, I swept it 
slowly over a range of speeds.  The effect was indeed striking, producing an almost curved vase-
like container of green light. 

 
As the thing swept through the range I’d programmed on the generator, did I see a flash 

or something?  I narrowed the sweep range and tried again, narrower range and slower sweep.  
Yup, definitely something interesting happening at one point! 

 
It took me half an hour to narrow it down, using all the micro-stepping I had. 
 
At that magic frequency, the whole room shifted.  The green light changed from those 

beams which I knew looked curved due to the way my eyes worked, to an almost living surface.  
And the interior of that container of light took on a glow of its own.  Wild!  I fine-tuned for the 
sweet spot, not recognizing the frequency at the time (of course it’s quite obvious in hindsight). 

 
The glow from the interior was something else, a soft pale white.  It was hard to see 

through it to the other side, like I was looking into a huge distance, the inside bigger than the 
outside thing.  Just looking at it was soothing and restful.  No explanation for that pale white 
glow, either.  The green beams producing fluorescence?  In what?  No mixing medium to speak 
of, and mixing with what, besides?  Didn’t make sense, but sure was pretty. 

 
Don’t know how long I ran it that night.  I finally shut it down and went to bed.  The next 

day I ran it up again, just to make sure I’d seen the thing.  Still worked!  I cleaned off a side table 
and did my work in my lab to the combination of curved green light with a soft pale white glow. 

 
Did the same the next day as well.  I tidied up the design, doing a base that made it 

transportable.  That involved taking one of my precision timebases and breadboarding a PLL 
divider to make the thing self-contained, freeing up my HP function generator.  That took an 
evening.  Getting the magic frequency was surprisingly easy.  I used Mathematica to help with 
the divide ratios in the PLL -- I should have had a suspicion when I saw the numbers it produced. 

 
To sell in the art-show world, I’d need to skin it with an exotic wood, but it was portable 

now.  I moved it to a different table in the lab, and started using it as a reading light for studying 
and grading.  Besides the light, it produced a soft steady sound, and moved the air around a little, 
what with that ring spinning around. 

 
Watching it start up was interesting.  I had the microcontroller that ran things make sure 

the timebase was good, then load the magic numbers into the PLL and goose the motor 
sequencers.  After a few milliseconds, the green laser powers up.  Then it’s up to the motor 
PLLs, the one for the outer ring, and the one for the center deflector, to bring the motors up to 
speed.  You hear the soft sound of things accelerating, the green light going from distinct flashes 
as the beam from the inner deflector sweeps across the outer prisms to an evolving pattern as it 
gets too quick for the eye to see. 

 
Then it hits that sweet spot and the interior fills with that pale white glow, and it’s like 

you’re looking into another world.  Damn, it’s nice!  Kind of expensive for a lamp, though... 
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Challenge 
 
About a week later, after dinner as I was reviewing more lab notebooks, I was 

interrupted by the doorbell.  Really?  I headed to the other end of the house to the door. 
 
A chap in an oldish-style uniform was standing quite formally on my porch.  I started to 

ask him what he wanted, but he said, “Congratulations!” handed me a scroll with a ribbon around 
it, turned sharply, and walked away! 

 
I closed and locked the door and went back to my lab.  Sat in my chair and untied the 

ribbon.  As I unfurled the scroll, the writing on it glowed!  Either the glow or incident laser light 
was making something in the ink take off! 

 
I was Congratulated for taking the First Steps to the Mastery of Time! 
 
Now that I had Opened a Portal, I needed to Summon a Demon of Time.  To do that I 

must place a Timepiece in my Portal, the most accurate Timepiece I owned.  If it is acceptable a 
Demon of Time will appear and quiz me on it.  Should I prove myself, it will ask me what I 
wish.  At that point I must demand that it give me: A Sign, A Symbol, and Knowledge. 

 
That was the end of the scroll.  I re-read it a couple of times.  Rolled it up again. 
 
“Hah!” I muttered, looking around the lab.  I knew what my most accurate Timepiece 

was -- that was easy!  I’d helped dad design and build a bunch of them; I picked my prototype 
off the shelf and pressed the status button on its front panel.  It told me it was synchronized and 
doing fine, with fully charged batteries.  Okay, I need a way to suspend this thing, I guess.  I 
loosened one of the case screws and looped the end of a piece of twenty two gauge wire around 
the screw, soldering the wire to itself for good luck.  Don’t want this thing dropping on my art, 
and don’t want to drop it, either! 

 
“It” was a two by four by five inch enclosure with switches, connectors, and a display 

bezel on the front face, a frequency and time standard with its own internal batteries, centered 
around a miniaturized Rubidium physics package and an ovenized crystal oscillator.  I pulled the 
cord to its wall-wart AC adapter.  It chirped to let me know it was now running on batteries; the 
LCD said it would run for another 17 hours.  Good design! 

 
Another advantage to having your own place -- I stood on a chair and drove a drywall 

screw into ceiling joist, then fashioned a wire loop as a makeshift pulley.  I moved the table with 
my laser creation over a bit so it was under the loop. 

 
Stood on the chair again, threading the wire through the loop and holding my Rubidium 

clock up high.  I got down, then carefully lowered it into that pale white glow. 
 
It looked like it was shrinking, getting farther away!  I tied off the wire on a drawer knob.  

Walked around the thing as best I could.  So wild, it looked like it was twenty or thirty feet away 
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inside there!  But I could still make out the display changing, and the soft glow of the LEDs for 
Rubidium lock, crystal lock, and battery power. 

 
I was about to go get something to drink, something high octane at that, when the glow 

changed color.  An orange spot -- growing, surrounding my clock!  Orange - yellow, flickering, 
moving, alive? 

 
A voice, female and irritated came from inside the glow, “What manner of timepiece is 

this!” it said quite indignantly. 
 
“A very accurate timepiece,” I replied calmly, sitting down again. 
 
“Explain yourself, mortal!” she demanded. 
 
I started out that a timepiece, a clock, contained an energy source, an oscillator powered 

by the energy source, a counter chain connected to the oscillator, and a display connected to the 
counter chain.  Those were present in the wind-up clock in the next room, and in the clock 
present with her. 

 
The questions started -- I walked through the device architecture, talking about the 

ovenized crystal oscillator, a very accurate device itself, but subject to aging and drift.  The 
Rubidium cell provided a very stable reference, one which did not age, and that was used to 
discipline the crystal.  We talked about how the Rubidium cell worked, and the control loops 
locking that crystal to produce a stable frequency, 20 MHz, which was then divided down and 
used to drive the time display and provide reference outputs. 

 
How accurate was this timepiece, she wanted to know, how many seconds per year?  I 

shook my head -- it wouldn’t drift the equivalent of a second in a thousand years -- its short-term 
stability was measured on the order of ten to the minus twelfth power, easily.  Oh, the internal 
batteries would only last another sixteen hours, and it was sensitive to being moved, and to 
external disturbances, like any precision timepiece.  But that one had been powered up for 
around three and a half years so far and after the first three months, had not required adjustment. 

 
She had more questions -- we really got into the crystal oscillator and its design, picking 

the operating temperature so that slight shifts wouldn’t change the operating frequency, 
electronic tuning, the whole thing.  But really, it’s the Rubidium cell that holds things steady. 

 
Demon or no, she was very smart, and asked questions which told me she was listening 

and analyzing.  And did she ask questions!  I sketched out things on my whiteboard -- she could 
see it just fine. 

 
The questioning paused.  I glanced at the clock on the wall -- we’d been at it for an hour 

and a half!  And damn, it had been fun! 
 
“What do you wish, Mortal?” she asked, suddenly in a formal tone. 
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Ah, back to the script...  But after the discussion we’d had, I didn’t feel like demanding... 
 
“My friend -- thank you for visiting me, and for our discussion; I would like to have 

many more such discussions with you.  I make no demands of you.  I would like your friendship.  
I would like a Symbol, a Sign, and most of all Knowledge.”  Did I get the order right? 

 
Her light shifted again inside the container of light.  “You are most interesting,” she said 

with inflection bordering on laughter.  “Very well!” 
 
Her light flared inside the container, and she swirled out of it!  A living ellipsoid of 

orange light, a meter or so in the major axis and three quarters of a meter in the minor, and she 
swept to me, and through me!  I was enveloped in her light!  Buzzing, dizzy, so sudden, and then 
she pulled back. 

 
But I couldn’t move!  I couldn’t move at all!  I couldn’t even breathe!  I started to panic.  

Hell, I panicked!  But as I did, struggling mightily yet I didn’t even feel my heart racing, 
something caught my eye -- the clock on the wall.  It has a large liquid crystal display, digits a 
couple of inches high.  Except I wasn’t seeing the time -- I saw a single segment, then that 
segment fading, and other segments darkening! 

 
Time!  I was seeing the display multiplexing in the clock!  My time frame was 

accelerated by hundreds or thousands of times!  So I was still breathing, and probably could 
move, but it would take a relatively long “time” in my current reference frame. 

 
Thinking about time, about reference frames, that was like pulling on a thread -- 

thoughts, ideas poured into me.  The knowledge I’d asked for... 
 
Reference frames -- that was something I understood from physics.  As I thought about 

them, I felt them and changed them.  I returned to the “normal” frame. 
 
“Why did you do that?” I asked her. 
 
Her shape and light flickered; amusement.  “It is part of the ritual.” 
 
“And if I’d not found my way out?” I asked. 
 
That flickering again...  “That is also part of the ritual,” she replied. 
 
More understanding -- if I’d not figured it out, I would have died; my mind would have 

killed my body.  Yeah, kind of a rough rite of passage.  But then again, she was a Demon. 
 
“You found a different way,” she said, she asked. 
 
I sighed and shook out my hands.  I looked at them, and at her.  I was seeing anew -- I 

laughed, Ricci tensors!  I tried, reaching inside somehow, accelerating my mind just a bit.  Then 
more, until I saw the clock digits start to flip.  I returned to the reference frame. 
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“What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
I sat down; I had to.  The concept of a reference frame was new to her.  She acted on the 

thing itself -- on me, on my mind.  But I’d done something different.  Yes, I’d manipulated the 
frame, and by manipulating the frame, I manipulated all within it.  She asked more questions.  I 
could tell she was trying to grasp the idea.  I told her I could teach her, but it would take many 
hours, and I was in no condition to start that tonight.  My hands were shaking! 

 
I sensed more amusement from her, and was suffused in her living light once more.  This 

time, she did things at a pace and in a manner where I could follow, and learn.  She shifted parts 
of me in time, letting those parts rest and rejuvenate.  She also hinted at other approaches. 

 
She withdrew partially, but focused around my right hand for a moment, her light flaring 

bright then withdrawing as she moved back a bit, floating in the air once more. 
 
I raised my right hand.  I now had a ring on my right ring finger.  Smooth, so smooth, 

with a single stone in it, almost growing from it.  I knew -- I reached into that stone and it flared 
in her brilliant light, flaring from the stone and from oh so thin lines around the circumference. 

 
“Thank you,” I said, looking at her.  I knew I could call her through the ring. 
 
“We have much to learn,” she said, amusement coming through clearly. 
 
“I look forward to teaching you, and learning from you,” I replied. 
 
She swirled around and through me once more, then swirled once more into the container 

of light.  With a brief pulse, she shrank and faded from view. 
 
That pulse hit me, giving me more, overwhelming me.  I held my head in my hands as I 

leaned forward on the table, collapsing on to it. 
 
I dreamed -- or did I -- of walking through ranks of tensors, of choosing the frame I 

wished to be in, of separating from the larger enfielding frame.  Manipulating, to do so many 
things. 

 
I woke about four in the morning.  I powered things down, put my clock back on its shelf 

hooked up to power again, and went to my bedroom, collapsing on the bed still dressed. 
 
Waking to the tyranny of the alarm clock...  I got up, stripped, and showered.  At least I 

didn’t have early lab sections today!  Drying and getting dressed, I headed to the kitchen. 
 
“Stupid cunt,” I declared, looking at the case of Mountain Dew sitting on the counter and 

not in the fridge getting cold like it should be.  I loaded the cans into the fridge. 
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A thought -- I pulled out one and set it on the granite counter.  Time - entropy - mean free 
paths - temperature, all related.  I manipulated the frame around the can and its contents.  I 
picked up and opened a very cold can of Mountain Dew and took a sip.  I was mastering the 
mundane! 
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Exploring 
 
I’m a physics grad student -- I study and teach physics.  I spent time in different labs 

exploring my new talent. Drop tubes from frosh physics -- timing objects dropping under gravity.  
By varying time, I could slow the drop of an object, or speed it up.  After a bit, I could do both in 
the same tube -- wild! 

 
I did more with cooling.  My initial conclusion was that I’d been lucky that first time!  It 

was so easy to over do it and freeze things!  I got good at bringing things to temperatures which 
were close to freezing, or just below freezing.  I also tried cooling things as much as possible.  
Ten point six degrees Kelvin -- ten point six degrees above absolute zero is pretty damn cold. 

 
Heating things was harder.  Superheating a small amount of water in a sealed container is 

a good way to blow things up.  Supeheating the air in a sealed soft drink bottle does pretty well, 
too.  Supercooling the air in a sealed soda bottle on the other hand does a nice job at collapsing it 

 
I also experimented with me.  That trick of accelerating me...  I learned to accelerate and 

decelerate me.  Slightly accelerated was pretty useful.  Slowing me down so everything went by 
faster, I wasn’t sure where that would be useful.  Maybe on long plane flights, or meetings. 

 
Interesting dichotomies -- using the approach my Companion had used, accelerating me, 

that affected my mind, but not my body.  How?  Really?  Yet the approaches I used to heat and 
cool things dealt with matter, manipulating reference frames. 

 
When I tried the reference frame approach on me, I ran into that dichotomy once more.  

One flavor dealt with my mind, not my body.  I could accelerate my mind, only to be trapped in 
a body that was still operating in a “normal” reference frame.  I could also accelerate both body 
and mind, but that was a lot harder. 

 
Sitting in the dining hall at school for lunch, I cooled down my soft drink and heated my 

soup.  How the hell could I accelerate my mind, so it was working faster than my body? 
 
I thought about a kid in one of the first year labs, taking data from the drop experiment.  

She looked at me and said, “Okay, I’ve got the data and can model what’s going on, but that 
doesn’t tell me why -- why does it do that?” 

 
I told her to keep asking that question.  And if she gets an answer, please explain it to me. 
 
Sitting with my heated up soup and cooled down soda, my mind running faster than my 

body, I didn’t understand how or why either -- but I could still do it.  That would have to be 
enough for now. 
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Webs 
 
Went to a trade show at Moscone Center in San Francisco to look at new semiconductor 

technologies.  From where I am at Stanford, it’s easy; take Cal Train up to San Francisco and 
walk a few blocks from the train station to the Moscone Convention Center.  Time to read or 
reflect on the train, and a nice walk to stretch my legs. 

 
The show was good, and I came away with some ideas.  Even before my side interest 

came up, I’d been focused on photonics and semiconductor to light and back again interfaces.  I 
figured that would be a growth area for the technology. 

 
Musing about the show as I walked into the train station.  What?  I waved a hand in front 

of my face reflexively, only then realizing that the web-like thing I’d walked through was a web 
of time, something not noticeable to most! 

 
And sure enough, two folks, a man and a woman approached.  They looked to be my age, 

mid to late twenties, and I could tell they were of the same clan, time manipulators, Adepts. 
 
They approached, and while the woman smiled openly, the man tried to bind me, slip me 

into a much slowed time.  I was operating in my slightly accelerated frame, and loosened my 
frame from the surrounding one, slipping by both of them as I saw the older woman standing 
back a bit, the one running this gig.  As I walked toward her, I could tell both of the ones behind 
me were trying different things, but I wasn’t in the same frame as they were anymore, and they 
didn’t know how to deal with that. 

 
I approached the woman and extended my hand.  “I’m Rob -- what can I do for you?” 
 
She frowned.  She was trying to bind me, and it wasn’t working. 
 
“That won’t work,” I told her.  “What can I do for you?” 
 
My Friend warned me that the two behind me were going to attack, physically.  I 

accelerated and twisted my frame, rapidly changing position about two meters to the side. 
 
They charged right into their leader, knocking her down as I walked to my train.  Station 

security swarmed them.  Pity I hadn’t had the chance to peep them more. 
 
Musing on the incident while riding South -- I seemed to be a member of an ever-

growing society.  That society seemed to be hierarchical in nature; the two young ones had been 
Adepts, yet clearly subservient to the older one. 

 
Not sure I liked those politics... 
 
But then again, I had more interesting things to ponder, such as a proto house working 

with III-V group materials.  Their processes looked promising, very promising. 
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Invitation 
 
Yet another evening minding my own business, which was teaching kids physics at the 

same time I was teaching me physics.  I’d been working on suggestions from my Companion, 
that some of the approaches we used in relativistic mechanics were, as she put it, “useful 
illusions at first blush, but limiting in the long run.”  She’d given me some hints which I was 
trying to pursue with help from Mathematica on my MacBook Pro. 

 
Doorbell -- wasn’t expecting anyone. 
 
Opening the door, I certainly wasn’t expecting the very attractive young woman on my 

porch!  Ah, an Adept!  But she didn’t try anything right off the bat. 
 
“Good evening -- would you like to come in?” I offered.  It was cold out, and she wasn’t 

really dressed for it, wearing a dress more appropriate for a warm Spring day, or for seducing a 
grad student?  Was that being optimistic?  Aha, a scroll in one hand?  Yes, she’s an Adept! 

 
“Thank you,” she replied, stepping inside. 
 
I closed the door.  “I’m Rob, but I think you know that.” 
 
She smiled, nodding a bit.  “I’m Charlene.  This is for you, but we can talk about that 

later,” she said, handing me the scroll but not letting go of it, holding my hand, pulling me closer 
as she tilted her head to one side a bit, closing her eyes part way. 

 
I can take hints like that...  I held her gently as we kissed.  She was warm and delicious. 
 
I let her take the lead, and I liked where she was going -- encouraging my hands to 

explore, which I did gently. 
 
She moved fast -- moving into the family room area, unbuttoning her own blouse then 

running a hand under my pullover shirt and down over my rapidly hardening cock.  We moved 
from sitting on the couch kissing and feeling each other, slipping out of what clothes we had, to 
sitting on the floor on a couch cushion, me on the bottom with her sitting in my lap grinding 
against me. 

 
She moved up a bit and lined me up with her entrance, moving the head of my cock 

around to pick up her glorious lubrication.  “Look in my eyes,” she whispered. 
 
As I did, she started sliding us together, and accelerated me.  That had the effect of 

drawing out the incredible sensation of sliding into her from a second or two to a minute or more 
of intense pleasure.  I moaned as she brought me back to a normal frame as we bottomed out. 
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We were naked, except for my ring, and except for the necklace she wore, a small gold 
ornament on a gold chain, hanging at the tops of her full breasts.  Looking at it, I knew -- it was 
the Symbol of her Demon, just as the ring was mine! 

 
The look she gave me was pure triumph.  A voice in the back of my head explained why -

- this was a particularly good technique with males.  By the time we reached orgasm, I would be 
defenseless and so open to suggestion...  I saw how that would work, and how good it would be... 

 
I held her hips, pulling her closer, separating my reference frame slightly, so I had control 

but hopefully not alarming her that I’d gotten away.  It was like she’d be pushing at an angle, 
still moving me, just not at all as far as she expected. 

 
She rode us deliciously.  I accepted hints from my Companion on how to hold and 

squeeze her, when to bite her neck or squeeze her nipples.  That brought her to the edge with me. 
 
We were leaned apart a bit, her hands on my shoulders, my hands on her breasts, our eyes 

locked together.  I felt it, moaning and stiffening up as that point of inevitability arrived.  Her 
smile of triumph grew, and she tried to push me, oh it would have been glorious, having that 
stretched out in subjective time...  But I only stretched a bit, focusing on her, and as she hit the 
edge, I took her there, guided by my friend, accelerating her, stretching her out oh so much, 
squeezing her nipples and rolling them, looking into her eyes as she moaned and shook, quaking 
all around me.  I rocked my hips as I filled her, doing everything I could to increase her pleasure. 

 
I drew her back to the real world, drawing her closer, her head on my shoulder, holding 

her close.  I cradled her, rocking her side to side slightly.  “You are a beautiful woman,” I 
whispered.  “You don’t need to do anything you don’t want to do.  You are not owned by or 
subservient to anyone.  You don’t have to obey the commands of others.  And you are safe in my 
arms.  I will not hurt you.  You can rest in my arms.”  I held her close.  Closing my eyes, it was a 
different feeling, being protective.  It was a good feeling, drifting in the afterglow holding her. 

 
After a while she started sitting up, raising her head.  She looked to me with such a 

complex expression -- joy, sadness, wonder, I don’t know what.  I kissed her forehead and 
cradled her head back on my shoulder, rocking her once more.  She held me with more energy 
and kissed my neck. 

 
This time when she sat back it was with a more wistful smile.  She sighed and said, “I 

should be going.” 
 
I held her hips, pulling her closer, still inside her.  “You could spend the night,” I 

suggested. 
 
Her hips rocked involuntarily in response.  “Not tonight...” she sighed with a smile. 
 
More seriously, I added, “You are welcome here whenever you want...  I’ll hold you.” 
 
Her chin wobbled and she held me fiercely.  I held her close and rocked her again. 
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But she got up.  We cleaned up, she got dressed, and with more hugs and kisses, she left. 
 
After cleaning up the room, I sat down and opened the scroll.  I was “Summoned” to a 

gathering a week from Friday at an address in Menlo Park, 6 P.M.  No phone number or RSVP -- 
guess I was just expected to be there.  Think I’ll go anyway.  Hope they’re going to feed me. 
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Musing 
 
I mused on these varied and sundry happenings.  From the original Congratulatory scroll 

through to my Summons, it would seem there is a society of similar, of Adepts.  And they 
certainly know where the hell I am and who I am. 

 
Similars, yet...  In both incidents, they had tried to manipulate me, my mind, directly.  At 

the train station, an attempt at capture, or at least delay, by slowing my mind.  With Charlene, 
accelerating my mind to draw out the incredible pleasure we shared, to overwhelm me with 
pleasure -- as I’d done to her, turning the tables. 

 
Most of my “work” in this area was manipulating frames, which also dealt with any 

matter in the frame.  The kitchen cabinets, fridge and freezer as superb examples.  I did frames, 
not people. 

 
Oh, I kept myself in a slightly accelerated frame, so I did do people.  And I did Charlene, 

taking sauce for the gander and using it on the goose, to bend a metaphor. 
 
The train station -- I’d walked into a trap.  That’s bad form. 
 
What to do, as a defense?  Staying orthogonal, that’s bad form as well.  Had the feeling 

when I was orthogonal I’d stand out to anyone with polarized lenses, let alone to Adepts.  But the 
hinge trick -- allowing my brane, my reference frame to pivot on sort of a cotangent or log-law...  
That felt like a good solution for now.  An attacker would push on me, and seemingly succeed.  
I’d feel the push, limited and greatly reduced by the mapping.  And staying in the slightly 
accelerated frame still felt like the right thing to do, effectively giving me a standing edge over 
the House... 

 
I could spot Adepts at a distance.  I assumed they’d be able to spot me just the same. 
 
Slightly amused confirmation, adding that paying attention helped a great deal. 
 
But how to spot things?  Could I spot them, like the web I’d walked into at the train 

station? 
 
I received a satisfied thought that yes indeed, I could, and I would. 
 
I smiled, as I also felt satisfaction and pride in our friendship.  I lifted the ring to my lips 

and kissed it.  “Now watch my ass,” I told it. 
 
I felt amusement, and agreement. 
 
Okay, I was likely safe, but how about my abode?  The critical item for this escapade was 

the gadget, my swirling laser beam device, what the scroll called a Portal.  I need to protect or 
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hide it, do something with it...  It was almost cleaned up enough for the art show circuit.  I hadn’t 
decided on its final dress. 

 
Looking around the front room...  I saw it and laughed low.  Perfect!  And Uncle Walt 

would approve.  Hide it in plain sight -- hide it in absurdly plain sight! 
 
I loved Uncle Walt.  He was a character.  He’d built this place after finishing at Stanford.  

Never was clear if that “finishing” included one or more degrees... 
 
After my first year at Stanford, living in the dorms, I had a wonderful screw-up with the 

administration.  They lost my dorm request for the next year, and we didn’t find out about it until 
the last minute.  So I ended up moving in with Uncle Walt, living with him in his wild bachelor 
pad.  I think my mom, his sister, was appalled.  And my dad was secretly cheering... 

 
Walt and I got along great.  He actually helped me with classes, as well as with a lot of 

other stuff.  And I helped him.  Then he vanished two years later, everything held in trust for me. 
 
It took me about two hours to cut the wooden base I needed and give it a couple spray-on 

coats of black lacquer.  An hour to dry under the fans and UV lights, and it was ready to go. 
 
It looked wonderfully absurd, fitting in beautifully.  Walt, wherever you are, I love you! 
 
Now, what should I wear to this shindig? 

 
END of Part 1 

Rev 2011/08/28 
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Challenges 
 
The place in Menlo had a gate -- I’d checked it out on Google Earth.  The gate had a 

dude, and the dude opened the gate as I drove up.  Guess I’m expected. 
 
I’d dressed semi-formal grad student/faculty style, sports coat over a dress shirt with 

button-down collar, reasonable dress pants and shoes.  I parked my wheels in the midst of 
BMWs, Lexi, and Mercedes.  Crowd had coin, I guess.  Thinking about it, plenty about my new 
talents could be leveraged for making coin. 

 
A warning tingle from my friend -- I was in my usual slightly accelerated frame; I 

decoupled my frame a little more.  That made it far easier for me to pivot or go completely 
orthogonal, a good defensive posture. 

 
I walked up to the massive double doors and knocked.  The door opened and I stepped 

inside. 
 
Ornate entranceway.  The door dude was the one who had handed me the initial scroll!  

“Good to see you again,” I offered.  I could now recognize him as an Adept. 
 
He closed the door and turned to the group of people gathered twenty or thirty feet away 

at the other end of the large room and called out, “The Youngling.” 
 
Not a fucking auspicious introduction, but I’ve had worse...  A male voice from the other 

end called out, “Let him approach, if he can!” 
 
I contemplated flipping them the bird and walking out.  An amused voice in my head told 

me to go with it for a while.  Okay. 
 
As I took a step I sensed the trap another two steps ahead, a time-trap that was meant to 

catch me, to slow me to immobility.  But orthogonal branes by definition have a zero cross 
product -- they don’t interact.  I went orthogonal and stepped through the challenge without 
breaking stride.  Some of the clowns were trying to throw things at me, but they couldn’t quite 
find me, even though they could see me. 

 
I stood in front of the lead.  He wore a suit sans tie, a gold chain showing with an ornate 

thing hanging from it.  Got it -- looking around, all of them had similar chains.  Recognized the 
trio from the train station, and of course Charlene, standing in the back, who looked down as I 
tried to make eye contact.  The things hanging on the chains were symbols of their Companions. 

 
I gave him the same look I’d give a freshman who’d just dropped an air track in the lab. 
 
He looked at me, regathering his cojones, and called out, “Show your Symbol, if you 

have one!” 
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I raised my right hand so all could see the ring.  Put a little extra into the final lifting 
motion and presenting the back of my hand to them; hope it was appreciated.  My Friend helped 
by flaring the ring, light streaming out of the stone and the circumference, dancing about the 
room then fading. 

 
As the light faded and I lowered my hand, a guy to the left of the lead clown threw 

another one at me -- the guy from the train station.  I gave his frame a vicious inertial twist; he 
landed on the floor on his ass, hard.  I never even glanced his way. 

 
“Very well,” the lead admitted.  “We will proceed with the Invocation and Calling!” 
 
People arranged themselves into a circle.  Okay, I could identify groups, like the gal from 

the train station and her two, a stern looking older man, thin, with Charlene and another fine 
looking young woman, a buxom woman with two young women, all of them giving me the eye. 

 
The door dude approached, his chain now visible on his chest.  He extended a hand and I 

gave him a warning glance.  He paused and smiled.  “If you would please step over here, Sir,” he 
offered.  I nodded and replied, “Thank you,” as I moved to the indicated spot; I saw the lead 
turkey frown.  Glad he’s enjoying it. 

 
Twenty eight, counting me.  The ceremony started.  More like a circle jerk.  The older 

guy heading up Charlene’s group held out his right hand and bellowed, “Demon!  I command 
you, show yourself!”  And this little thing about the size of a hen’s egg appeared in his hand, 
glowing?  All that noise, for that?  The young gal next to him held out her hand, and with a little 
hesitation called out more or less the same thing.  A smaller Demon appeared.  Charlene’s turn.  
Our eyes met and I smiled, trying to give her confidence.  She smiled back, and her voice rang 
out.  A speck of light about the size of a quarter appeared in her hand. 

 
On to the next senior, who produced another egg-sized apparition. 
 
And so on through the group.  Size indicating strength of demon, I’d guess?  A voice in 

my head acknowledging that as correct, but watch -- the door guy did his, and produced one 
about the size of a goose egg!  And he tended the door?  Interesting! 

 
Last up was our host.  He held out his right hand and gave a longer blowhard invocation, 

producing an apparition about the size of an orange, flickering, almost like flames coming from 
it, and producing a slight hissing sound. 

 
I looked around the crowd, all of them holding bits of light.  Some of them looked more 

vibrant, more active than others.  I got the feeling that some of the Demons were just hanging 
around, and a few were connected with the people holding them.  I got a feeling of correctness 
on that, and the thought that it was our turn. 

 
I smiled and sighed.  I held both hands in front of me, cupping palms.  “My Friend,” I 

requested simply, “If you please...” 
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She appeared -- larger than I’d seen her before, almost two meters high!  Flickering, 
dancing flames of light filling the room, sound rumbling, thundering, and shaking the walls! 

 
I felt joy from her, joy at being here, joy at showing herself, joy in dancing before fellow 

Demons, joy in their camaraderie.  Most heartening to me, though, was the joy I felt from her for 
our friendship, for being with me. 

 
She moved to the middle of the circle and danced, swirling and filling the room with light 

and sound.  With a final flicker and rumble, she returned to me, but rather than return to my 
cupped hands, she swirled around me, enveloping me and finally fading from view. 

 
I was smiling from ear to ear, so happy.  I dropped my hands and looked across the circle. 
 
The lead lifted his hand and his Demon to the Symbol on his chest; all around the circle 

followed, symbolically putting them back. 
 
And what a flawed, egocentric symbolism that was!  To me, the symbol I wore on my 

hand was a symbol of our friendship, not one of possession or control! 
 
Was he going to speak again?  He was trying to regain composure.  The buxom woman 

cleared her throat; the one from the train station stared at him. 
 
“A moment, please,” he offered.  The heads of the individual groups conferred with him 

off in a corner.  Some heated words, good! 
 
They took their places once more.  The lead looked around, cleared his throat, and 

intoned, “We welcome you to our Circle.” 
 
After a pause, the woman from the train station prodded him by calling out, “As?” 
 
He looked to her and shook his head.  He looked to me again.  “Sir, I offer my apologies 

for the manner in which you have been treated.  Our usual practice is to welcome a new member 
as an Acolyte to serve under a Master for a period of time.”  He looked around the circle, an 
intense look as he shook his head.  “With what you have shown here, I can not and will not call 
you, bind you as an Acolyte!  I, as Master of this Circle, welcome you as a Master in your own 
right!  I welcome you and ask you to please join us, accept us, and share with us.  And again, if 
not speaking for the Circle, at least for myself, please accept my apologies.” 

 
Glancing around the circle, agreement and dissension.  Charlene was thrilled.  Her 

superior not so much.  The gal from the train station was clearly pissed.  The buxom one?  
Smiling, but an edge to that smile. 

 
I looked to our host.  I was still smiling.  I nodded to him.  “Thank you for your 

invitation, and your apology.  While I have mastered some things, I still have much to learn, as 
do we all.” 
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“Indeed,” muttered the door guy, still standing to my right. 
 
I looked to him.  He extended a hand, saying, “David.” 
 
I shook his hand.  “A pleasure to see you once again, David -- thank you for leading me 

down the rabbit hole!” 
 
He laughed. 
 
That started a round of introductions, working around the circle.  Some introductions 

were warm and heartfelt, others less so.  A few were cold -- the woman from the train station, 
Beverly, and Charlene’s senior, Rolf.  Denise, the buxom one, gave me quite the hug, as did 
Dana and Alice, her two young ladies! 

 
Last was Peter, the ringleader, or make that Circle leader.  We shook hands, then hugged.  

He looked at me and said with emotion, “I’ve got a lot to learn.” 
 
He gave a signal and the doors at the back of the room opened.  We went into another 

larger room, almost a ballroom, set up with tables and chairs. 
 
Alice and Dana grabbed me, taking me to a small table.  Denise joined us, of course, 

filling the table 
 
Waiters and waitresses brought around glasses of champagne.  I took the hint and didn’t 

take a sip yet.  Good guess, Peter stood up and called, “To growing the Circle!  Welcome, Master 
Robert!” 

 
With that I took a sip, mentioning to the table, “I prefer Rob -- I’m only ‘Robert’ when 

I’m in trouble.” 
 
Denise smiled and offered, sotto voce, “You’re not out of the woods just yet, darling...” 
 
The champagne was warm.  I set my glass down, and taking a breath, chilled it to my 

liking.  Took another sip -- much better. 
 
Denise freaked out!  “Do that again, slower please!” she insisted, offering me her glass.  I 

put my hands on either side of it, about an inch away.  All three of the ladies touched my hands.  
I chilled hers.  I repeated the process with Alice’s and Dana’s glasses. 

 
Denise shook her head, smiling, “I know you did something, but I still do not understand 

what you did!  Can you explain?  Please!” 
 
I smiled and waited for the waitress to deliver salads to the table.  As I picked up my 

salad fork, I offered, “I’m a physics grad student -- I used my understanding of thermodynamics, 
interpretations of classical physics to change the entropy in the system, which has the side effect 
of reducing the temperature.” 
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Alice frowned, tilting her head and asked, “Explain that, again?” 
 
I chuckled and shook my head.  “I’m afraid you need a few years of physics and math...  

But another way of looking at it, all the molecules are wiggling around.  Their wiggling is a 
function of, among other things, temperature.  So if you slowed them down, slowed down time 
so they ...”  A voice in my head cautioned me against mentioning reference frames or anything to 
do with reference frames... “so they looked to be moving slower, as a side effect of that, they 
become cooler.  That’s an approximation, anyway.  Does that help?” 

 
Alice nodded, furrowed brow still.  “I think so...” 
 
As we enjoyed a nice Caesar salad, I asked, “What’s the plan tonight?” 
 
Denise shook her head.  “After what you did already?  After the main course we’ll have 

introductions, going round the Circle, with you last.  Normally, bringing a new Acolyte into the 
Circle, that’s when you’d be bound to a Master.  I think some people are going to be 
disappointed tonight...  I would suggest you stick close to us, or to Peter though.” 

 
“Thanks, I’ll do that.  I understand why Beverly is pissed at me, after the train station, but 

why Rolf?” 
 
Denise rolled her eyes, then leaned closer.  “Darling, his Charlene is supposed to be 

superb at ... what she does.  He claims you’ve broken her, made her useless!  What did you do?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Perhaps a discussion for later, a more intimate discussion?” 
 
Hands squeezed my thighs under the table. 
 
Dana mentioned they lived in old Palo Alto, about a mile and a half from me, and closer 

to school! 
 
I muttered that every one seemed to know a lot about me already. 
 
Didn’t know nearly enough, added Denise as she finished her champagne. 
 
Our salad plates were taken away.  Bottles of white and red wine were delivered to each 

table. 
 
I saw Alice looking at the white wine bottle.  She reached for it. 
 
I reached for her.  “Wait -- not the whole bottle!  Put some in a glass, and try that.  Here,” 

I pulled over a tray and table they’d been using to clear plates.  We poured a glass of white wine 
and put it on the table.  I rested a hand on her shoulder.  “Okay, but just slow it down a little bit -
- just a little.  Give it a try.” 
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She concentrated...  She took a breath, shook her head, and tried again, such furious 
concentration.  She stopped, looked up in the air, took a couple of breaths, then looked at the 
wineglass and did it! 

 
Of course she overdid it, and the glass shattered as the wine froze, suddenly expanding.  

The tray now had a shattered wineglass and a frozen chunk of white wine. 
 
“I did it!” Alice shrieked.  “I did it!”  She reached for the chunk of wine, which had 

turned frosty white. 
 
I grabbed her hand.  “No,” I said sternly.  I took my cloth napkin and dabbed a corner in 

my water glass.  I touched the wet corner to the frozen chunk of wine and picked up the chunk 
now stuck to the napkin.  I showed it was securely attached, then lowered it to the tray. 

 
“I said just a little -- you supercooled it.  It froze, expanding and shattering the glass.  It’s 

so cold now that the water on my napkin instantly froze to it.  If you’d picked it up, you would 
have lost your fingertips, at least!  This takes practice!  I was really lucky the first time I did it!” 

 
Alice was a little subdued, but not much.  “But I did it!” she repeated. 
 
“And practicing together, you can learn how to do it without wiping out as much 

stemware,” I suggested. 
 
Alice looked me in the eyes and growled, “I’ll practice with you any time...” 
 
Denise and Dana laughed.  “We’ll all practice with you,” Denise confirmed. 
 
I took Alice’s hand.  “And once you’ve gotten it down, you need to teach others.  Right?” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “You bet!”  She looked to Denise, shaking her head a little and 

said, “They didn’t have a fucking clue!” 
 
Dana turned beet red.  I looked to Denise. 
 
She took my hand and said, “Some in our Circle thought we’d found another youngling, 

an innocent to be bound and trained -- even after what you did at the train station, and whatever 
you did to Charlene.” 

 
I shook my head.  “I took her into my heart, holding and protecting her,” I whispered. 
 
Oh the look on her face!  Almost tears?  “Darling, I don’t know whether I should drag 

you home with us, or push you out the door screaming at you to run for your life...” 
 
“Would Sir prefer the beef or the fish?” interrupted a waitress by my side. 
 
“The beef, please, medium rare if it isn’t a bother,” I replied. 
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Dana put a hand on my shoulder.  “You don’t belong here -- you’re nice to people!” 
 
I smiled.  “I hope some of the Circle share that fault?” 
 
She shook her head.  “Not enough!  Got to watch your back all the time with some of 

them!” she grumbled. 
 
“You watch mine, and I’ll watch yours?” I suggested only mildly lewdly. 
 
“Oh yeah,” she growled, fingering the back of my neck. 
 
As suggested, after the main course (which was nicely prepared and presented), we went 

around the Circle with brief introductions. 
 
I was trying to pick up the pattern, and the lead in to this whole thing.  A lot of the 

Masters were in financial roles -- brokers, dealers, that kind of thing.  A few lawyers, Beverly 
was one, but no science types.  The acolytes, all over the map -- Charlene worked in admin at 
Stanford, as did Dana.  Alice was a nurse at El Camino Hospital, where Denise was an 
administrator.  David worked for Peter, managing the estate.  He mentioned a background in 
finance.  Peter was last, working in finance and commercial real estate, another attorney. 

 
Denise motioned for me to stand.  Some of the folks had been difficult to hear.  Me, I’m 

at home at the front of a lecture hall trying to keep kids awake and interested enough to learn. 
 
“I’m Rob Cunningham; Robert is reserved for formal occasions.  I’m a Ph.D. student in 

semiconductor physics at Stanford.  When I’m not doing my own research, or taking classes, I 
teach.  I really, really enjoy teaching.  I’ve got a lot to learn -- thank you for inviting me into 
your Circle.”  With that I sat my ass down. 

 
Mild applause; Denise raised her wineglass to me.  “Nicely done -- blissfully brief and 

save the details for those who really want to know.” 
 
Yeah, that I didn’t understand at all, how did these people get into this particular kink?  I 

shook my head. 
 
“What is it?” Alice asked. 
 
“So many things about this I don’t understand,” I told her. 
 
“Just be careful,” Dana cautioned me. 
 
We were having dessert; I skipped coffee.  Denise snorted, “Thought so...” 
 
“What?” I asked. 
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“Rolf just left, and Beverly is packing up.” 
 
I shook my head and had a sip of water. 
 
A while later, I needed to use the loo.  David pointed the way.  When I returned, Peter, 

David, Denise and crew, and one of the other friendlies, Albert and crew were talking. 
 
Denise spoke up.  “Rob, we’re concerned.  We’re concerned one of the others may try 

something juvenile.  Take Alice and Dana home with you, for the weekend at least.” 
 
As I stood there nodding numbly, David spoke up. 
 
“I’m going to watch your property as well,” he offered, looking to Peter, who nodded. 
 
I don’t know what I’d expected from the evening, but not this!  I started asking about 

things for Alice and Dana, overnight bags, but Denise pushed us out the door, saying, “Go!  Go!  
I’ll bring things over later!” 

 
Out to my little car and on the road back home.  Alice was in the front seat, Dana in the 

back.  “How did you two get into this?” I asked as we left Peter’s estate. 
 
Alice sighed.  “They found me as a sensitive two years ago?  Kinda like what you ran 

into at the train station?  All of us spend time trolling for more.  They’d set up a test area and I 
responded.  I’m so lucky I ended up with Mistress Denise...  She’s taught me so much!  And 
Dana joined soon after I did, and ended with us.  We studied together, and...  How did you get 
through the Trial?  Who taught you?” 

 
I shook my head.  “You mean questioning by my Friend?  I did it. Why?” 
 
She looked shocked.  “You didn’t have anyone teaching you?  We studied, and practiced 

for months and months!  I mean, we didn’t want to die!  But you like did it, on your own?” 
 
I nodded.  “David delivered a scroll outlining the process.  That’s all.” 
 
“But...  But how did you Call?  Don’t tell me you did that on your own?” 
 
A warning to be careful on this one but be truthful.  “I did it on my own.  It was an 

accident, believe me!” 
 
“Some accident!” Dana chimed in from the back seat. 
 
“You made it through the Seven Questions on your own!” Alice called out. 
 
“Seven?  I was grilled for an hour and a half!  One of the best oral exams I’ve ever been 

through!” I told them. 
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“Wow -- and you lived!” Dana encouraged. 
 
“So far...”  I held up my right hand and wiggled my ring. 
 
“That was so cool, the way your ring lit up,” Dana told us. 
 
“Yeah, that’s when I knew you were the real thing, like Mistress suspected,” Alice added. 
 
“She did?” I pried. 
 
“Oh yeah -- she’d been talking to Master Peter,” 
 
“Arguing is more like it,” Dana interjected. 
 
“Yeah, arguing, talking, but she knew part of what was up.  She knew that you trashed 

Mistress Beverly’s test in San Francisco, and then when Master Rolf went off the wall, we knew 
something must have happened -- we didn’t know if he’d sent Charlene or Jenny, and we didn’t 
know he sent you the Summons.  You...  You really did Charlene?  You broke her?” 

 
I sighed and shook my head.  “I didn’t ‘break’ anyone.  Charlene tried to take me, to take 

me with pleasure.  Didn’t work, and I did the same to her, but as I did, I held her, cherished her, 
and protected her.  And when I brought her back I held her close and told her she was safe in my 
arms.  I told her she was a beautiful woman, and didn’t have to follow the orders of anyone.  I 
held her and told her she was safe.” 

 
The sighs I heard -- I probably had wet spots on my seats... 
 
“Yeah, that would do it,” Dana sighed from the back seat. 
 
Glancing over to Alice, the look I got from her -- such hunger! 
 
“So, what’s the usual program?  Someone trips over you, you get identified as an 

sensitive or Acolyte or whatever.  You study, and eventually Call your own Demon,  then what?” 
 
“Yeah, more or less like that.  Once you’ve Called successfully, and some of us take a 

few times to do it, then you’re part of the full Circle, and get to sit for dinner rather than serve 
it,” Alice explained. 

 
“Oh, the waiters and waitresses were Acolytes still studying?” I asked. 
 
“Oh yeah -- the good looking women were Master Peter’s.  He and Mistress Beverly 

were up for the next Acolyte -- you would have gone with one of them if you hadn’t made 
everyone shit their pants,” Dana summarized. 

 
I laughed, as did Alice.  But bound to Beverly?  How?  I didn’t want to know... 
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“How long are you an Acolyte?” 
 
Sighs from both of them.  “It depends,” Alice said dejectedly.  “At least a year or two.  

Some say it’s based on skills and competency.  For some, maybe.  But some just get off on 
having slaves.” 

 
“Mistress has said that she knows she’s going to be releasing at least one of us by June.  I 

believe her,” Dana challenged from the back seat. 
 
“I know,” Alice sighed. 
 
“Then what?” I followed up. 
 
Alice shook her head.  “Study, learn, grow.  We can go to another Circle, stay here, take 

Acolytes of our own -- if we can afford them.” 
 
“What’s that mean?” 
 
“Oh, we live with Mistress.  We work, but she makes us put most of our money into 

savings.  When we’re not working, or playing, we go out and troll.  We haven’t found anyone in 
months.  Nobody has -- you’re the first, in San Francisco, and you got away, big time!” 

 
That could be an okay system; expenses were so high in the Valley.  I’d lucked out -- 

Uncle Walt’s trust providing me a place to live.  Perfect for the bachelor with unusual tastes. 
 
“You both know you’re going into a bachelor pad,” I warned them. 
 
“We’ll take our chances,” Dana replied, running fingers through the hair at the back of 

my head. 
 
Pulling on to my street, I could see a car in my driveway.  “This might mean trouble,” I 

muttered, reaching for my phone. 
 
“I think that’s David!” Alice told me. 
 
Getting closer, yes it was.  He moved out of the driveway so I could park in the garage.  I 

had a two-car garage with room for one car.  He parked on the non-car side of the driveway so I 
could get out if need be. 

 
What did I expect?  I’d brought dates home before, and spent the night other places, but...  

I did a whirlwind tour.  Alice announced she’d be sitting up, did I have any tea?  I showed her 
more where things were in the kitchen.  She started the kettle heating and gave me a hug, telling 
me she’d be in later. 
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Going to bed with Dana?  I was still scattered, all over the place.  She was the one who 
was calm, compassionate, and passionate.  Oh, initially I held her, I clung to her.  She helped me 
unwind and we made gentle love, snuggling together after. 

 
Middle of the night cool skin and warm lips, cool hands running over me, hot thighs and 

sliding into hot, wet heaven.  Alice felt needy and driven, kissing hungrily as she rode us, not 
slowing down until she collapsed on top of me.  Even then, she pulled me to a nipple and held 
me, rocking us to sleep. 

 
Waking in the morning to the bed moving some, still being held, not opening my eyes 

and taking a deep breath through my nose as I enjoy a rapidly tightening nipple. 
 
Taking that deep breath, I smelled bacon! 
 
Another body sliding in behind me, cool skin touching mine, hands running over us.  

“Breakfast in a few minutes,” Dana whispered.  Then, “Mmmm, that looks nice -- my turn?” 
 
Alice worked away a bit as Dana turned me to my back and to her, holding me to her.  

She did something, putting a hand at the back of my head, holding me just so, an incredible 
sensation.  I held on as best I could as she whispered to me. 

 
We got up and got dressed; I put on sweats and didn’t bother with anything on my feet.  I 

brushed my teeth, washed my face, and brushed my hair before wandering into the kitchen. 
 
Denise was there!  She was dressed casually, but still beautiful, standing at the stove 

doing eggs.  My kitchen table was set for four, even with glasses of orange juice poured! 
 
“Good morning!,” Denise greeted me.  “How are we doing this morning?” 
 
“Great,” I told her, “I guess we survived the night?” 
 
She frowned a bit.  “We had someone drive by a little after two.  They didn’t stop.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “Rolf?  Or one of the others?” 
 
She nodded and smiled. “Rolf.  Peter had a chat with him, and will be speaking to 

Beverly this morning.” 
 
Breakfast was wonderful, sitting once more with three lovely women.  Eggs, toast, bacon, 

juice -- and I didn’t have to fix it!  We talked about my nominal schedule, I’m not sure why.  I 
didn’t have a lot of time that I spent “goofing off,” even if you considered preparing for the art 
shows as semi-non-productive.  I had another show coming up in a couple of weeks, and 
expected to sell a bunch of stuff, which meant I had to finish a bunch of stuff!  Denise said I 
might be getting some help.  I looked at Dana and Alice, who smiled. 
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I’m not sure how it happened.  After breakfast, standing up and stretching as Alice and 
Dana cleared the table, Denise took my arm in hers. 

 
She led me to the bedroom and pulled me into a kiss.  She pulled me into an incredibly 

soft and gentle kiss.  She encouraged my hands to explore, as she explored me.  She felt so soft, 
so smooth.  Her breasts felt like the softest pillows, yet firm, and her nipples felt so inviting... 

 
I was sitting on the edge of my bed, naked, watching her undress.  Beautiful, so beautiful, 

so pale, so soft, so full.  She stepped close to me, sliding a hand to the back of my head and 
pulling me to one of her pillow-soft breasts.  She did it to me, stretching me out, making that 
incredible sensation last so long... 

 
On my back on the bed, her body sliding over me, so cool and soft, except for the heat 

radiating from her loins.  Her weight settling on top of me, so comforting and so arousing at the 
same time, sliding us together as she held me to a nipple.  She had me in another world, another 
dimension.  There was nothing but her, the smoothness and softness of her skin, her breast filling 
me, her heat holding and encouraging me to push deeper.  Our orgasm was smooth yet intense, 
flowing and joining, melding into being held, my mind going blank in her glow. 

 
Coming back to being held still, holding her and bursting into tears.  I don’t know why, 

but I held her and cried.  She held me, suckled me, her hand at the back of my head letting me 
relax and open up, letting so many things happen.  She kissed me on the forehead, sending 
quakes through me.  She held me, cradling and comforting, dissolving me into her once more. 

 
I woke up alone in bed.  What happened?  I thought I’d made love before, before Denise.  

What she did...  I go up, cleaned up, dressed, even straightened the bed. 
 
Walked into the kitchen.  Alice and Dana were sitting at the table; the kitchen was 

cleaner than I’d seen it in a long time. 
 
They looked at me, stood, and held me.  They held me between them, and I held them, 

my eyes closing.  Holding, rocking slightly, they whispered to me.  That’s what happens, they 
whispered to me, that’s what happens with everyone she touches.  How they love to be held by 
her, and how much they enjoyed holding me, and me holding them.  They knew it wasn’t the 
same, but we could try... 

 
Sitting down at the kitchen table, Dana handed me a cold can of Mountain Dew.  I took a 

sip, looking at them, shaking my head as I sat the can down.  “What a trip!” I sighed. 
 
They chuckled, rubbing my back.  “You’re taking this really, really well,” Dana offered. 
 
I looked at them.  I didn’t know what to say.  If Denise had walked into the room I would 

have been on my knees in front of her, holding her. 
 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 27 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

Looking around, on one counter I saw some red plastic cups and some white Styrofoam 
cups, some of them split and misshapen...  That brought me back -- to the real world?  I looked at 
Alice, smiling.  “You practiced? You’ve got it?  You ready to teach others, starting with Dana?” 

 
Alice gave me the most curious look, sighing and taking one of my hands on both of hers. 
 
She nodded, starting to explain.  “I practiced for hours.  I can chill things, or freeze them, 

oh, from twenty or thirty feet away at least.  At one point I put some cups out on the curb and did 
them from inside the house.”  She shook her head.  “I also  learned, taught myself how to heat 
things.  That’s harder.  You can probably explain why.”  She sighed again. 

 
Such a pensive, troubled look...  “But?” I asked. 
 
She smiled slightly, nodding.  “I can cool things down, or freeze them.  I cooled a cup of 

water so cold that the Styrofoam cup it was in disintegrated; it took quite a while for that chunk 
to thaw.  I’d bet that was below liquid Nitrogen temperatures?  That’s what I’ve seen happen in 
demonstrations with the LN2 they use to cool the magnets in some of the scanners.” 

 
She took another breath, straightening up a bit.  “And while doing that, I learned to sense 

water, and fluids.  I set three cups on the curb -- I could pick which one to do, from inside the 
house.  I could freeze one from by the couch, easily.”  She nodded and took another breath.  
“And I could feel the fluid in the radiator of David’s car in the driveway -- I could freeze that, in 
the blink of an eye, destroying the radiator.”  She took one hand and touched my neck, then my 
chest.  “I can feel the blood flowing in your chest, and in your neck.  I understand part of what 
you’re doing, combining your knowledge with this new stuff; using my knowledge of anatomy, I 
know I could freeze the blood in your ascending aorta, rupturing it, or freeze the blood in your 
carotid arteries, cutting off blood flow to your brain.  I could do this from twenty or thirty feet 
away, in the blink of an eye.  The frozen blood would thaw within minutes.” 

 
I nodded, understanding better.  A different application of my parlor trick... 
 
She nodded again and continued.  “And as for heating -- I can turn a cup of cold water 

into steam, instantly.  I did that one outside where I wouldn’t damage anything.  You had some 
cherry tomatoes in the fridge that were a bit too old -- I put one on a plate and put a cup over it 
upside-down.  I superheated it, and it exploded.  I thought of the last time that bastard Rolf leered 
at me -- it would be so easy to explode his head like one of those cherry tomatoes.” 

 
She held my hand on both of hers, looking at me. 
 
I held her hands with both of mine.  “I’m sorry to have burdened you with this.  On the 

other hand, I’m so glad I started with you.” 
 
Dana still had a hand on my back.  I felt her shudder.  Yeah, some of the people at that 

gathering, with that knowledge...  “Still, if I can figure it out, and so can you, then others can do 
the same, given the right clues, the curiosity, the background, right?” 
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Alice nodded.  I glanced to Dana, who nodded as well. 
 
“Why the ascending aorta, sorry for the picky question,” I had to ask. 
 
Alice actually smirked a bit.  “It’s the most common site for aneurisms, and even if a 

momentary freeze didn’t cause a rupture, it would cause a major blockage stopping blood flow to 
the brain and just about every other organ and part of the body as well.” 

 
I nodded.  I glanced to Dana.  “I think you should teach Dana.  I’m going to want to 

practice as well.  It’s something I’d like to have and not use, like the shotgun in the hall closet.” 
 
Raised eyebrows, but nods... 

 
END of Part 2 

Rev 2011/08/24 
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Master 
 
I hate to admit it, but I have to -- if it hadn’t been for that rat bastard Rolf, it would have 

been all over for me.  The three of us -- Alice, Dana, and me -- we went at it in the bedroom, in 
the guest room, in the family room, in pretty much any combination you can think of.  I’d never 
experienced anything like it. 

 
Yet... 
 
If Denise had come in, I would have done just about anything she asked to be in her arms 

again.  No, no “just” about it -- I would have done whatever she asked. 
 
Oh, we went out as well, getting groceries.  I learned, we all learned.  I learned how to do 

the time web thing to detect sensitives; we didn’t find any.  I asked what I thought were 
straightforward questions, things like expected distributions in the overall population, age ranges, 
that kind of thing, and they didn’t have any idea.  Makes it kind of hard, doesn’t it? 

 
We practiced and learned more about the heating/freezing thing.  All of us became pretty 

darn good at it, cooling things to a comfortable level, or causing damage and destruction.  Alice 
was right -- once you started exercising that skill...  At home, I ran my hand along one wall -- I 
felt it.  I called Alice over; she felt it, too.  So did Dana -- a water pipe in the wall.  I knew, each 
of us knew, it would be so easy to freeze the water in that pipe, splitting it...  We also did some 
balloons and old ping-pong balls, freezing the air inside them or superheating it to bursting. 

 
But most of our time was spent naked, curled up with each other.  I learned something 

else -- how much I needed to be held, and to hold someone.  Going to sleep sandwiched between 
them, waking up that way, that did something profound to me. 

 
Waking up Monday morning alone, back to the real world, I guess. 
 
On campus, heading to my first class of the day, I was looking at everything and 

everyone a bit differently.  Easy to notice all the beautiful women -- were some of them noticing 
me as well?  I noticed them and remembered how it felt to be held, to snuggle up, to hold... 

 
I had a reputation, not only for being straight, but for being straight and narrow, I guess.  

School policy, department policy, yeah we all know it’s policy, but we all know there are still 
some out there who trade grades for this or that.  I’ve been offered temptation, usually with every 
class, and I’ve declined. 

 
Hell, before these last ten days or so, I’d only had sex with three women -- and now that 

was up to seven?  Thinking about that, none of them came close to Denise... 
 
Made it through Monday, Tuesday morning.  Tuesday afternoon I’m with a group of 

about thirty (around twenty showed up), when my phone rattled in my pocket.  So what, I’m 
busy.  Rattled again about ten minutes later.  Tough shit.  Another rattle a while later. 
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My day was done about forty minutes later.  After everyone was gone, I pulled out my 

phone.  First message was from Peter!  Urgent meeting at his place at 6PM, mandatory, please 
call back to confirm, they would be calling me every half hour until they reached me. 

 
Glad I listened to the second message before returning Peter’s call -- Denise calling, 

letting me know the urgent meeting was forced by Rolf and involved me.  I needed to be there.  
She was helping manage things in the background.  I needed to be on my best behavior as a 
Master, stay above the fray, keep things at a high level, and things would work out well.  Don’t 
call her but please call Peter as soon as possible. 

 
Okay -- I called Peter, and told him I’d be there at 6PM, what was it about?  He told me 

we’d all find out at 6.  Fine.  See you at 6. 
 
I had time to go home, shower, and put on one of my suits.  No tie though. 
 
I arrived a few minutes to six, two other cars present.  Knocked on the door and David 

opened it, directing me to a smaller room off to the right. 
 
Peter was there of course, as was Beverly, and three others.  We were waiting for Denise 

and Rolf. 
 
I sat down.  One of the women who I took as a friendly, Natalie, took a seat next to me 

and engaged in chit-chat.  Quite nice of her. 
 
Denise arrived, all smiles, looking so comfy -- I wanted to curl up in her. 
 
Rolf arrived something like forty minutes later, looking madder than hell! 
 
Peter barely called the group to order when Rolf lit into me viciously, accusing me of 

breaking one of his acolytes, destroying all the work he’d done, on and on. 
 
He’s really not a very good public speaker, and he was letting his emotions take control, 

much to the detriment of his delivery, let alone any coherence in his arguments. 
 
Finally he wound down, pacing still, his breath choppy and fast. 
 
I didn’t stand up.  “Master Rolf, I’m afraid I’m guessing as to the direction of your 

diatribe, but I get the idea that you are upset with me because I defended myself from an attack?” 
 
That set him off on another few minutes of spinning, hyperventilated and mostly 

incoherent diatribe. 
 
I noted some errors in his ramblings, and when he wound down again, I tried to correct 

his misunderstanding, and ended by asking him what he wanted, as we all had better things to do. 
 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 31 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

Denise was still smiling.  Beverly gave a tight smile and a nod.  I glanced to Peter, who 
was trying to keep a poker face.  David, standing slightly behind him where few could see, gave 
me a quick thumbs-up of support. 

 
It took Rolf a moment to respond, which he did by bellowing at me, “Do you want 

Charlene?” 
 
I gave him a cross and confused look.  “Master Rolf, she is your Acolyte -- I would not 

interfere in the relationship between a Master and Acolyte.” 
 
That spun him around on a heel, and he went off again on how I’d destroyed her... 
 
I managed to interject, “By defending myself...” 
 
When he wound down, I frowned, looked at Peter and frowned, then turned back to Rolf.  

“Master Rolf, get to the point or go howl at the moon on your own!” 
 
He did the fish thing for a while, his mouth opening, no sound coming out.  I didn’t think 

that would last too long, though, and I was unfortunately correct.  He pointed to Peter and said, 
“Bring her!”  Peter nodded to David, who ducked out a side door. 

 
He returned a few moments later with a bewildered looking Charlene, looking like she’d 

come right from work. 
 
Rolf started in again on how I’d destroyed... 
 
Peter held up a hand.  Rolf stopped.  Peter said, “You agreed earlier.” 
 
Rolf looked disappointed, betrayed.  “As you wish,” he replied bitterly and overly 

formally to Peter.  He turned to me.  “The Acolyte Charlene is now yours.  I wash my hands of 
her.”  With that he turned his back on the group and walked out!  Slamming doors as he went! 

 
Charlene looked stunned, looking around at the group. 
 
I stood up and walked to her, taking her hands.  “I am sorry this has happened.  One 

moment.”  I walked over to Peter and said quietly, “All right, what’s next?” 
 
He stepped back from the group, to one corner of the room, and I followed, along with 

David.  He sighed, and almost smiled.  “You’re doing very well.  You need to take her formally 
as your Acolyte, assuming that’s what you want, if you agree to.  There are various forms, but,” 
he shrugged his shoulders, “in a circumstance such as this, do your best.” 

 
“Thank you,” I told him.  I turned and walked over to Charlene, looking more confused 

and distraught by the moment.  I stood close to her and whispered, “Charlene, I promise you -- I 
will teach you as best as I am able.  I will protect you as best as I am able.  And I promise, above 
all, I will not harm you.  Ready?” 
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She managed a smile, nodded, and whispered back, “Yes.” 
 
I pulled us to more or less the center of the group.  “Charlene,” I asked in a clear voice, 

“Do you accept me as your Master?” 
 
She smiled and went down on one knee, and replied in a loud, clear voice, “I do, 

Master!” 
 
I took her hands.  “Charlene, I promise to teach you as best I can.  I demand from you not 

blind obedience, but eagerness, inquisitiveness, and above all, that you do your best at everything 
you do.  Do you still accept me as your Master?” 

 
“Oh yes, Master!” she replied instantly. 
 
I pulled her to her feet.  “Call your Companion,” I told her. 
 
The curious look on her face turned sure, and she smiled as she raised her right hand.  

Without speaking a word, a glow appeared in her palm. 
 
I raised my hands, near hers, and silently called.  My Companion appeared, filling the 

room with light and sound, touching the high ceiling. 
 
“Charlene,” I called out, “I accept you as my Acolyte, and I promise, I will never harm 

you.” 
 
My Companion swirled around us, enclosing us in light.  I pulled Charlene closer and 

kissed her forehead. 
 
As we stepped apart, my companion folded back into me.  I guess Charlene’s did the 

same. 
 
I looked to Peter.  “Anything else?” 
 
He smiled, a wry smile.  “Sorry, I didn’t have time to put up supper.” 
 
I looked around at the crowd.  “I guess that’s it, then?” 
 
Peter called out, “Thank you all for attending on such short notice.  Good evening, all.” 
 
Folks started dispersing.  I held back, holding one of Charlene’s hands.  Denise and 

Natalie approached. 
 
“What now?” I asked all of them. 
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Natalie nodded, looking at her phone.  “All of Charlene’s things should be at your place 
by the time we get there.  We’ve had ours,” she nodded to Denise, “moving things since we got 
word, and Rolf left his house,” she added for Charlene’s benefit. 

 
Denise added, “You’ll have a much shorter drive!” 
 
Charlene took a breath and let out a long sigh. 
 
I gave her a hug.  “Did you drive over?” 
 
“Y...  Yes, Master,” she managed to reply. 
 
I stepped back a bit and frowned.  “I am ordering you -- do not call me ‘Master’ except in 

formal occasions, or unless you deliberately want to yank my chain.  Understood?” 
 
She actually smiled a bit and nodded, replying this time, “Yes -- thank you.” 
 
“Can you drive safely?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “Oh yes, no problem.” 
 
I nodded.  Glancing around, Denise was gone already.  “Okay, you know where I live, 

but follow me anyway, please?” 
 
She nodded, smiling more.  “I will.” 
 
Hugs to Peter and to David, we headed out.  Evening rush-hour traffic.  When we got to 

the house, there was a Florist delivery van in the drive way with the side doors open, and another 
one at the curb.  There was room enough in the driveway for my car; Charlene parked on the 
street, which was unusually crowded. 

 
I got out and locked my car, walking around to the van in the driveway in time to see 

Alice pick up a box of stuff.  “Hi!” she called, “Almost done!” 
 
I looked in the van.  There were some pillows left; I grabbed them and headed into the 

house. 
 
Natalie was directing traffic, “We’ve taken over the guest room for her,” she told me. 
 
I nodded and carried the pillows down the hall.  Dana and Alice were arranging things in 

the closet.  The gal I’d seen with Natalie was arranging other stuff in the dresser.  Gee, glad I’d 
cleaned it out when I’d moved into the big bedroom! 

 
Walking by the kitchen, the guy in Natalie’s crew was in the kitchen at the stove, and 

things smelled great! 
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“I don’t remember your name; I’m sorry,” I told him extending a hand. 
 
“John,” he replied. 
 
“Thanks for the help, John -- we appreciate it. 
 
“Not a problem!  Glad to help!” 
 
Walking back to the living room, Charlene was standing inside the door, holding her 

hands below her waist, in shock again. 
 
I went to her and took her hands.  “You live here now, with me.  Come on --“ I walked 

her slowly down the hall to her room.  “This is your room.  The door locks.  If you want privacy, 
I will respect that.  After dinner we can figure out schedules.  Okay?  Understood?” 

 
She threw her arms around me and held me. 
 
I felt more arms around us: Alice and Dana. 
 
Dana told us, “We guessed at where to put things.  You should look things over to be sure 

everything is here.  That bas...  Rolf made Jenny call in sick to work and spend the day taking 
everything of yours out of the house and putting it on the driveway.  She called Ellen around 
lunch time, and Ellen called us.  Mistress Natalie got us the vans, and we helped Jenny as much 
as we could and guarded stuff and even got a lot of it loaded before Rolf got close.  John and 
Ellen loaded the rest when he left.” 

 
Charlene was holding on to me, her head buried in my shoulder.  She wasn’t sobbing, just 

holding me quietly. 
 
Alice told us, “It’s about twenty minutes until dinner.  You can unwind for a bit.  The 

bathroom is just down the hall -- only one.  It’s surprisingly clean, considering...” 
 
Alice and Dana pulled us apart and got me out of the room, closing the door.  I started to 

say something but was squashed by the two of them hugging me.  “Denise says you handled 
everything really well, even better than she thought!  Oh thank you!” 

 
They abandoned me for the kitchen. 
 
I stumbled back out near the front door.  Natalie was standing there, smiling. 
 
“Can someone help me with a clue?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled, a warm smile, and held my hands.  “You surprised us again today, young 

Robert.  Please keep surprising us, and in pleasant ways, eh?” 
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I sighed and shook my head.  “What...  What are my responsibilities, my duties as 
Master?” 

 
She smiled and nodded again.  “Very good!  Many in your position would be looking not 

at responsibilities, but at the liberties they could take...” 
 
I shook my head and quickly said, “I promised her...” 
 
She nodded.  “And we all heard that promise, made in the presence of your Companion 

as well.  While some would argue you do not understand the significance and gravity of making 
a commitment in such a manner, I think part of you understands far better than the rest of us, and 
that is why you did it, yes?” 

 
That caught me off guard...  My eyes filled with tears.  “I could not harm her,” I managed 

to whisper. 
 
More of a smile...  “You have responsibilities as her Master -- we can speak of these in a 

few days.  You should also speak with Douglas; you will find him supporting and insightful, at 
least privately.  For now, work out the basics between you.  Do you know what Rolf did?” 

 
“Having Jenny throw all her things out onto the driveway?” 
 
She nodded.  “That explains many things, yet brings up so many questions...  Do you 

know why he was late?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No idea -- I thought he called the whole thing?” 
 
“He did.  I don’t know either.  No matter, this part is over.  We will be watching both of 

you, and your house, for a while.  He has been told, but he has been told before.” 
 
“I’ll do what I can to protect her.” 
 
That brought her smile back.  “I know.  As her Master, I am sure you will teach her 

well.” 
 
“I expect to learn quite a bit from her in the process.” 
 
“Oh you will, darling!  You certainly will!” she laughed. 
 
She shook her head.  “I must be going -- John and Ellen will take Alice and Dana home 

in the vans.  For all the ugliness, this has worked out better than we could have hoped.” 
 
“I hope it continues that way,” I whispered. 
 
“Oh don’t worry -- it won’t; you know that,” she admonished. 
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I nodded.  “Yes, I know that, too.” 
 
We parted with a hug. 
 
Two chairs from the workshop in back and we fit six of us around the kitchen table.  The 

main course was lasagna that had been heating in the oven; John had prepared a salad. 
 
Charlene joined us; I welcomed her with a toast of white wine.  We gave her 

opportunities to come out of her shell, but didn’t pry, at least not too much.  She did admit that 
getting to work was going to be a lot easier!  I told her there was a stop for the free shuttle a 
block away.  She looked up in the air, smiling, shaking her head. 

 
The kitchen got cleaned up in a flash, and with hugs and thanks the four of them took off, 

leaving Charlene and me. 
 
Standing in the front room, watching the vans depart, turning and looking at each other.  I 

took her by the hand and sat us on the couch, the same couch we’d started on, two weeks ago? 
 
I started telling her my schedule, offering to put it up on the fridge, or whatever she liked. 
 
She started in on wanting to know when I wanted my meals, and what her other duties 

would be... 
 
I took her hands and shook them gently.  “No!  It’s not like that any more!  We’ll do 

things that make sense!  You are not a servant!  No, no, no!” I sighed, shaking my head.  “I don’t 
know what the hell I’m doing, so I’m going to make it up as I go!  I don’t care what that rat 
bastard had you doing, and I don’t want to know!  Well, if it will help you to talk out things, then 
by all means, but talking to someone like Alice or Dana might be better.  I don’t know...”  I 
sighed again. 

 
She was smiling a bit. 
 
“That’s better -- I want you to relax and smile!  Shit, I can guess that’s going to take a 

while.  I am not going to make demands!  Think of it like being roommates, okay?” 
 
She nodded, smiling more.  “But...” looking into my eyes. 
 
“What?” I asked, confused. 
 
She was smiling, but I could see her eyes filling... 
 
“You said...  You asked me to stay the night, and you said you’d hold me,” she 

whispered. 
 
I sighed and held her, pulling her close.  I felt her tears on my neck.  “I will hold you,” I 

whispered in reply. 
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We sat back after a few minutes, discussing schedules more.  And yes, there were things I 

wanted to teach her, and soon -- we’d start tomorrow evening.  Was there anything she needed to 
do tonight?  Changing addresses, notifying others, stuff like that? 

 
That sat her up with a start!  She needed her laptop and the Internet -- now!  Okay.  I got 

her authenticated to my wireless, explaining that I restricted it as best I could.  Did she have an 
iPhone or other smart phone to connect as well? 

 
She frowned and shook her head as she typed and clicked furiously.  She called out the 

address -- she had it right.  A few more clicks and she sat back, smiling. 
 
In response to my curious look she explained that Rolf had them direct-deposit their pay 

to his account, and gave them an allowance. 
 
I shook my head and told her I found that to be at the least unethical. 
 
She nodded with a half smile. 
 
“And now,” she said, closing her laptop, “I really want to shower and scrub off a lot of 

...” she made quite a revolted face... 
 
I nodded.  “Flash hot water heater -- as much hot water as you can stand, and it only 

feeds the bathroom, so you can flush the toilet, run the sink, or the washing machine at the same 
time with no problems.”  I thought I might even have a clean bath towel if I looked... 

 
She was smiling more.  “I’ll wash all my clothes over the next few days.  I...”  she 

paused, shook her head, then pulled me to a kiss. 
 
When we sat back to catch our breaths, she moved my hands to cupping her breasts.  

“And when I get out of the shower, I’m going to need more than just holding...  I’m not sleeping 
alone.” 

 
I enjoyed the feeling of her breasts, but said, “That sounds wonderful, but it is your 

decision.” 
 
A fiercer smile.  “I’ve decided...” 
 
She went to shower.  I cleaned up my bedroom a little, making sure the alarm was set in 

time for both of us.  One bathroom, but at least it had two sinks...  Wrote out my schedule and 
put it on the fridge.  Got my act together for the following morning. 

 
I was back in the bedroom getting undressed when Charlene came in wearing a terry robe 

and a smile.  We stepped into a kiss. 
 
I backed her to the bed, and started urging her to her back. 
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I drew her legs closer to the edge, putting her feet up on the edge of the bed.  She started 

to say something, but I interrupted, “A request, please...” and kissed the inside of a moist thigh. 
 
She sighed and let her head go back. 
 
I moved in to devour her.  She was delicious, loud at first, and I worried for a bit that she 

was going to dig her fingernails into my head enough to draw blood...  But I wouldn’t have 
minded, as good as she tasted, as much as I loved the feeling of her thighs squeezing my head, 
her hands holding me and urging me on. 

 
When she started pushing me away weakly, I moved up and pulled her on to the bed and 

under the covers.  I collapsed on my back and pulled her to my side, her head on my shoulder.  
Yeah, I was tenting the sheet, but I was beat. 

 
She got me in the middle of the night, her hands running over my body and suddenly 

being plunged into her, riding us to heaven, and then rocking me to sleep on a breast. 
 
The alarm went off. I whacked it and turned to her. 
 
She pulled me to a nipple, partially covering me, not giving me a chance. 
 
When the alarm went off again, she moved to turn it off.  When she moved close again, I 

buried my head between her breasts, holding her and listening to her heart beat.  “Oh thank you,” 
I whispered. 

 
She put a hand at the back of my head again, holding me as she growled, “I’m going to 

suckle you morning and night and every chance I get until you melt in my arms.” 
 
I wasn’t going to argue... 
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Teaching 
 
We managed to get out of the house... 
 
I got home an hour or so before Charlene; I went right back to the workshop to get things 

ready for the show coming up in a week and a half.  Something told me I might not have the 
evening hours I was used to!  And it would be glorious! 

 
I heard Charlene come in; there’s an annunciator for the front door back in my workshop.  

But I didn’t see her for a while, almost an hour. 
 
She came in as I was finishing up a circuit board.  I got up from the workbench and went 

to her.  We hugged and kissed. 
 
“Dinner in about fifteen minutes?” she told me. 
 
“That would be wonderful,” I replied, kissing her neck.  Smelled spicy! 
 
We talked about our days as we ate; she’d prepared a simple yet tasty meal.  When I 

started telling her she didn’t have to, she interrupted and let me know that she liked doing it, 
particularly because she didn’t have to!  I don’t know how to argue against such statements. 

 
I insisted on helping clean up -- it was my kitchen as well.  She let me. 
 
Then I took her by the hands and sat her at the table again, getting three plastic cups half 

full of water.  I told her it was time for me to start teaching her. 
 
I asked if she’d seen what I’d done early on at the dinner.  She shook her head; our table 

had been in the corner, and she didn’t think anyone saw it clearly, other than Alice got excited 
about something, but most of them guessed what that was... 

 
Well, they were right, but also wrong... 
 
I showed her how to cool and then freeze water.  It took her a few tries, but she got it.  

From working with Alice and Dana, learning from Alice, really, I had a better idea how to teach 
it, and teach the control you needed to prevent supercooling things. 

 
When she had that, I moved to heating, which is different yet related.  The kitchen table 

was one of Uncle Walt’s creations, with a solid granite top.  It’s rectangular with three nicely 
shaped corners and one cut abruptly.  Don’t know the story behind it. 

 
For heating things, granite helps because it retains heat, heat that can be moved. 
 
She got that; she was having fun.  She also remarked that everything she’d learned 

involved manipulating people, and was so different from what we were doing. 
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I explained that was my physics background. 
 
Time to try some new things -- I put three Styrofoam cups half full of water in a Pyrex 

dish by the sink at the other side of the kitchen from where we were sitting. 
 
I told Charlene to pick one and heat it, then pick another and cool it, from where she was 

sitting. 
 
She did, no problem. 
 
Now, pick one, and I want you to cool it as much as you can -- as cold as you can make 

it, just do it, pick one and do it now! 
 
The left hand cup split and crumbled, frost forming around the supercooled ice as the 

moisture in the air hit the surface. 
 
We took a look at that one.  My noncontact temperature sensor only went to -120; I 

guessed we were much below that. 
 
I poured all but about a half inch of water out of one of the cups and put a tight lid on it; 

we sat down again at the other end of the room.  I told her to pick that cup, and when I told her, 
superheat the water ... now! 

 
The cup blew up nicely, leaving a cloud of steam.  She thought that was fun! 
 
A few years before I moved in with him Walt got a pile of slightly nonstandard ping-

pong balls.  They were poorly made and not evenly weighted, making them impossible to use for 
normal play; whack one of the bastards and it wobbled through the air like a wounded duck.  He 
had thousands of the damn things. 

 
I got out a bunch.  We had fun collapsing them (by cooling the air inside them) and 

popping them by heating the air inside. 
 
After a few, Charlene stopped and said, “Oh!  That’s what she meant!  That’s what she 

did!” 
 
In response to my cross, curious look, she put a soft, warm hand on mine.  “Alice!  Last 

night when they came over with the first load, she said they’d seen Rolf driving to Peter’s, and 
she’d given him a flat tire, and it didn’t make sense to me then!”  She nodded, smiling.  “I can 
see how to do that now...” 

 
I nodded as well; that explained why dear Rolf was late.  How sad. 
 
One last thing...  I dumped the debris out of my low Pyrex dish and got out four cherry 

tomatoes and a clear glass bowl to go over them. 
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Okay, select a tomato, and superheat it, now! 
 
Pow!  Tomato splattered over the inside of the container. 
 
Now imagine that was Rolf’s head, I suggested. 
 
Pow!  Pow!  Pow!  The other three went off in rapid succession!  She grabbed my hand 

and held it fiercely. 
 
I looked at her and saw animal satisfaction, an incredible catharsis. 
 
It took her a while to cool down.  But eventually her look softened and she nodded 

somberly.  “Thank you,” she said quietly. 
 
“As far as I know, you are the fourth person to learn that.  I think we should keep the 

number at four for a while.” 
 
She nodded. 
 
I pointed to a wall.  “Feel -- feel in the wall with your mind, feeling for water.  Can you 

feel it?” I asked. 
 
A look of concentration...  “Y...  Yes!  I can like feel the water in the pipes!” she said 

excitedly. 
 
I nodded.  “So you could reach out and freeze, or superheat any one of those, from here, 

or from farther away -- please don’t -- it would make quite a mess.” 
 
A more somber nod. 
 
I took her hand and placed it on my chest.  “You can feel the blood flowing in my heart, 

or in my neck -- you could freeze it there, just barely frozen, and it would thaw in five or ten 
minutes.  Cause of death would be very difficult to determine.” 

 
She nodded again, then with a nasty look added, “But not as satisfying as making the 

fucker’s head explode.” 
 
I shook my head and sighed.  “My dear, that is not being compassionate...” 
 
She gave a wry laugh.  “Oh it’s compassionate for him -- it’s too damn quick for what he 

deserves!  Not compassionate to whoever has to clean up the mess, I’ll give you that!” 
 
She went quiet and placed a hand at the side of her neck. 
 
“The ones that pulse -- the Carotids,” I suggested. 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 42 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

 
She smiled again, a smile with an edge on it.  “I should talk to Alice...” 
 
I shook my head.  “Only when confidence is assured -- think about it.” 
 
She nodded, her smile gone.  “Yeah, could be a real mess.  And a while ago I thought it 

was just a neat trick, and I’d never have to put up with cold coffee again!” 
 
“Oh, you don’t, as long as you’re very careful every time you do it.” 
 
She smiled and put a hand on top of mine.  “I promise.”  She turned and looked at the 

bowl.  “I’ll clean things up.” 
 
I stood up.  We hugged.  “I’ve got some more to do in the workshop.” 
 
“Okay,” she said, kissing me on the neck. 
 
I went back to the workshop, stopping along the way to pee.  I shook my head, putting 

the seat and lid down again.  Going to have to pay attention to things like that! 
 
Counting up the boxes I had to finish before the next weekend; I could do it, a few each 

night.  Sitting looking at one in the light... 
 
I had a vision of what I needed to do to protect her.  We had to do it tonight. 
 
She came back to the workshop and leaned on my back as I was sitting.  She leaned on 

me, her breasts around my head, explaining that growing up as a little girl she’d helped her father 
in his workshop, especially on finishing, at first putting on finishes with a brush, later on 
spraying lacquer.  She enjoyed doing that -- she worked all day in an office now, and at the end 
of the day, what had she done?  Yet working with her father, at the end of an afternoon or an 
evening, she could point to things, pick up things, that she’d helped make. 

 
I turned to her; she sat in my lap.  I asked if she was volunteering to help. 
 
Of course she was, and she took my head in her hands and kissed me.  Holding my head 

between her breasts, she added that we could start that tomorrow night, as we had something else 
we needed to do tonight... 

 
I squeezed her and told her she was right -- something very important. 
 
Now she was giving me the curious look. 
 
I told her the next lesson would be in bed! 
 
But first get packed up for the morning; I had an earlier class.  We picked up the place 

and got ready. 
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Standing in the dark in the bedroom after finishing in the bathroom.  I’d turned down the 

bed already.  Running my hands over her, kissing her lips lightly as I ran my fingers over her, 
catching her breath...  She did the same to me, her soft, talented hands touching me, caressing 
me, making my knees buckle... 

 
I moved to the bed, to the center, sitting up.  She swung into my lap, lowering herself in 

place, lowering herself into a wonderful place that brought deep sighs from both of us. 
 
“Call your Companion,” I whispered.  I knew, I’d felt, that she was one of the ones that 

had a closer relationship, something quite different from commanding a Demon... 
 
Her spark appeared between us. 
 
I smiled and with a sigh, invited my Companion to join us and take us to where... 
 
We were surrounded in swirling, living light. 
 
We were standing, holding hands, on a featureless plain.  More like a metric plane, one 

similar to our own. 
 
Standing there, I constructed the frame around me, and showed Charlene (and her 

Companion) how it could pivot.  I built a frame around her, showing her how it pivoted.  I 
explained the control law, mapping energy applied to the frame to cause it to pivot.  An 
asymptotic mapping, so that the deflection never exceeded a certain amount, no matter how 
much energy was applied.  She didn’t need to understand the mathematics; her Companion, and 
the frame, understood. 

 
We practiced, pushing on each other’s frames and recognizing what was happening.  I 

explained that’s what I’d used at the Summons, and that by turning the frame so it was 
orthogonal, I passed through the traps without interacting with them.  After I’d passed through, I 
let my frame return to its slightly deflected state.  Oh, I also stayed in a slightly accelerated frame 
to give me a faster response; that had become second nature to me. 

 
We practiced more.  We attacked each other with more vigor.  I learned some new 

attacks, some tricks that were new to me.  I added a dampening term to the control law to limit 
the effect of fast transients. 

 
This is the end of the lesson.  Show it to no one.  Use it always.  She bowed to me. 
 
We returned to our bodies, surrounded by living light, swirling and caressing us as we 

held each other, kissing, Charlene rocking in my lap as I pulled down on her shoulders, my arms 
wrapped around her.  We came as one, filled with light, collapsing together to the bed. 

 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 44 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

I woke to the alarm, struggling to move as it was silenced and I was pulled to a nipple.  I 
woke partially when it went off again; she kissed my forehead as she held me.  That sent such a 
flood of emotion through me!  I held her, luxuriating in her. 

 
We got up and showered together silently.  I still felt attached.  As we dried, I pushed at 

her gently, testing to see if her defenses were still intact.  They were.  She smiled and threw a 
strong, fast one at me that would have floored me the day before!  We hugged and kissed again. 

 
We had a quick breakfast and made it out the door on schedule. 
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Reminder 
 
Natalie called that afternoon, inviting herself over for dinner; she’d bring John’s famous 

linguine and clams; we could provide salad and wine.  Fine, see you around six. 
 
When she came in, she looked at the two of us and chuckled.  “You seem to be adapting 

well, both of you...” 
 
We chatted over dinner.  She asked if I had things in mind to teach my Acolyte.  I did 

indeed, and had already taught her the most important ones.  Good, good.  One of the other 
responsibilities of every Master was to look for more.  Had I given that any thought?  No, but I 
would.  And thinking about it even briefly, I had a slew of questions without answers.  That was 
a good start. 

 
After dinner, Natalie and I sat in the front room while Charlene cleaned up. 
 
Natalie said she was quite pleased with the way both of us looked, that we seemed to be 

getting along very well.  I agreed, and while I expected some rough waters eventually and 
naturally in the course of things, so far so good. 

 
As we chatted, we were interrupted by a loud knocking, banging on the door with the 

call, “Police!  Open the door!” 
 
I got up, but Natalie got up before I did, raising a hand to me.  “I’m an attorney; let me 

handle this, at least initially. 
 
She opened the door.  The police had received a report of a woman screaming, coming 

from this location.  They demanded identification.  Funny how their attitude changed when she 
handed the lead one of her business cards...  She called me over, and called for Charlene from the 
kitchen.  When had this report come in? 

 
The officer told us about fifteen minutes ago, reported by a person walking by. 
 
Natalie thought that was interesting, as she’d been here for an hour and a half and we 

hadn’t heard any screaming. 
 
That may be so, but they had to check the premises anyway. 
 
Charlene opened up in a cold clear voice.  She called out a phone number and declared, 

challenged them that was the number reporting the incident.  The officer looked at his sheet.  
When he looked up he said they didn’t have a name associated with the report... 

 
Charlene interrupted him and challenged him again was that the number?  She’d recently 

been thrown out of the place she’d been living in for the last year and a half.  The man she’d 
rented the room from, Rolf Wagner, had a habit of calling in reports using that cell phone against 
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people he didn’t like.  If they checked with Menlo PD, they should have some reports from April 
of a similar incident, similar reports from that same number that turned out to be baseless, and in 
fact vindictive.  And Atherton PD in February, same number, same deal. 

 
Now the cops were interested.  Charlene gave them Rolf’s particulars, adding that he’d 

found that phone, a Virgin Mobile pay-as-you-go phone in the parking lot of the Town and 
Country Shopping Center in Palo Alto across from Palo Alto High.  He kept it alive using 
prepaid cards he bought for cash.  He drives a 540 BMW and keeps that phone in the driver’s 
door pocket. 

 
We still had four cops fully decked out to play on my porch.  They huddled for a bit, and 

after some discussions with Natalie, two of them came in and walked through the place.  Check 
with the neighbors -- we haven’t heard any screaming. 

 
Charlene once again challenged them, wanting to know if that was the reporting phone 

number.  The lead cop tried to duck it, but by this time Natalie had a pad and pen out.  She said 
she’d seen his report sheet, and that was indeed the reporting number.  Now the cop admitted it.  
Natalie got the report number and details, and details on the four cops.  She thanked them for 
their professionalism, and for showing up so quickly after getting the call.  But, they were, as 
were we, the victims of a deliberately false report, which was a crime.  She would be taking steps 
when she got to her office in the morning, not against any of them. 

 
They left.  I closed the door.  Why was I the only one with shaking hands?  Natalie was 

smiling; it was a cold smile that I’m sure means a great deal of trouble coming Rolf’s way.  
Charlene still looked furious. 

 
I sat on my couch with a big sigh. 
 
Natalie smiled.  “Welcome to the fun.” 
 
Charlene sat next to me and held one of my hands.  Hers were cold as ice. 
 
“Is this what I have to look forward to?” I asked. 
 
Natalie took a seat.  “For a short while.  Rolf acts out every so often; I didn’t know about 

the Menlo and Atherton events, dear, you’ll have to give me more information on those, as I 
would guess they don’t involve members of our Circle?” 

 
Charlene gave her as much information as she remembered, which was quite a bit.  Both 

were business deals in which Rolf came in second, and he caused much grief to the winning 
parties.  Natalie took notes. 

 
Natalie thought that Rolf had clearly stepped over the line, with the Circle, and with the 

authorities.  Standing, she thought she’d had about as much fun as she could take for one day. 
 
She hugged us both and told us we were safe, and to sleep well. 
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We saw her out. 
 
I didn’t know what to do...  Charlene reminded me I had an art show coming up, and 

what was she supposed to do to help? 
 
That brought me back on track.  We went into the garage, the half that’s the 

woodworking and finishing shop, and I showed her the boxes that need to be finished, and the 
requisite goodies.  She was excited and wanted to get right to work.  Not in those clothes, please! 

 
We both changed into attire more suitable for painting and finishing.  I checked her out 

on the safety equipment, and then showed her how to use the sprayer.  Half way through the first 
box, she took it away from me.  Damn, she did a nice job!  She told me to go do something 
useful, she’d take care of these! 

 
I told her to mix finishes, some more serious than others.  She nodded, looking at what 

was set out, and told me she’d be done in about forty five minutes. 
 
I left the garage shaking my head.  Went back to the workshop to finish the boards. 
 
Charlene sauntered in about when I’d expected, but after giving me a hug, she hit me 

with, “How often do you clean those spray nozzles?” 
 
I shook my head and chuckled, then asked her if she knew how to solder. 
 
She admitted she didn’t, then moved closer, pulling my head to her bosom, her hand 

going behind my head, telling me softly there were other things she knew how to do... 
 
I sighed and told her I needed about another half hour.  She kissed me on the head and 

told me I’d know where to find her. 
 
I did what I needed, then started my prep ritual.  Saw her bags ready to go by the front 

door already. 
 
She was already in bed.  I took a quick shower, dried off, and got in bed with her. 
 
She’d put on perfume -- I was thoroughly outmaneuvered.  I hope she enjoyed her victory 

as much as I did. 
 

END of Part 3 
Rev 2011/08/31 
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Projects 
 
I’d been told one of my duties as a Master of Time was to find more of us.  Once again I 

was hobbled by my logical, scientific training. 
 
Charlene and I got into it, she didn’t understand why I was asking so many questions, 

why weren’t we just out looking? 
 
I shook my head.  Okay, imagine I’m a duck hunter -- where do I go to hunt ducks?  Oh, 

how about the bedding department of Macy’s!  They have pillows, and pillows have feathers, 
and so do ducks, so maybe I’ll find ducks there?  She laughed. 

 
The point is, I tried to explain again, if I’m going to hunt ducks, I need to know where 

ducks hang out.  What do ducks like?  How do they behave?  Where, when, why?  Someone tells 
me ducks like water -- so I go to the beach?  Can’t get much more water than that!  No, ducks 
like smaller venues -- ponds, marshes, and stuff.  You have to know your target, right? 

 
She was nodding and smiling.  But she might just be getting ready to pull off her top and 

bra and turn me into a passionate blob... 
 
My question were directed at helping me, and us, hunt -- what’s the incidence of this trait 

in the population?  Any guesses?  When is it usually detected?  That’s a far different question 
from when the trait expresses, mind you.  Does the trait have a genetic component? 

 
That’s why I wanted her to start contacting Acolytes and going through the list of 

questions I’d prepared.  Things like how old were they when they’d been discovered, and how 
(briefly) that had happened, and where.  Do any of their blood relatives have it?  If they haven’t 
tested their immediate family, please do it!  And explain that we get valuable information from 
test results that are negative, but no information if they don’t do the tests! 

 
We talked about it for a while longer, and she was nodding more, smiling more, glancing 

up into the air more.  Yeah, she admitted they didn’t know squat about these questions, which 
seemed pretty damn basic to her now as well. 

 
She started talking to people, and got some of them talking to other people in other 

circles. 
 
Oh, other things were happening as well.  Natalie talked to Peter, as well as to various 

District Attorneys.  Peter’s presumed leverage over the bastard decreased dramatically when 
David, in cruising by Rolf’s place, saw landscaping contractors reworking the yard and a 
painting crew at work on the exterior.  Reference standard indications somebody was going to 
put their house on the market.  If he’s planning on leaving, threatening to throw him out of the 
Circle ain’t gonna carry much weight. 
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Things were going well at school; I felt sharper and more relaxed.  Also had more cuties 
chatting me up, and I enjoyed it. 

 
Charlene came home from work one afternoon and practically dragged me to bed.  Well, 

she did drag me to bed.  When we were more or less coherent again, she told me her boss had 
noticed how much she’d changed, how much more productive and cheerful she was, and was 
recommending her for a promotion, and even if that didn’t happen she’d be getting a raise! 

 
And we successfully got my shit together for another art show weekend. 
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Dream Time 
 
I’m pretty sure I was dreaming.  I was walking down a corridor, an old office building, 

old tile floors and old wooden doors.  I opened the door of 2501 and went in. 
 
It was a watchmaker’s shop, a clock maker’s shop.  One wall was lined with little 

cubbies, each holding a timepiece of some kind.  A watchmaker’s bench was in the middle, 
brightly lit, but I couldn’t tell how.  It had all sorts of watches on it. 

 
Sitting at the bench was an elderly woman, gray hair up in a bun, wearing magnifying 

glasses. 
 
She glanced up at me, swinging the magnification away from her left eye.  “Eh, you’re 

here.  Have a seat,” she gestured to a stool at one end of the bench. 
 
I sat on the stool, feeling like an apprentice.  She put the rear cover back on a pocket 

watch and set it down.  I looked over the bench again -- quite an assortment of pocket watches, 
wrist watches.  An old Accutron!  Hadn’t seen one of those in years!  And up on a shelf at the 
back of the bench, along with holders for various watchmaking tools, was my timekeeper?  It 
sure looked like one of mine, with the Phillips-head screws in the case rather than the secure 
Torx we used for the ones we sold. 

 
“You still want to know why?” she asked, turning to me again. 
 
“Y...  Yes, please!” I replied. 
 
She smiled.  “Well...  First, there is a Veil which separates the Worlds, and the Worlds 

are without number.” 
 
I frowned a bit.  “I’m more of a Consistent Histories guy,” I muttered. 
 
She chuckled and continued.  “When you open a Portal, you create an opening in the 

Veil.  Your Portal bridges your World, and ours.  There are very few Portals, and even fewer 
new ones.  Yours is quite new, in all measures of the term -- new and quite unique.  When you 
Opened it, you created quite a stir on our side.  You opened this fascinating Portal, and then...” 

 
“What?” I asked finally. 
 
She shook her head, looking at me intently.  “And then you did nothing!  Nothing, 

nothing, nothing, and then more nothing!  There are ... rules governing these things, you know...  
We can’t just jump in when a Portal appears; we have to be invited.  And here you had this 
fascinating Portal, something new and different, so strong and vibrant, and you did nothing, 
nothing, nothing!  So intriguing and so infuriating!  Finally we contacted some of our kin on 
your side, to get their Companions to send you a personal invitation!  Your kind joke about it, 
but that’s what we had to do -- send you a personal invitation!” 
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I couldn’t help it; I laughed.  “I’m sorry I teased you so.  I was using it as a lamp to read 

by.” 
 
The look of incredulity she gave me!  “They’re never going to believe that!  Or maybe 

they will.  It doesn’t matter.  From the strength of the Portal, I was selected to monitor it.  You 
were sent the Invitation, and then what did you do?”  She picked up my timekeeper and shook it 
at me.  “This!  Amazing!  The first really new thing we’ve seen since Harrison!” 

 
“Harrison?” I asked. 
 
She gave me an uncharitable look, the “you ignorant savage” look.  “John Harrison -- 

look him up.  Consider it a homework assignment.  Look,” she said, waving a hand over the 
assortment of timepieces on the workbench, “Look!” she called, waving at the timepieces in the 
cubbies on the wall.  “This is the sort of thing we get all the time, pardon the phrase!  Oh, 
occasionally we get something interesting, like this one,” she indicated the Accutron. 

 
“My Uncle Walt had one of those; he was quite fond of it,” I told her. 
 
“I know.  But most of the time it’s this,” another dismissive wave of her hand, “stuff.  

And they don’t even understand how these simple things work!  You, what’s the fundamental 
regulating influence for all of these?” She waved her hand over the collection of wrist and pocket 
watches once more. 

 
I thought for a moment.  “The constant temperature environment provided by the 

wearer,” I told her, more than a guess. 
 
She looked up in the air in exasperation.  “Right!  Yes!” She looked at me again.  “But do 

you want to guess how many don’t make it through the Challenge because they don’t understand 
even that?” 

 
That startled me a bit. 
 
“Oh dearie, as I said, we have rules...  Some may seem strict and unforgiving, but you’ll 

see...  You gave us this ... fascinating device!  And you understand it, on so many levels!  Your 
first reply to me, about an energy source, an oscillator, counting mechanism, and display -- you 
understand this, and you have the gift to help others understand as well.” 

 
“I love teaching,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “You’re going to be teaching me a lot, dearie.  You’ve already taught me, 

and us, quite a bit.”  She sighed and shook her head again.  She picked up a gaudy-looking wrist 
watch.  “Some of them buy these ... ornate contraptions -- chiming, perpetual calendar, all 
mechanical!  They don’t get it!  We’re not interested in what you call bells and whistles; we’re 
interested in accuracy, in stability!  And the clown that offered this?”  She shook her head.  “He 
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barely made it past the Challenge, and was assigned a very low-level Companion.”  She looked 
at me again and challenged, “What here is going to be better than this?” 

 
I shook my head.  “I’d have to guess that any of the Rolexes, even a fifty year old one, if 

properly maintained would be better.  The Accutron, and certainly even a moderately priced and 
adjusted Quartz design.” 

 
She looked up again, “Yes!  Yes!  Is it so much to ask for, an intelligent one every so 

often?” 
 
I was having to try hard to keep from laughing. 
 
“John Harrison?” I asked, wanting to be sure I remembered the name. 
 
“Correct.  Now this conversation is just about over -- I like you, I like you very much.  I 

will help you as I can, but there are rules.  You have a lot to learn, but you thirst for knowledge, 
so that’s good.  You’ve already learned that knowledge is indeed a double-edged sword -- you 
learned that from your Acolyte.” 

 
I nodded, thinking of the whole cooling - heating thing. 
 
She nodded as well.  “And as with that example, your strengths are also your weaknesses.  

You need to be careful.  You’ve seen how your love of teaching can be both a strength and a 
weakness.” 

 
I nodded.  “Yes -- and I can understand something and yet be ignorant about it at the 

same time.” 
 
She smiled.  “Very good, dearie.  Remember also, there are limits on our abilities.  I think 

you will help us explore and understand those better.  Now, do you have questions for me?” 
 
I sighed.  Questions?  “Does our talent have a genetic component?” 
 
She laughed, shaking her head.  “I don’t know.  We don’t know -- but not for the reason 

you think.  Simply put, there are concepts that can traverse the Veil, and concepts that are 
relevant, that exist, only on one side or the other.  You’ve hit one that exists only on your side.  I 
know it’s an important question to you, and you are pursuing it in a logical, systematic manner.  
But is that the only avenue you have for exploration?”  She smiled.  “Thinking might not be the 
way to get the answer?” 

 
I didn’t understand that, but I’d take it as a hint. 
 
“Can we move back in time?” 
 
She sighed.  “You and I will build a bridge, and when that bridge is built, we will be able 

to explore such questions rigorously.  Part of the problem now is we don’t share a rigorous 
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enough language.  To paraphrase your question, one aspect of it, can you take your current 
consciousness to a ... previous interval ... and have that consciousness experience that interval?  
See, I’m having trouble even expressing it as clearly as I’d like.  The answer to that is no, we 
cannot, with what we currently know.  There are things we can do that involve the collective 
illusion we call matter.”  She shook her head.  “I’ve traveled your mind, dearie -- your kind are 
struggling to integrate the basic forces you experience into a single theory.  We have a similar 
struggle, one you have caught a glimpse of, unifying mind and matter.  When we have the 
bridge, the rigor, I can see many fascinating conversations on these subjects.  But for now...  Be 
curious, be observant, and be careful.” 
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Art of War 
 
Sitting in my director’s chair in my 10 by 10 booth, watching the crowds go by, enjoying 

the day.  Charlene was sitting behind me, taking care of the books, tidying up, and keeping a 
smile on my face.  The first half hour we’d been set up, even before things officially opened, I 
made back the cost of the booth.  End of an hour and a half, we’d made back the cost of 
materials and the booth. 

 
Then that bastard Rolf showed up. 
 
I was talking to a potential customer, a dentist, when I felt that initial contact, someone 

lining up the guy for an attack.  I quickly reached over, brushing my hand against his.  That put 
him in my frame, and protected him from the attack.  I could tell -- it was Rolf!  I saw him 
twenty or so feet away.  He’d tried to bounce the guy, hard!  If I hadn’t touched him, he would 
have collapsed to the ground, either losing consciousness right then, or being incoherent for a 
while, almost like a stroke. 

 
Glancing at Rolf again, the fucker smiled. 
 
I expanded my defensive perimeter to a couple of feet from where Rolf was standing. 
 
His smile disappeared, as he couldn’t find me, or anybody else, within that perimeter.  He 

could see us with his eyes, but he couldn’t find anybody to nail them. 
 
Not that he didn’t stop trying.  He tried nailing a woman standing at the booth across 

from mine, but that didn’t work.  If he’d succeeded, she would have been carried out on a 
stretcher, for Christ’s sake!  Then he turned around and I saw him reaching for an old guy about 
ten feet outside my perimeter. 

 
I threw an isolation barrier around Rolf.  That let me shrink my perimeter to a reasonable 

size; I knew somehow it cost energy, or something to hold it out that far.  The isolation barrier 
around Rolf was cheap in terms of energy.  He could still screw with people, but he had to 
actually touch them, and that might attract attention.  And inside my perimeter, it would be even 
harder, even touching them. 

 
The nastiness he was trying to throw, at anybody, from children to oldsters with walkers!  

This guy has a problem! 
 
But he’s fixed, at least for a while.  Somehow the barrier I cast around him, I knew would 

hold until sunset.  We’d be gone for the day before that. 
 
I thought we were out of the woods.  I went back to my customer.  He wanted to look 

around some more, but one of his colleagues had one of my boxes, and loved it.  He’d see me 
later and pick one up.  I shook his hand and told him we’d be here, and he should think about 
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finishes and woods if he wanted something more interesting.  He walked away smiling and 
nodding his head. 

 
A slight lull in the crowd and Rolf walked up, right into our booth. 
 
I stood between him and Charlene.  He looked like he was ready to spit blood. 
 
He pointed a finger at me; his hand was shaking.  “I’m going to kill you and all your 

friends.  And there’s nothing you can do to stop me, not a thing.  You won’t be the first to die, 
either.”  He glared at Charlene.  “But you...”  He turned and walked off. 

 
The look on her face, Charlene had exercised restraint. 
 
She stepped closer, putting a hand on my shoulder.  “I’ve seen him like that, only not as 

intense.  He means it.” 
 
I nodded.  “We’re safe -- so far.” 
 
We went back to doing what we’d come here for, enjoying the show and hopefully 

moving some shit. 
 
I had Charlene wander around and see what others were doing; I was used to handling 

this thing on my own, after all. 
 
Of course she came back after a while with a new pair of earrings... 
 
Business was good.  The dentist came back.  I showed him samples of different finishes.  

He ordered one; I told him I’d have it ready in a week and deliver it to his office.  We shook 
hands.  Charlene wrote up the order and charged his credit card. 

 
Business was good.  The weather helped, high overcast and low-70’s, quite pleasant. 
 
Charlene poked me.  I glanced in the direction she indicated. 
 
Rolf again, about twenty feet away.  He walked in front of our booth, and as he crossed in 

front of us, he pulled back the windbreaker he was wearing to expose a holstered handgun.  He 
laughed as he walked on. 

 
Okay, that’s Game Over for me.  I stepped to the front of the booth and watched as he 

walked away, still laughing.  When he got about thirty feet away he stumbled and collapsed. 
 
Somebody yelled, somebody shrieked.  I went back into the booth and hugged Charlene. 
 
There was a mess with Fire and an Ambulance, sirens and difficulty getting through the 

crowds.  No need to hurry, guys -- stick a fork in him, he’s done. 
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Charlene looked down the row at the commotion.  “What’s happening?” she asked. 
 
I took a breath; she hadn’t seen him drop; she didn’t know.  I shook my head. 
 
She looked at me, hands on my shoulders, and asked, “Should we call Natalie or Peter, let 

them know he’s threatening us, and others?  We should.” 
 
I thought about it.  “Call Peter, but I don’t know what he can do about it.  I’ll call 

Natalie.” 
 
She nodded.  She got her phone and stepped away from the booth.  We’d made enough; I 

was going to get her an iPhone and pay for the first year.  I sighed and pulled out mine, calling 
Natalie’s cell. 

 
“How’s your show going?” she asked. 
 
“Fine, other than having a visitor,” I told her. 
 
“He didn’t...” 
 
“He did, told us we and all our friends were going to die, and there wasn’t anything we 

could do about it.  Then he walked by a while later and showed us he was carrying a gun.” 
 
She sighed.  “Try to make it through the weekend -- I happen to know that he’s going to 

be visited bright and early Monday morning by two counties on a number of charges.” 
 
“Okay.  Oh, customers -- we’ll be home tonight after six.” 
 
“I’ll call.  Be safe, and watch that girl.”  She sighed again.  “I know she’s older than you, 

but watch her anyway?” 
 
I had to smile; I was the Master...  “I will.  Thanks.” 
 
Put my phone away. 
 
Charlene came back and hugged me.  “I couldn’t get Peter, but I talked to Denise.”  She 

looked up at me.  “I’m scared for Jenny.” 
 
“We’ll do what we can,” I whispered to her, holding her close. 
 
An older couple walked by the front of the booth.  They saw us hugging and smiled, 

putting their arms around each other as they walked down the row. 
 
Once the chaos settled down, crowds resumed and we made a few more sales.  We hung 

out for fifteen minutes after nominal closing time, packed up our goodies, and hauled things back 
to my car. 
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David was in our driveway when we got home.  Denise had spoken to Peter, as had 

Natalie.  He had a friend staking out Rolf’s house as well.  Other than that, how had our day 
gone? 

 
I laughed and told him that thanks to having beauty in the booth to draw people in, 

business had been very good! 
 
We went inside, had a quick dinner, reloaded the car for the following day, and went to 

bed. 
 
I didn’t know how I was going to get to sleep.  Silly person -- she held me and I didn’t 

stand a chance. 
 
I slept really well; Charlene didn’t sleep too well until she got me to hold her in the 

middle of the night.  Snuggled up close, we both slept well. 
 
Setting up the booth early the next morning, she went to get her morning coffee; one of 

the local shops gives price breaks to the show vendors. 
 
When she came back, though, she had a very serious look.  She pulled me to the back of 

our booth. 
 
“Yesterday afternoon, a man collapsed close to here.  He died from an apparent heart 

attack.  What’s got people talking is that he was carrying a gun.”  She looked at me. 
 
I nodded and held her.  “When he walked by with that gun, that was it,” I whispered. 
 
She sighed, holding me.  “I was awake half the night kicking myself for not taking him 

down then and there.” 
 
That brought a little smile to me.  I held her and kissed her head.  “It’s over.  If he’s 

harassing people now, it’s in Hell.” 
 
“What’s going to happen?  To Jenny?” she asked me. 
 
“I have no idea.  Got any ideas?” 
 
Man was that the wrong question!  The look on her face!  But she saw how shocked I was 

and tried to hide it, saying, “I’ll think about it.” 
 
I looked at her sternly.  “Not a word to anyone.” 
 
She nodded.  “Of course.  Like who would believe us?” 
 
“That’s not the idea.  Not a word.” 
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She nodded, putting her head on my shoulder again.  “I understand.”  She looked up at 

me again.  “Thank you -- for protecting me, like you said.  For protecting a lot of us.” 
 
I nodded.  Guess I had said that. 
 
Business was okay.  Nah, business was good.  I should have made and brought more of 

the higher-end stuff; I told some folks I’d have more variety in Campbell in three weeks. 
 
Phone call around three.  Charlene shooed me out of the booth with a smile.  I answered 

it.  “This is Rob.” 
 
“Rob, this is Peter.  Rolf died yesterday.” 
 
“Fuck.” 
 
“Well put.  When can you get here, to my place?” 
 
“The show closes at four; we’ll start packing then.  If we go right to your place, I’d say 

five thirty; traffic getting out of here is going to be a mess.” 
 
“Okay, I’m calling it for six then, to give you some extra time.  There’s going to be talk 

about what to do with his other Acolyte, Jenny.” 
 
“Peter, in light of what’s gone on, I’m going to stay out of those conversations.” 
 
“Rob, thank you -- I was trying to figure out a polite way to suggest that, but having you 

offer beforehand is even better.  Whenever you can get here.  Oh, we’ll have dinner.” 
 
“It will be both Charlene and me.” 
 
“Of course -- this is a full Circle.” 
 
“See you tonight then.” 
 
“See you.” 
 
Phone back in my pocket, I went back to the booth.  Charlene was writing up another 

order!  I stayed out of her way. 
 
We hugged when we got a chance.  “Peter on the phone -- full Circle at his place tonight 

sixish or when we can get there.  Jenny will be a topic of conversation, and I told him I wasn’t 
going to participate in that conversation.”  I kissed her on the head.  I hope that did a tenth of 
what she did when she kissed my forehead while holding me. 

 
She looked up with a big grin.  Uh-oh...  “That’s okay -- I think we can handle things.” 
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She disappeared, pulling out her phone. 
 
We did okay for the rest of the afternoon.  We packed in record time.  Which meant we 

got stuck behind an overloaded old Dodge Caravan that died blocking the only exit for the lot we 
were in.  A bunch of guys ended up pushing the thing out of the way. 

 
We got to Peter’s at around a quarter to six; I was hot, tired, and thirsty. 
 
David greeted us and directed Charlene one way while he led me another.  Two folks 

couldn’t make it until six, and as agreed, I was going to remain sequestered -- would I like to 
take a shower and have something to eat? 

 
Sold!  He led me to a guest suite, remarking this is where Charlene had waited, and they 

might put Jenny in here when she arrived as well, by accident of course.  What would I like as 
far as refreshment? 

 
About a half liter of Gatorade would do me fine. 
 
It would be here when I got out of the shower. 
 
I got undressed and enjoyed a shower better than Walt’s!  It was great!  And when I got 

out and dried off with one of the fluffiest towels I’ve ever used, there was a bottle of red 
Gatorade sitting on ice for me.  I drank about a third of it down. 

 
I sat down to rest and get dressed again.  I was pulling on my socks when the door 

opened a bit.  I heard David say, “Please wait here -- I’ll be back for you shortly.” 
 
In stepped Jenny, who closed the door behind her, head hanging down, turned, saw me, 

and ran to me, going down on her knees, her arms around my waist. 
 
“Please take me!  Please, oh please take me!” 
 
I put a hand on her back, rubbing gently.  “Jenny, I haven’t been asked, but if I’m offered 

the opportunity, I certainly will.  How are you doing?” 
 
“Oh thank you, thank you, thank you!” she practically sobbed, holding me. 
 
It took a while to get her to talk, and then of course the words didn’t stop,  Her life at his 

house had been hell for the last few weeks, particularly since Charlene had gone.  Then yesterday 
afternoon police came and told her he’d had a heart attack and died at an art show!  Did she 
know anything about the gun he was carrying?  She broke down and couldn’t answer most of 
their questions, just that she rented a room from him and he’d gone out this morning no she 
didn’t know when he was supposed to be back she didn’t know his schedule and they wanted to 
look through the place and she told them okay. 
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I frowned; not what I’d suggest someone do.  But they were only there a few minutes and 
she doesn’t think they took anything and they said they might have more questions for her later. 

 
I told her she needed to talk to Natalie, and see if Natalie could be with her when they 

asked her more questions; it was important. 
 
She looked up at me so confused, tears in her eyes.  Could she talk to Natalie?  I shook 

my head.  As far as I was concerned she could talk to anyone she wanted, and she certainly 
needed to talk to a lawyer. 

 
She went back to holding me. 
 
After a few minutes I got her to sit up, and then had her go to the bathroom and wash up. 
 
I think that helped.  She looked a little less like a wreck when she came out.  She had 

some Gatorade; we didn’t have any glasses, so we shared the bottle.  The way she looked at me -
- she said she really envied Char...  She was so sorry she had to put all her things out on the 
driveway like that, but he ordered her to, and she put them on the driveway rather than out onto 
the street, and was so happy when Ellen called and Dana and Alice helped and they showed up 
with the two vans and got one loaded before he headed home and she was pretty sure nothing got 
lost and she tried to keep things clean putting clothes out last so they’d be on top of other things 
and not right on the driveway. 

 
A knock on the door -- David asked us to please follow him.  I gave Jenny a hug and told 

her to hang in there.  She hugged me and gave me a kiss on the neck. 
 
Back to the larger room used for my Summons; I had Jenny’s arm in mine, so she was 

protected. 
 
Peter nodded to us.  “As you know, Master Rolf died yesterday.  We have been 

discussing as a first matter, his Acolyte Jenny.  After some discussion, including a demonstration 
from Acolyte Charlene, I have reached a decision.  Master Robert, are you willing to accept as a 
second Acolyte, the Acolyte Jenny?” 

 
I glanced around the room.  Fait accompli?  Even Beverly seemed accepting. 
 
I stepped to the middle of the circle, bringing Jenny with me. 
 
“Jenny, will you accept me as your Master?” 
 
She instantly went down on both knees and replied, “Oh yes, Master!” 
 
I looked into the crowd.  “Charlene?” I called, and pointed to Jenny’s side. 
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Charlene, looking a little confused, stepped forward.  “Acolyte Charlene, accepting Jenny 
as a second Acolyte will be a burden not only on me, but also on you.  Do you wish me to accept 
Jenny as an Acolyte?” 

 
She smiled and said loud and clear, “Yes, Master!” 
 
I turned to Jenny, taking her hands.  “Jenny, I promise to teach you as best I can.  I 

demand from you not blind obedience, but eagerness, inquisitiveness, and above all, that you do 
the best you can at everything you do.  Do you still accept me as your Master, sharing me with 
Acolyte Charlene?” 

 
“Oh yes, Master!” she replied instantly. 
 
I pulled her to her feet.  “Call your Companion,” I told her. 
 
A lively ball of light about ping-pong ball sized appeared. 
 
I turned to Charlene.  “Call your Companion.” 
 
Charlene grinned from ear to ear, holding out her right hand.  Her Companion was now 

cantaloupe sized, dancing and flickering, clearly audible! 
 
I called mine, and she appeared, swallowing and surrounding the three of us.  I kissed 

Jenny on the forehead.  “I will never hurt you,” I promised.  I turned to Charlene and kissed her 
on the forehead.  “Thank you.”  The three of us hugged.  With another rumble, our Companions 
disappeared.  Jenny was practically beside herself.  Charlene had such a satisfied look, and I had 
a good idea why. 

 
I looked to Peter, giving him a nod, and then to the others.  “Thank you, all.  I don’t need 

any more excitement.” 
 
That got brief laughter, even from Beverly. 
 
Peter nodded.  “And the other matter?” 
 
Natalie stepped forward a bit.  “I’ve reviewed matters with Beverly, who drew up the 

papers.  We both agree; the outcome is clear.” 
 
Beverly had a wry smile as she looked at Peter and then to the three of us.  “As is 

common for us, Master Rolf’s possessions were held by a revocable trust, coupled with a pour-
over will, which effectively eliminates probate.  In spite of recent events, he had not changed the 
trust agreement, so his estate goes to Acolytes Jenny and Charlene.  That’s it.” 

 
Above the murmuring I called out, “Natalie, I need to talk to you -- this evening.” 
 
She nodded and smiled.  “We most certainly will -- I am representing the three of you.” 
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That was a small relief! 
 
“Anything else before we break for dinner?” Peter asked. 
 
I held up my hand. 
 
“Master Robert?” 
 
I looked to the Circle.  “The wife of a friend at school teaches kindergarten.  She was 

telling us recently about an incident where one kid hauled off and whacked another in response 
to something that happened earlier.  In counseling the whack-er, she reminder her, ‘To remember 
to use your words.  We use our words, and don’t hit.’  I ask all of you, please, use your words?  
If you don’t like something I’m doing, or think I could do better, please talk to me?  If there’s an 
issue with one of my Acolytes, please talk to me.  Thank you.” 

 
Murmurs of agreement, and the doors opened for us to hit the buffet. 
 
Except Charlene sat me down at a table and said she’d take care of me!  Natalie sat next 

to me, and said, “Listen to her -- let her take care of you!” 
 
I sighed and shook my head. 
 
She laughed, putting a hand on mine.  Then she asked, “What do you need?  You were 

concerned about something?” 
 
I nodded.  “Jenny -- cops came to the place yesterday afternoon.  She let them in, and 

when they asked if they could look around she said yes.” 
 
Natalie frowned.  “Okay.  What else?” 
 
“They talked about wanting to ask her more questions -- I thought an attorney should be 

present.” 
 
She nodded.  “One will be.  What else?” 
 
“What the hell happened in those discussions?  What did Charlene do?” 
 
She chuckled.  “There was quite a bit of back-and forth, as you can imagine, about what 

could you possibly know, what could you teach, and so on.  Your dear Charlene stood up and 
said she’d learned more from you in the time she’d been with you than in all the time with Rolf.  
Then she held out her hand and brought forth that amazing apparition.  Difficult to argue with, 
no?  And I must ask, is that what happens to every woman who sleeps with you?  I guess we’ll 
learn with Jenny...  Either way, I don’t know if I want to get on your calendar, or be your 
booking agent...  Get plenty of rest, darling!” 
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I had to chuckle at that.  We were at a table for eight.  Another chair appeared and Denise 
joined us, sitting across from me.  Damn -- just looking at her... 

 
“Master Robert, congratulations, and I’d like to interview you on your ah, teaching 

methods -- privately!” she told me. 
 
“I’d love the opportunity, Mistress,” I replied honestly. 
 
Natalie patted my hand.  “That settles it!  I’m taking over as your booking agent!  No 

more than four per week, to give you time to recover!” 
 
“Oh Nat, don’t you think I would take good care of him?” Denise offered. 
 
Others started arriving at the table.  Jenny brought me another bottle of Gatorade!  

Charlene had a plate for me.  Alice and Dana sat next to them.  Natalie’s two joined us. 
 
“Up for another move?” Charlene asked. 
 
“What, the three of you moving to his place?  It’s a lot bigger,” Alice questioned. 
 
“Fuck no!” exclaimed Jenny, looking to Charlene.  “If it’s ours, we’re selling it -- he was 

planning on selling it anyway, and moving to Seattle.  Still has a broker lined up, and a schedule 
for shit like staging.” 

 
Charlene nodded vigorously with a full mouth. 
 
“Really?” asked Natalie.  “He retained a broker?” 
 
Jenny nodded.  “Yeah -- I had to dig through his files and put the paperwork together.  I 

know where everything is.  Can we still do that, like sell the place?  I’ll sleep on the streets 
before I’ll sleep there again!” 

 
“We’re not moving squat tonight,” Alice offered cheerfully. 
 
Jenny smiled and shook her head.  “Got what I need in the car for a couple of days.” 
 
I sighed again.  I was starting to feel old at twenty six. 
 
Charlene challenged, “Hey, at least you two can swing by and help unload?  That will be 

a big help.  We’ve got to unload all that stuff so he can get to class tomorrow morning.” 
 
“Sure -- not early, I hope,” offered Dana. 
 
I sighed; I was tired, and hungry.  When I do the shows, I usually have a hot dog for 

breakfast; it’s kind of a tradition for me.  I also usually don’t have lunch.  Today I hadn’t had 
anything, so I was hungry.  My Acolytes refilled my plate for me. 
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We made it home; Alice and Dana swung by and helped unload my car, while Charlene 

helped Jenny unload hers. 
 
Walking into the house, just the three of us.  The ladies were in the guest room dealing 

with clothes. 
 
Walt wasn’t one for a lot of closet space.  That’s because guys don’t need a lot of closet 

space.  I know I didn’t, even with two formal suits and some other dress clothes.  Most of the 
time I lived from the clean-clothes laundry basket into the dirty-clothes laundry basket. 

 
I offered that half of my closet was up for grabs...  They grabbed it, and me. 
 
Jenny was so thankful.  I could tell she was also emotionally exhausted.  She wanted a 

long, hot shower, and wanted to sleep alone.  That was fine -- she’d be safe.  She hugged me and 
told me she knew that. 

 
I went over my schedule on the fridge with her, reinforcing that I wasn’t one to make 

demands; we’re more like room mates. 
 
Charlene smiled and shook her head.  Jenny gave me a hug, then went to shower. 
 
Charlene and I were sitting in the kitchen, talking about the questionnaire, gathering data 

and organizing it so we could make sense out of it.  I could tell she was getting into it. 
 
We were going over some of the initial responses when Jenny walked in, naked except 

for a towel wrapped around her hair.  Her skin was a beautiful pale pink.  She smiled and sat in 
my lap, sliding a hand behind my head and pulling me to a soft, full breast. 

 
My Friend must have goosed me to do it; before I faded, I cast a frame around her, one 

which would protect her automatically.  Then I let go.  She held me, moving my head a little, 
holding me closer when I started to move.  She whispered, “Thank you for everything, Master,” 
kissed me on the head, and got up.  By the time I got my eyes open again, she’d left the kitchen. 

 
Charlene grinned at me.  “Better get used to it,” she growled. 
 
“I hope I never do,” I sighed. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  She closed her notebook and told me, “I’m beat -- and you don’t 

look too perky yourself.  Let’s go to bed.” 
 
“I’m all for that,” I agreed. 
 
We prepped for the next day; I was lucky I had notes for everything I needed to cover. 
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We cleaned up and got into bed.  I wasn’t subtle -- I wrapped myself around her, taking a 
nipple and holding on.  She held me and rocked us to sleep. 

 
 

END of Part 4 
Rev 2011/08/24 

 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 66 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

Three’s Company 
 
Monday between classes I had a chance to catch my breath.  Hah.  Two women in that 

little place was quite a crowd; I ended up using my electric shaver and brushing my teeth in the 
kitchen. 

 
Sitting in one of the commons areas at school, I Googled dear Rolf, hoping to learn 

something, expecting a short obit. 
 
I found a short writeup in the Mercury News, one of the local papers. 
 
Holy shit!  Rolf was 78 years old!  He didn’t look a day over 40!  My head was spinning 

on that as I scanned the rest of the article -- wealthy financial guy, moved here from the East 
Coast a few years ago, no family, nobody knows why he was carrying an unregistered handgun. 

 
But my head was still trying to deal with the part about being 78 years old...  The hair on 

the back of my neck went up -- this has got to be something to do with the Talent... 
 
I received confirmation that yes it was, and I would understand and change it, but not 

today. 
 
Okay, take that as a given, there was a way to back up ... but she’d told me that you 

couldn’t go back in time.  Ah, that your mind couldn’t go back in time -- but I’d guess you could 
move the body, that matter stuff, back.  I sensed amusement.  I shook my head; I needed to get 
my shit together for my next class. 

 
I got home a little after three.  I got to work doing my prep for the next day. 
 
Charlene and Jenny came in together around four thirty, still carrying on a conversation. 
 
“Oh, I agree -- I think we should do it.  Oh!  You get home early Mondays!” Jenny 

greeted me with a big hug. 
 
I got a hug from Charlene as well.  She shook her head. 
 
“What?  Tell me about it?” I asked, pulling her to the couch. 
 
She sat with me while Jenny went to use the loo. 
 
“We spent the day at the house, with Mistress Natalie.  I’m so glad she was there to help!  

The police were there, Natalie helped so much and they didn’t take long, and more police 
showed up, and they were almost upset Rolf was dead!  So crazy!  Then we met with the realtor, 
an appraiser came by to start cataloging the art Rolf collected, and we’re arranging for another 
appraiser to come in.  Oh, Natalie is going to be here half past seven to fill you in.  But as wild as 
it’s been, I think things are going to work out fine.  Thanks to you.”  She hugged me. 
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We headed into the kitchen.  Charlene went to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of white 
wine.  She pointed at Jenny, who replied, “Oh yeah.”  Pointing it at me, I told her, “Why not.” 

 
She opened it and poured three glasses. 
 
“Rolf has quite the art collection -- we’d seen some of the paperwork, but not all of it 

until today.  We need more appraisals, but we’re guessing around four or five mil, which brings 
the total up to around eighteen, or six each,” Charlene told me. 

 
Jenny was nodding in agreement. 
 
“The appraiser today -- Rolf just happens to have some stuff that hasn’t been seen for 

about forty years.  Big surprise!  And there’s still some stuff crated up in a back room.” 
 
I frowned.  “Stuff Rolf brought out with him when he vanished from the East Coast a few 

years ago and turning up out here looking 40 years younger?” 
 
Both of them went a bit wide-eyed.  “Ah, yeah, like that,” Charlene admitted. 
 
“Okay, so what’s next, and what’s for dinner?” 
 
Charlene got up.  “My turn -- you explain it to him,” she told Jenny. 
 
Jenny sat up a bit.  “Ah, it’s like, we own the place now.  Except we don’t really own it, 

the trust owns it, but we can tell the trust what to do with it.  And what we want the trust to do 
with it is to sell the piece of shit as neither of us would sleep there ever again.  And neither of us 
had a good idea how much artwork he’d piled away -- we’re getting that appraised, and we’ll 
decide whether to sell all, part, none, whatever.  We got to figure out what to do with some of 
this stuff, like the ... what was it, Chagas?” 

 
Charlene turned to her with a frown.  “Chagall -- Chagas is a disease.” 
 
“Yeah, well he got it for not a lot fifty years ago and it’s worth a shitload now.  The 

question is, will it be worth more of a shitload in twenty years?  What do we want to have, cash 
now, or something that may very well increase in value?” 

 
“That’s a tough one -- have fun with it,” I told them. 
 
Jenny called out, “You wanna tell him?” 
 
Charlene shook her head but didn’t turn around.  “Mistress Natalie is coming over.” 
 
“Oh yeah, she’s gonna do it.  Good.  Just selling the house is gonna be a big deal!” 
 
“Mortgage and taxes?” I suggested. 
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Jenny frowned.  “Yeah, that’s what Mistress Natalie warned us about; you have to do 
things carefully or you get screwed on taxes, and on some things, about all you can do is decide 
whether to get screwed now or later.  I thought we’d really make out on selling the house, but it’s 
got like a huge mortgage and the way people talk if we’re lucky we won’t lose money.” 

 
We had a simple dinner.  Both of them griped about Rolf’s cooking demands.  I figured I 

was better off staying quiet, and pouring more wine.  Let’s hear it for Trader Joe’s -- I like their 
Coastal Sauvignon Blanc at $4 per bottle, more than twice as good as their two-buck-Chuck. 

 
I helped clean up the kitchen, and managed to finish my prep for the next day; Monday 

was usually light for me. 
 
Doorbell -- Natalie arrived.  I looked at her differently, wondering how old she was... 
 
“Master Robert, good evening!” she greeted me. 
 
“Mistress Natalie, thank you again for your help; I think.  What joy have you brought this 

evening?” 
 
She laughed, holding her leather valise.  “We should sit at the table.” 
 
We sat in the kitchen.  The girls (I know, they’re older than me) were hanging around, 

until Natalie scolded them off, “Go!  Go play!  Now!” 
 
They laughed and said, “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
Natalie shook her head, smiling.  “It is so good to see them smiling!  Ah, where should 

we begin?” 
 
I asked for a summary of the day. 
 
She told me the police questioning had been perfunctory and superficial, which was 

good.  The girls had written rental agreements to back up their stories; Rolf was after all, careful, 
at least in some domains.  The first group of police was just getting ready to leave when the other 
groups arrived, intent on arresting dear Rolf.  They were greatly disappointed!  But the first 
group was able to confirm that he had the offending cell phone in his pocket when he died, so 
their loose ends were tied up.  They all left more-or-less satisfied.  Natalie then had the girls 
gather papers from different parts of the house while she searched for more. 

 
They met with a somewhat confused real estate broker.  She understood the house was 

owned by a trust; the trust was still interested in selling the house, but wished to review what had 
gone on before.  Natalie was pleasantly surprised; Rolf had negotiated a very good deal, which 
they kept.  The broker was somewhat relieved to learn she’d be working with Natalie rather than 
Rolf.  They discussed ballpark prices and schedules.  The property was in very showable and 
sellable condition; Rolf had been prepping it for a number of months.  They took a walk-through; 
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the artwork could remain for staging and display purposes, but was not included in the sale; if a 
prospective buyer wished to negotiate on certain pieces, that was fine. 

 
She gave me a lopsided smile and told me she could practically see Jenny counting the 

money...  Until she explained that Rolf had only held the house a few years, and even though 
he’d gotten a very good deal on it when he bought it, there was a substantial mortgage on it, and 
with appreciation, if they were lucky, they should be able to clear commissions and fees, maybe 
even make some money. 

 
I nodded, understanding.  Two vastly different people here, Charlene and Jenny. 
 
An appraiser came in to make a first pass over the art and start cataloging; they’d be back 

for a few days running, as there was a room full of things still crated up.  Another appraiser was 
coming out Thursday to look at specific pieces for an upcoming auction on the East Coast.  
There were some pieces that hadn’t been seen for forty or fifty years, and should do well at 
auction.  And who knows what was still crated up! 

 
She gave me a look that told me I should hold on to my seat.  She thought this house was 

also held by a trust, in my benefit?  Correct.  She needed the name of the attorney handling it; 
she would be taking it over.  Did I have a will?  Of course not.  She nodded and made a note; 
we’d take care of that as well.  The position I was in now, she thought I understood the need to 
plan for the future, and plan carefully.  Yes, I was learning... 

 
She would be preparing wills for Charlene and Jenny, and revising the Trust to include 

the three of us. 
 
Three?  I was confused. 
 
She smiled and told me my two Acolytes had insisted on naming me in the revised Trust 

as well; that was another reason she needed to work with mine, to make sure certain provisions 
dovetailed properly, to make sure tax considerations were handled properly. 

 
Glancing around, she said that adding me was a superb idea as far as she was concerned; 

the two of us would be the trustees.  She felt pretty secure with Charlene, but thought Jenny 
would need to be taught.  From all she’d seen and learned about me, I was most frugal. 

 
I shrugged and told her it was as much out of ignorance of my financial condition as 

anything else. 
 
She thought that was fine; it didn’t matter how the habits were formed as long as they 

were good habits! 
 
She paused and then reminded me that I had two Acolytes who were my responsibility, 

and they were two very different people.  Sunday evening everyone had been impressed with 
Charlene’s devotion to me, her support, and then when she showed her Companion!  And when 
I’d asked Charlene, as part of accepting Jenny, that showed I understood at least to some degree 
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that both of them were involved.  I needed to be the Master, particularly when both are present.  I 
could leverage Charlene to control Jenny, and I needed to take advantage of the fact that both 
had been trained, and would respond reflexively, instinctively, to certain tones of voice and 
commands.  Charlene was devoted; Jenny far less so.  Natalie and Denise were both concerned 
about Jenny running wild if she got the chance, particularly when she came into money. 

 
Then it makes sense for the trust to keep a tight rein on all of us until age thirty five or so, 

I suggested. 
 
Just so, Natalie agreed. 
 
Did I have copies of my tax returns for the last few years?  I sighed and fetched the file, 

and the one with copies of my Trust documents, giving both to her.  She smiled and told me we 
would be well taken care of. 

 
She unrolled the plan going forward.  First was cataloging and appraising the art.  Next, 

stage the house for sale.  She would help us work with advisors on deciding what to do with the 
art collection; place none, part, or all on the market, hang on to it.  It would be our decision. 

 
I mused that’s where making sure Jenny knows she’s on a short leash for a few years at 

least will help. 
 
Natalie nodded.  Rolf also has other investments held through the Trust.  With the 

uncertainties and volatility in the equities market, he held a substantial position in cash and 
equivalents.  She and I would review those in a week, once she had a better picture, which 
included independent appraisals. 

 
She would review my existing Trust, making sure things worked properly, and devising 

wills for us all.  Over the next few months, we would sell the house, putting that capital back into 
the Trust. 

 
How long to sell the place, and how much are we talking about? 
 
She nodded, musing for a bit before replying.  The property was a good one and should 

be in the neighborhood of 2.8 million, maybe as high as 3.1.  Rolf purchased it about three years 
earlier, a forced sale, so he’d gotten a very good price.  Creative financing, as I’d see, with 
minimal down payment, which also worked to minimize a return from the sale.  Things hadn’t 
appreciated that much in the market, and even with the agreement he’d worked out, we would be 
carrying commissions and fees, clearing a few hundred thousand at best.  Selling such properties 
-- it would either go fast, or very slowly, until the proper buyer showed up.  We were interested 
in a clean sale, without a slew of contingencies, long closing periods, or other shenanigans.   

 
I agreed with that!  When my folks sold their house here in the Valley, my dad’s favorite 

response to prospective buyers was, “What part of as-is don’t you understand?” 
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She laughed at that.  We didn’t need to be that extreme!  But we would insist on a simple 
straightforward transaction.  In this price range, once a buyer was motivated, things would move 
quickly.  We needed patience. 

 
Similarly for the artwork.  Once we make our decisions, patience, and sticking to plan. 
 
Stick to plan, but be willing to adapt and roll with circumstances, I suggested. 
 
Oh, certainly! 
 
I shook my head.  Keeping Jenny on a short leash, financially, was going to be a 

challenge.  Me, I was limited by space and time -- I didn’t have the room, and I didn’t have the 
time to do silly things. 

 
Natalie smiled and told me I could quit school tomorrow -- I was set for life, for a very, 

very long life. 
 
I shook my head.  I still had goals; I wanted to get my degree, and I enjoyed teaching.  

Yeah, I understand that’s today, and tomorrow may be different. 
 
She smiled and nodded, telling me to focus on the long term.  Questions? 
 
Rolf was 78 -- how old are you? 
 
She smiled, raising an eyebrow.  64. 
 
She looked to be late thirties or so. 
 
Would I like to know the ages of the others?  She knew some of them, some more 

accurately than others. 
 
No, I’ll ask them if I want to know. 
 
She gathered her materials.  I had plenty to think about for a few days -- we’d get 

together same time? 
 
That would be fine.  Please call if something comes up, and I will call as well. 
 
Good!  Now with all I had to think about, I should go to my bedroom and have my 

Acolytes distract me from all those things! 
 
I agreed, that was a superb idea.  I showed her to the door, secured the front of the house, 

and went to the bathroom to clean up.  The single bathroom in the place is between the 
bedrooms, accessible from either one.  I visited the can, washed my hands and face, brushed my 
teeth.  Another too-exciting day! 
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Deliberately leaving the light in the bathroom on, I opened the door to my bedroom.  the 
light was off, with two young ladies in my bed.  As I stepped into the room, both scrambled up, 
nicely naked, but I kept frowning.  Jenny hopped into the bathroom, closing the door partway 
behind her.  I reached for the bedroom light switch, but Charlene got to it first, turning on the 
light. 

 
“Thank you,” I told her as I unbuttoned my shirt. 
 
“Let me help with that,” she said with a smile.  “Do you want this one hung up again, or 

should I put it in the hamper?  We’ll take care of your laundry and getting things cleaned.” 
 
“It can get washed -- I wasn’t careful enough at lunch,” I confessed. 
 
I started to do my belt when she stopped me. 
 
“Let me do that,” she whispered, going down on a knee.  Looking up at me, she undid my 

belt and my pants, sliding them down slowly and with a lot of finger contact...  Then she returned 
to my boxers, running her hands lightly over me from back to front, helping straighten up my 
rapidly hardening cock.  She smiled as she ran her hands over me. She slipped my boxers down 
and helped me step out of my pants and shorts, and took my socks off.  She ran her hands up my 
bare legs, over my balls and my cock, moving me back to sit on the bed.  Damn! 

 
She pulled me closer to the edge of the bed, moving between my legs with her arms 

around me, her breasts going around my cock.  She turned her head to the bathroom, “Jenny?” 
she called out. 

 
“Be right there,” came the reply. 
 
Charlene pushed her breasts up against me rhythmically, moving her shoulders and torso.  

“Tonight Jenny wants to thank you,” she explained.  Then she dipped her head down and took 
the tip of my cock in her mouth.  I closed my eyes and sighed... 

 
I opened them to the light changing, and Charlene moving away. 
 
But as she did, Jenny swayed closer, sliding a hand behind my head.  She tilted my head 

back a bit so I was looking up at her.  “Master, I wanted to thank you for everything you’ve done 
for us, and for me.” 

 
I could smell the perfume she was wearing; she pulled me into it, holding me to a tight, 

delicious nipple and a pillow-soft breast.  I wound my arms around her waist and let my eyes 
close.  Not as mind-blankingly delicious as Denise, but close...  She held me and whispered to 
me about how envious she’d been of Charlene, and how bad it had been since Charlene had been 
thrown out and how bad she still felt about having to do that to her friend.  She was so scared 
Saturday when the police arrived but she felt relieved after they left and she fixed herself dinner 
and a really strong tequila sunrise and slept in her own bed and slept so well and unmolested all 
night long.  Then Sunday talking to Charlene, and Alice, and the others, then meeting me at 
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Master Peter’s house and me taking her.  She slept so much better here, and was going to sleep 
even better tonight! 

 
She moved me to the center of the bed and started sliding her breasts up my body.  So 

good!  She pulled my knees up, pressing her breasts into my cock, pushing and rocking around 
me, occasionally taking the tip of my cock in her mouth.  “Would you like me to finish you like 
this, Master?” she asked between my moans. 

 
“On top of me!” I sighed. 
 
She moved up slowly, teasing me more, teasing me by letting me have a nipple briefly 

then pulling away, or by smothering me to a breast or between her breasts.  I loved it!  
Eventually she lined me up and slowly slid me in.  I spread my legs and picked my knees up, 
cradling her bottom some.  I held her hips as she rocked and swayed.  Her bottom felt so good, 
the way she was sitting on top of me, at times so light and others using her weight. 

 
I moved my hands to her breasts, mainly to squeeze her nipples and help her along, but 

she leaned forward, pulling a pillow under my head and shoulders, attaching me to a nipple as 
she bore down on me with her hips.  I moaned, I stiffened up, and she kept going and going and 
going until my hands fell away from her and I was drained. 

 
Moving more into bed after she cleaned us up, sliding against her, wrapped up in her as 

she settled me on a nipple and pulled the covers up around us.  “Mmm...  That’s where you 
belong,” she sighed. 

 
Waking in the morning still in her arms was so amazing...  So comfortable, so relaxed...  

But we had to get up and get going.  Once again everyone needed to be out of the house at about 
the same time and that meant I washed up, shaved, and brushed my teeth in the kitchen. 

 
The rest of the week was interesting.  A fellow grad student was sick and needed 

somebody to take her first year physics problem section.  I agreed before asking how big it was!  
The prof was a good guy, it’s just ... he shouldn’t be teaching an introductory class like that; he 
was better suited for upper division and grad work.  I think Thursday we moved the section to a 
bigger room because so many kids were showing up!  I started early, stayed late, was busting my 
ass, and having a great time. 

 
At home, Charlene and Jenny alternated for a couple of nights, but Thursday night I 

think, when I came home later than usual and stinking exhausted, we had a simple dinner and the 
three of us ended up in bed.  Jenny held me and wiped me out, then Charlene was on top of me, 
and we ended up with me in the middle, Jenny holding me again and Charlene snuggled up to 
my back.  I don’t think I’ve ever slept as well.  Waking in the morning to both of them driving 
me wild, ending up riding Charlene doggy style with Jenny teasing and fondling both of us. 

 
I barely got to school on time Friday, but I sure had a smile on my face!  I got home 

earlier on Friday, before the girls.  Damn -- I had a lot to do in the next week to get ready for the 
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next show!  Well, tomorrow -- have Charlene do more finishing work, and figure out what Jenny 
could help with.  I needed to deliver a box to a dentist on Monday! 

 
Over dinner I went over what we had to get done before Monday, and by Wednesday.  

Charlene was all for it, and I knew she could do a lot,  Jenny wasn’t as sure.  Well, we’ll find 
something for her to do! 

 
After dinner, we started in the garage/finishing area.  Charlene knew what to do, and had 

Jenny helping.  I went back to the workshop to build up more boards. 
 
Charlene came in about ten thirty, smiling. 
 
I put my soldering iron back in its holder, cleaning the tip reflexively.  “What took you so 

long?” I asked, looking up at the clock. 
 
She stepped closer, pulling me to her, wrapping her arms around my head.  “I had help -- 

and I wanted to do a really good job on the one for our dentist friend.” 
 
“Thanks,” I whispered, holding on and closing my eyes.  So nice to relax holding her.  

“Where’s Jenny?” 
 
“She’s taking a quick shower, getting ready for what she does best,” she told me, kissing 

me on the head.  “Why don’t you clean up here and join me for a shower -- I’ll scrub your back.” 
 
“I’d have to let go of you...” I sighed. 
 
She laughed, jiggling nicely in my arms.  She kissed me again and stepped away.  

“Shower?” she teased me, pausing by the door. 
 
“Five minutes,” I replied. 
 
I secured things, powering down until the morning.  Let’s go. 
 
Got undressed in my bedroom and joined Charlene in the shower.  Small bathroom with 

two sinks, the loo, a small tub, and a large shower, just the way Walt wanted it.  Relaxing and 
refreshing, showering with someone.  One of those occasions when you don’t need to use your 
eyes a lot.  We worked up a good lather, and it was nice having my back scrubbed.  I much 
prefer spreading the soap around while kissing.  We managed to rinse off and get dried. 

 
Charlene led me to my bed.  “We’ll be a few minutes -- relax.” 
 
I crashed on my back.  Long week!  The kids in that physics section -- I think I had most 

of the kids from two sections by now, with others pissed because they had conflicts and couldn’t 
make it, so friends were recording it.  Maybe I should set up a camera, or let one of the kids do it. 
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They came in, moving slowly on to the bed.  Jenny, skin so soft, breasts so full, teasing 
me as she moved up my body, lowering a nipple to me, teasing and smothering me with her 
breasts, while Charlene was busy between my legs, making me gasp.  Jenny holding my head, 
smothering me to a breast as Charlene rode me, so slow and so nice, only slowing down when I 
got to the edge, drawing it out and draining me. 

 
Cleaned up and in Jenny’s arms, Charlene behind me snuggled together and going to 

sleep. 
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We could have spent most of Saturday in bed ... but ... I had so much to do!  Still, we 

didn’t get out of bed until nearly nine.  I got to work in the lab, building up electronics, figuring 
I’d do woodworking in the afternoon and Charlene could do finishing tonight.  More assembly 
and test tomorrow morning, finishing tomorrow afternoon, rest tomorrow night! 

 
The girls grumbled, but agreed.  Jenny took off to do the grocery shopping.  Charlene had 

seen the jigs I used for cutting the boxes; she’d do a pair of them and have me check, but she 
thought she could handle it no problem.  So did I... 

 
Jenny seemed so happy puttering in the kitchen, and then through the rest of the house 

cleaning up.  Charlene did very nice woodwork, aside from complaining that my table saw blade 
was getting dull and should be in a museum... 

 
We took a break for lunch (which Jenny fixed).  Charlene had gotten a lot of the cutting 

and assembly I’d planned on doing done, putting me farther behind with the electronics.  She 
announced she was making a trip to Woodcraft in San Carlos to get me a good table saw blade. 

 
I stuck out my tongue. 
 
Both of them laughed, and Charlene told me not to do that unless I was going to use it... 
 
Jenny stayed to clean up some more and do laundry; she was still unpacking and trying to 

organize things -- even mine. 
 
Putting surface-mount parts on boards, working under a magnifier, the doorbell went off.  

Let’s hear it for someone else in the house! 
 
Thought I heard Jenny talking. 
 
Sounds of someone coming down the hall. 
 
I put down the soldering iron and looked up as Denise came into my lab! 
 
“Mistress!  What brings you by?” I asked. 
 
She was wearing slacks and a soft top.  She walked to me and pulled my head to her 

bosom.  She did it to me again, blanking my mind with scent and softness. 
 
Holding me, she told me she was concerned.  Her girls told her that what I’d taught them 

was very powerful, and very scary.  They hadn’t shown it to her, and she didn’t want to know 
more until I thought she should.  She wanted me to be very careful. 

 
Then she told me to call if I needed her; she would take care of me.  She squeezed me to 

her again, driving out all thought, filling me with her. 
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Blinking my eyes open and wiping them, her scent still filled me.  She’d gone, I knew 
that. 

 
I picked up the soldering iron, wiped the tip on the sponge, and got back to work. 
 
If she’d asked me to follow her, or taken me to the bedroom, I would have been lost. 
 
I don’t know what she did, or how to defend against it. 
 
And I had a batch of boards to build. 
 
Some time later, Charlene came in and put two pieces of wood down near me.  I finished 

soldering in the part I was placing and put the soldering iron back in the holder, turning on my 
chair. 

 
“Guess which one is the old blade, and which is the new,” she told me. 
 
Yeah, it was pretty easy to see.  “Nice,” I told her, and looked up at her. 
 
Her smile faded, turning to a look of concern.  “Oh -- she was here?”  She stepped closer 

and held me.  So good, but not the same. 
 
“Do you want to take a break?  We can hold you.  Dinner isn’t for an hour at least.” 
 
I sighed, holding her.  “No, I need to get back to work.” 
 
“Okay -- I’m going to have you further behind...”  She kissed me on the head and stepped 

away.  With a concerned look, she left the lab. 
 
I got back to work. 
 
The boards are pretty simple, only a dozen or so components, three of them integrated 

circuits -- the microprocessor, the driver, and the regulator.  Populate the board, then drop it into 
the programmer - tester.  So far, all green lights. 

 
Jenny came in to rescue me.  “Dinner time,” she said, holding me gently.  I held her, 

breathing her in, smelling dinner and her scent. 
 
I stopped in the loo to take a leak and wash up.  Jenny had a very nice meal prepared for 

us.  We sat down together to eat, something I was learning to enjoy. 
 
After dinner, we cleared the table and Charlene started in on the dishes.  I started to help, 

but Jenny pulled me away and to the couch in the front room.  I started to say something, that I 
needed to get back to work, but she put a finger on my lips.  She sat me down, then sat in my lap, 
pulling up her top and bra.  She held me for a few minutes.  Helping me stand up again, she 
promised she’d hold me more later. 
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I peeked into the garage; Charlene was doing a great job fabricating boxes.  I went back 

to the lab to build filling for them. 
 
But it was like I was working by remote control or something, detached and a long ways 

away from what I was doing. 
 
They pulled me from the lab around ten, taking me to bed.  I latched on to Jenny.  She 

held and squeezed me.  Usually one of them holds me for a few minutes and I unwind.  But 
tonight I was so messed up, they teased me until I was spaced out, then wiped me out.  I went to 
sleep clutching Charlene. 

 
I woke up in Jenny’s arms, Charlene at my back completing the sandwich.  Jenny passed 

me to Charlene, who held me. 
 
We got up later, smelling breakfast.  We were straightening up the bed when Jenny stuck 

her head in the bedroom to get us moving. 
 
Sitting at the table eating, Jenny looked at me curiously.  “What did she do to you?  I 

don’t understand!” 
 
I shook my head -- how to explain it? 
 
Charlene smiled.  “As good as I am?”  She sighed and shook her head.  “She is so much, 

so incredibly better.”  She sighed.  “There’s no comparison.” 
 
Jenny nodded, eyebrows raised. 
 
I held their hands.  “Thank you.  Keep holding me.” 
 
We got a lot done.  Enough so I could spend a few hours on school shit.  And we got to 

bed early. 
 
Back to the grind -- school, jobs, getting ready for the upcoming show, holding each 

other at night and in the morning. 
 
I even spent more time working on what was becoming my revised thesis topic, an 

interpretation of relativistic mechanics using the hints from my Companion.  It was an interesting 
model, and seemed to offer some advantages, at least computationally.  I figured a couple more 
weeks on it and I’d have a paper I could submit for peer review and as the basis for my thesis. 

 
Working closely with my Companion on things like that, everything starts to bleed 

together. 
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One night in bed, Jenny pushed me to my back and was ready to have her way with me.  I 
sat up and invited her into my lap.  We slid together, holding and kissing, with Charlene 
contributing when she could. 

 
I called on Jenny, and then Charlene, to call their Companions.  They did, and I called 

mine.  They joined as we joined, all of us surrounded and suffused in living light.  Jenny was 
moaning and shaking in my arms, her face filled with distant bliss.  I felt my Companion asking 
permission to do something; I agreed.  As I held Jenny, my arms around her back, pulling her 
shoulders down as she rocked against me, the boundaries between us, among us, faded at least a 
little.  The three of us joined and came together. collapsing to the bed together, and fading still 
enveloped in light. 

 
The next morning at breakfast, Jenny asked eloquently, “What the fuck was that last 

night?” 
 
Luckily Charlene wasn’t sipping coffee at the time -- she chortled. 
 
“Call your Companion,” I told her. 
 
Jenny frowned and put down her coffee cup.  She held out her hand and with a slightly 

exasperated sigh ... and almost knocked over the table, shrieking and jumping up with a ball of 
light the size of a cantaloupe appearing in her hand! 

 
“Ohmygod!” she shrieked, backpedaling into the kitchen counter. 
 
I stood up and motioned to Charlene. 
 
Charlene stood next to Jenny, calling her Companion. 
 
I stood with them, calling mine, merging the three, enveloping us once more.  I held 

Charlene and kissed her.  I held Jenny and kissed her, Charlene holding both of us. 
 
The light faded, leaving the three of us. 
 
Jenny sighed, shaking her head.  “I ... I never felt it like that before.”  She held out her 

right hand, putting her left hand over her chest, on the Symbol hanging on its chain.  “I feel the 
connection now.”  She looked at us; she looked at us differently.  She gave Charlene a hug, then 
hugged me. 

 
A few days later, we were discussing house and art stuff after dinner.  It looked like we’d 

get an offer on the house, and we were going to send some of the art to an East-Coast auction. 
 
Jenny looked at us and shook her head, smiling.  She reached out for our hands.  “I know 

this is gonna sound strange...  But last week, before we did ... whatever we did, I was so totally 
looking forward to all that money, thinking of all the stuff I was gonna buy.  But now -- it isn’t 
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about stuff.”  The look on her face, so intense!  “It’s about you guys, and being held, and holding 
someone...”  She gave me an intense look.  “Are you gonna get it tonight!” 

 
The three of us hugged.  And when we went to bed, she was intense! 
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Second Circle 
 
Full Circles are called once a month, more often when circumstances require.  Thanks to 

me, circumstances had required of late!  But with things returning a bit more to normal, a bit 
more normal schedule resumed. 

 
The three of us attended together.  David greeted us at the door.  I was surprised -- the 

time-trap was present, just as it had been for my Summons, which I’d learned, was at a 
“regularly scheduled” Circle.  We passed through it easily and joined Peter; we were the first to 
arrive. 

 
Interesting watching others arrive -- most walked around the trap, which seemed to be 

perfectly acceptable. 
 
I mentioned this to David.  He smiled and told me that only a few went through -- that 

was one of my surprises, walking in that first time and waltzing right through without a seeming 
care.  Only a few, now including my group did it.  That piqued my interest, and I observed more 
carefully (feigned casually, I hope). 

 
And my oh my!  Denise, Alice, and Dana arrived together.  Alice and Dana walked 

around the trap, but Denise walked straight through! 
 
I “saw” what she did, and I had to really work to keep from laughing, from gloating!  To 

me, going orthogonal was the easiest way to handle it, and the defensive frames I’d given 
Charlene and Jenny operated that way, particularly when we were touching. 

 
But Denise -- her approach was to anchor herself to her (local) frame.  So as she passed 

through this transient disturbance, she remained anchored to the frame and unaffected!  Just 
before hitting the trap, she strengthened her anchor! 

 
And the stronger she anchored herself, the more susceptible she was to my shifting-the-

frame attacks!  Suddenly her invincibility seemed a lot less invincible! 
 
When Beverly and her pair came in, same thing -- Acolytes went around, and Beverly 

went through, using the same anchoring trick. 
 
Hmmm...  Unless you really paid attention, it would be hard to distinguish, as an attacker, 

between the anchoring approach they were using and the pivoting frame approach we used.  
Well, with us, it would seem as if some attacks were succeeding, unless we were orthogonal. 

 
Charlene pulled my arm, moving me into position in the Circle -- Peter was trying to herd 

the cats into order. 
 
As newest in the Circle, we started.  I don’t do the whole shouting and “Demon” thing.  I 

looked to my Acolytes, my ladies.  We’d agreed on what to do, and practiced it.  I held out my 
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hands, cupped, and silently called.  My Companion appeared, filling the area with light and 
sound. 

 
Charlene held out her right hand.  Her Companion, the size of a small melon, appeared.  

She moved closer, letting hers meld into mine. 
 
Jenny did the same, holding out her right hand.  Her Companion was now just a bit 

smaller than Charlene’s.  She moved closer to let hers merge and dance with ours.  And dance 
they did, swirling and filling the area with light and sound. 

 
Beverly and three others were still in the shouting school.  But Denise -- she actually 

nodded towards us!  She then held out her right hand, and her Companion appeared.  Alice 
followed, and brought her Companion to join Denise’s.  Dana called hers, and added hers to their 
dance.  And whaddya know, the three combined were brighter, larger, and more active than 
you’d expect the sum of the parts to be.  All three of them smiled as well. 

 
David and Peter did their thing, bringing that part of the Circle to a close. 
 
Anything before we move to dinner? 
 
Beverly started attacking the data gathering we were attempting, calling it all sorts of 

nasty names, making accusations about risking exposing Circles across the country and a few 
other low kicks. 

 
When she wound down I turned to Charlene.  She sliced up Beverly’s concerns quite 

efficiently and effectively.  All data was kept encrypted, with identifying information separately 
encrypted, meeting and exceeding the proposed safety and security standards for medical 
research not set to go into place for another year.  She could send a copy of the standard, and 
recommended implementations, to anyone interested.  And by the way, early results from 
another Circle strongly suggest a genetic basis to the talent, with one group identifying four new 
candidates along blood lines in a matter of days. 

 
Next? 
 
Beverly smiled and nodded.  She even said, “Thank you for the clarification.” 
 
The doors opened for dinner. 
 
I paid more attention this time to the Acolytes in training.  Oh, we shared a table with 

Denise and crew, and another supporter, Arthur and crew, another pair of pretty young ladies. 
 
Arthur thought our data-gathering exercise was interesting, particularly in light of the 

results.  Annie, a young Asian woman, told us excitedly she was going home for Thanksgiving, 
and would be able to go through many generations of family!  Charlene was really supportive of 
that. 
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Not much else happened.  Beverly was courteous to us.  She even reminded me to pay 
attention to Natalie’s counsel on financial matters.  I thanked her and told her I was glad for the 
help, and in learning to plan for the long term. 

 
Denise commented on our showing at the beginning of the Circle, again suggesting she’d 

like to study my methods more closely...  I was surprised when Charlene intervened, shielding 
and defending me!  Denise seemed surprised as well.  I told Denise I was happy to see others 
adopting a different approach; I didn’t agree with the whole “Demon” thing, feeling that treating 
this as a partnership would lead to more understanding, and there was a lot I didn’t understand. 

 
Arthur commented that they would try it, and when I said I didn’t understand something, 

that scared him! 
 
I smiled and told him that my bias, my belief as a physicist was that in general, the 

universe was understandable.  Oh, try calling and joining your Companions while sitting yab-
yum; that’s a useful exercise. 

 
 There were, of course, limitations on our ability to understand the world around us -- for 

example Heisenberg described the limits imposed by the nature of quantum mechanics.  We 
learn in mathematics that there are questions we can pose that cannot be answered within the 
limits of formal systems of reasoning; an example the parallel postulate of plane geometry.  And 
nobody will ever understand why women need so many damn pairs of shoes... 

 
Laughter, Charlene punched me in the arm, and more than one threw their napkins at me. 
 

 
END of Part 5 

Rev 2011/09/18 
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Conjoining... 
 
Conjoin, link, merge, meld, unite.  In another story, someone may have written that my 

path, my future, was decided by the Gods, or by Fate, or Destiny. 
 
I don’t know about any of those.  As far as I can tell, a fucking storm precipitated it. 
 
I’d been drawn to her, to Denise, yet I was holding back, staying away at the same time, 

avoiding intimacy or any occasion where intimacy might be possible, understanding at some 
level, I guess, what would happen. 

 
Certainly if I’d fallen into her arms earlier, before I’d been saddled with two Acolytes, it 

would have been far different.  I would have been hopelessly lost and completely under her spell.  
Would that have been so bad? 

 
Hah, “saddled.”  We take turns who’s in the saddle and who’s being ridden.  I’m a fan of 

reverse cowgirl, and Jenny does some amazing things. 
 
A storm system went through the area, the first nasty one of the season.  Not a lot of rain 

for us, but high winds.  The three of us were snuggled together in bed.  Early morning, not a lot 
of sunlight penetrating the storm clouds, not quite an hour before the alarm went off and we had 
to get up.  Winds howling, howling, howling... 

 
A very loud crash, shaking the house!  I popped up, naked as the day I was born of 

course, and started checking.  Lab-workroom was fine.  Paused in the bathroom to pee.  Other 
bedroom fine, kitchen fine, front room looked okay.  Stuck my head into the garage. 

 
Oh fuck! 
 
Nominally a two and a half car garage, but most of it is taken up by the walled-in 

woodworking area, leaving a single parking space for the old beat-up Mazda I’d inherited from 
Uncle Walt. 

 
With the light on, that corner of the garage had a very large tree branch coming through a 

roof which was a lot lower than usual, the branch extending into my car.  Through my car?  The 
front end of the car looked lower than usual.  Not good... 

 
As the late Marty Feldman said (in Young Frankenstein), “It could be worse -- it could be 

raining.” 
 
The ladies were still snuggled in bed as I dressed quickly.  Responding to their sleepy 

questions and requests that I return to keep them warm, no I’m not coming back to bed, that 
crash was a tree taking out part of the garage and my car! 

 
That got them both out of bed! 
 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 85 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

I got my file of house stuff and found the card for the insurance agent.  Called their 800 
number as I walked outside. 

 
Yup...  My neighbor’s huge old tree had given up the battle with gravity, punching out a 

corner of my garage, and my car.  But that was the good news!  That large branch was holding 
up the rest of the tree, which would have taken out even more of the garage and house! 

 
I called the insurance 800 number and dealt with a person who at least seemed concerned. 
 
Also rang my neighbor’s doorbell.  After a few times and some delay, he appeared at the 

door wearing a robe and a nasty look and bitching, “Do you know what time it is?” 
 
I frowned and told him his tree had taken out part of my garage and my car and was 

threatening to trash more of my house; it was time for him to give his insurance agent a call.  
That seemed to shift his attitude a bit. 

 
Fuck, I had classes to teach!  How the hell... 
 
Charlene to the rescue!  She made me get ready for school while Jenny fixed breakfast.  

She took the notes I’d gathered so far and took me to school, telling me to call when I needed a 
lift home; she’d take care of things!  Did you see the ceiling in the front room by the door to the 
garage?  No, I hadn’t!  What did I miss!  Don’t worry then... 

 
She saved my ass yet again.  I spent the day being a grad student, teaching and studying, 

and only worrying about my house and my car for brief (but intense) periods. 
 
I called her around three to come get me. 
 
She picked me up, gave me a hug and a kiss, and didn’t say a thing as we headed back to 

the house. 
 
Oh my -- the street was littered with service vehicles.  A crane was holding up a large yet 

abbreviated chunk of tree still impinged my garage.  Other chunks of tree were arranged on my 
front lawn and my neighbor’s front lawn.  Smaller chunks of tree were being fed into a large, 
noisy chipper.  Yellow CAUTION tape cordoned off much of the area. 

 
Natalie was standing off to the side with a woman holding a clipboard. 
 
Charlene parked as close as we could get given the service vehicles. 
 
Natalie and the other woman walked over to us, which was a good idea, as any closer we 

wouldn’t have been able to hear each other over the din of machinery. 
 
The other woman, Gail, was with the neighbor’s insurance company, directing cleanup. 
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They expected to lift the remaining chunk of tree in about an hour; they’d been doing 
things in sections to minimize further damage to my house.  Damage estimates so far -- the 
corner of the garage and that section of roof, the garage door, possibly other structural issues; 
they couldn’t really inspect until the tree was safely out of the way. 

 
Oh, they’d had a look at my car and spoken to my insurance agent.  The limb that had 

gone through the roof had gone through my car.  Walt had the habit of backing the car into the 
garage, and I’d continued that habit.  That put the huge-ass tree limb through the hood of the car 
and into the engine.  Good guess the car was totaled. 

 
And because of the damage to the house, the utilities had been turned off, and wouldn’t 

be turned on again until the house was inspected and deemed safe to occupy! 
 
I was taking a breath to start ranting about where the hell the three of us were supposed to 

stay when I saw Alice and Dana coming out of the house with suitcases, followed by Jenny 
carrying pillowcases full of stuff. 

 
Natalie told me that we were taken care of, and would be staying nearby with a friend.  

She gave the insurance gal a sharp look and added, saving the insurance company money. 
 
Once the tree was pulled, the insurance agent continued, they’d secure the roof, and brace 

that corner of the garage.  The section of garage door would probably have to be dismantled or 
cut out to remove the car, which had been leaking fluids.  Did I have anything that needed to be 
removed from the car?  They’d have it taken to one of their yards, secured overnight, and I could 
clean it out over the next few days.  They’d provide a rental car if I needed one. 

 
I was still at the arm-flapping stage, not really coherent. 
 
A few more minutes, and my head was practically spinning.  We’re looking at weeks of 

repair work!  Well, the good news is the whole roof needed replacement in the next year or three 
anyway, so might as well do that.  But still!  Charlene put a hand on my back; that helped.  
Natalie told me pointedly I didn’t need to stick around; they would handle things.  I shook the 
insurance agent’s hand, and gave Natalie a hug, thanking her once more. 

 
Charlene loaded me into her car. 
 
As we drove off, I guessed we were heading to Denise’s place? 
 
Yes, she said with a big smile.  Everything is taken care of. 
 
I sighed.  Doomed!  Visions of Castle Anthrax... 
 
But when we drove up... 
 
It’s an older, larger home/estate in Palo Alto.  Three story house, large, with a 

wraparound porch, gated driveway with garage and carriage house in back.  Did I say large? 
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Denise met us, giving me a big hug, telling me to relax, and that we’d be well taken care 

of and not to worry.  She suggested giving me the tour, resting for a while, then having dinner.  
The girls would take care of things.  I nodded, still in shock. 

 
She took my arm in hers and led me down her garden path... 
 
First was the garage and carriage house.  Three car garage, with plenty of leftover space.  

I could see all my woodworking and finishing equipment fitting with room to spare.  Her scent 
was so alluring.  The way she held my arm, pressing part of mine into the side of her bosom, 
bumping me with her hip as we walked, teasing me with her scent. 

 
Attached to the garage was the carriage house, large and practically unused, except for 

some use as storage.  It only had a half bath, just a loo and a sink, making it impracticable for 
living space.  Denise added that it was useful for temporarily banishing misbehaving Acolytes.  I 
smiled, looking into her eyes, enveloped by her perfume, seeing my workshop, my lab expanded 
into the space.  I’d need better lighting, but that would be easy. 

 
Walking back to the house, she told me the house was usually described as having been 

built for a large family.  It had a partial basement, which we could see later if I was interested; it 
was extremely well sealed, so it didn’t have that dank smell.  A largish office on the main floor, 
laundry, modernized kitchen with Jenny and Dana at work, dining room, an area that had been 
converted into a family room, and a formal parlor of course.  The woodwork was superb!  That’s 
one of the things I liked about Walt’s place, the woodwork. 

 
Going up the wide staircase, again superbly finished wood, to the second floor, which 

had five bedrooms and three baths.  So much room, and so much of it unused, she sighed. 
 
I couldn’t help it, wondering aloud if the layout wasn’t more appropriate for a bordello... 
 
She laughed and admitted there was some history to support that... 
 
I didn’t ask if it had a tower with a Grail-shaped lamp... 
 
Upstairs, two more bedrooms with two bathrooms.  The smaller bedroom and attached 

bath was more than the size of both my bedrooms combined, and the bath was larger as well. 
 
I could stay here if I wanted, but, she thought...  She led me into her bedroom. 
 
Standing there as she closed the door, I knew it.  I’d been fighting it all this time, but this 

place fit so well!  She stepped closer, closing her eyes a little, opening her arms. 
 
I stepped into her embrace; all I had to do now was let her seduce me. 
 
Her lips, so soft...  Her touch is magic -- the way she ran her hands up my body and up 

the back of my neck -- even the memory sends shivers through me. 
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She moved me to sitting on the bench at the foot of her huge bed. 
 
As I sat there dazzled, she smiled as she removed her top and bra.  She slid a hand to the 

back of my head, closing my eyes. 
 
I’d decided what to do, and with us touching, I joined our frames, making her frame an 

extension of mine.  Now anything she did to me, to my frame, would be reflected in her frame as 
well, and in her. 

 
 I felt her anchoring herself to her frame, a pre-emptive defense.  Except this time it 

wasn’t a defense.  Normally she’d do that and would anchor herself to the ground.  This time she 
anchored herself to the teeter-totter. 

 
As she pulled me to her nipple, as my lips made contact, she accelerated me to prolong it.  

She accelerated both of us, affecting herself more, as the response of my frame was still limited. 
 
The pleasure was still mind-blanking. 
 
A part of me, maybe it was my Companion, was observing and bringing us back to 

normal.  I held her, feeling her shudder and moan in the throes of orgasm. 
 
On the bed getting undressed, she anxiously slid along me, teasing me, once again 

accelerating us briefly and returning us to normal to prolong and intensify the sensation -- except 
this time, it was happening to her as well.  I think she may have been concerned at first, but as 
she impaled herself on me, accelerating us as we moved together, she shuddered and moaned in 
orgasm once again. 

 
I don’t think she worried about it after that. 
 
Soft, strong, caring, oh so good -- I gave myself to her, swept back and forth, sharing and 

building pleasure, holding her.  I don’t know how long an objective time it was, but subjectively 
it was the end of a very long intensely pleasurable ride and I was filling her as she came once 
again, this time collapsing on top of me. 

 
I managed to snag a towel and clean us up quickly before attaching myself to a nipple, 

flowing into her embrace once more.  We floated together in a sea of bliss. 
 
Waking in her arms, I moved up to kiss her, to hold her.  She held me and sighed.  I 

kissed tears from her eyes.  I thanked her and begged her to hold me.  I promised to hold her. 
 
Her chin quivered momentarily, but she held me strongly.  Then she moved me down and 

held me to a nipple, wiping me out, wiping us both out again. 
 
We managed to get up, clean up, and get dressed.  We were both glowing. 
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She started for the door but I pulled her back, sitting us on the bench. 
 
“I belong here, with you, if you will have me; if you will have us,” I whispered, holding 

her hands. 
 
Her arms went around me.  We held each other close.  I kissed her neck, taking in her 

scent.  “I want to go to sleep in your arms, and wake up there in the morning,” I whispered to 
her.  “Sing me to sleep with the lullaby of your beating heart.”  She dug her fingers into my back, 
squeezing me closer. 
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We walked downstairs, arm in arm.  Our Acolytes were gathered more or less at the 
bottom of the stairs.  The looks on their faces -- shock, surprise.  Why?  Isn’t this what was 
supposed to happen, the two of us coming down the stairs together? 

 
Sitting at one end of the dining room table, Denise at the other, I raised my wineglass.  

My Acolytes to my right, Denise’s to her right.  “I belong here -- we belong here.  Thank you, 
Mistress.  Thank you all, Ladies.” 

 
Smiles, some bewildered looks, and a very good dinner. 
 
Jenny asked which room I’d be moving into? 
 
I glanced to Denise at the other end of the table. 
 
She replied, “Mine -- Dana will help you settle things.” 
 
I followed up with, “Should we talk about schedules?” 
 
Charlene smiled.  “We’ve already gone over that -- one of us will take you to school 

tomorrow morning, but you don’t have to be in as early; you can sleep in a bit.” 
 
The way I sighed, I thought a couple of them were going to fall out of their chairs... 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
We discussed schedules and timing a bit anyway.  Tomorrow, Wednesday, was a lighter 

day for me with Thursday being the tough one. 
 
Denise broached the broader subject, asking when we’d to start moving in earnest. 
 
That brought more smiles around the table. 
 
I suggested that when we had access, clothes and kitchen, everything but my workroom 

and the woodworking section of the garage, should be easy.  Transplanting my workroom and 
the woodworking gear I’d definitely need to supervise and probably handle some parts myself.  
But as to when we started, that’s up to you, Mistress. 

 
She smiled and asked what I’d like to do with the house long term? 
 
Repair it, keep it, lease it -- shouldn’t be hard to find some grad students, perhaps a 

married couple, or visiting faculty who’d be interested.  I was open to suggestions.  Alice said 
they had an office for that, for visiting faculty and married postdocs, and she’d check into it. 

 
After dinner, bumping into Charlene in the hallway, holding and hugging her.  “Why did 

you look so surprised earlier?” I asked, not letting go of her. 
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“When?  At dinner?” 
 
“When we came down the stairs.” 
 
She shook her head, a look of wonder.  “It’s just...  We all expected...  We’ve seen what 

she’s done to others.  I know what she’s done to me...” 
 
I nodded.  “Thank you for teaching me,” I whispered to her. 
 
“You’ll still have time for us?” 
 
I could feel the pleading in her voice.  “Of course!” 
 
They’d brought over both my laundry baskets from the closet; the one with the clean 

clothes, and the one with the dirty ones.  I’d witnessed the second run of stuff from our place to 
Denise’s; in that was a suitcase with my hanging things, mostly shirts and pants.  My bathroom 
stuff was installed in the master suite.  The bathroom was light and airy, almost the size of my 
old bedroom.  Matching towels!  What a concept! 

 
Standing in the bathroom again later, getting ready for bed, I turned to Denise, standing 

next to me.  The most curious look on her face...  I went down to my knees, pulling her hips 
closer, kissing her mound.  “What can I do for you, Goddess?” I asked. 

 
She gasped.  I held her hips, kissing her mound more. 
 
She pulled me to my feet, and into her arms.  We kissed.  I ran my hands over her, so 

soft, so full. 
 
 We made it to the bed.  I moved her to her back, pulling her legs off the side, her bottom 

at the edge, and went to my knees again to worship her.  So delicious, and the feeling of her 
thighs gripping my head was so good...  Climbing on the bed with her, sliding into her, hearing 
her moan...  She lifted and separated her knees, encouraging me closer.  I was pushed up on my 
arms, pushing into her, looking at her, filled with bliss.  She moved her hands between us, her 
fingers touching me, touching my balls and groin.  She looked at me in blissful concentration as 
she touched me with her fingers, slight touches that sent shockwaves through me.  She controlled 
me with her fingers, controlling my thrusting and setting our rhythm.. 

 
As I bottomed out into her, she did something with her hips that sent another shockwave 

through me.  And again, and again with each thrust until I was crying out, at the edge. Pushing 
into her, pushing and coming.  Her smile changed as I filled her, and her hands moved, pulling 
me down atop her and pressing into my lower back, holding me closer. 

 
From there to being in her arms again, being held to her and going to sleep to the music 

of her heartbeat. 
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I woke in a soft, comfortable bed next to a beautiful woman.  I moved to her back, 
kissing her neck as I ran my hands over her.  She sighed and moved slightly, pressing her bottom 
against me.  One of her hands found my cock. 

 
With her on her back, she raised her leg closest to me and I slid a leg between hers, the 

other under hers, moving closer on my side and sliding into her.  Her hands again -- moving so 
lightly over my leg, on the inside of my hip, my groin.  As I moaned she sighed and smiled, and 
after tormenting me more, started to turn to her stomach. 

 
I was on top of her, riding her soft bottom, kissing and trying to bite her neck, holding her 

shoulders.  The noises she made only drove me on until I filled her.  We rolled to the side, still 
attached.  I had one arm under her neck, the other over her side.  I pulled the sheet up over us 
more, kissing her back.  She held my hands. 

 
Waking holding her, the alarm going off.  She turned it off then pulled me to a nipple, 

moving partially on top of me. 
 
“We need to get up,” she whispered, kissing me on the head.  I held her closer for a 

moment, then let go of her.  She held me closer, then rolled off me, sitting up beside me.  I 
reached up and rubbed her back.  She purred, turning her back to me. 

 
“Thank you so much,” I whispered to her. 
 
She turned and gave me such a smile... 
 
Cleaning up in the bathroom, I wanted to touch her, hold her.  I finished up quickly and 

went into the bedroom so she could do her thing. 
 
I was sitting on the bench at the foot of the bed putting on socks when she came out, 

partially dressed.  She walked up to me, took off her bra, and held me to a nipple. 
 
Stepping away, leaving me dizzy, she smirked and grumbled, “I suppose I’m going to 

have to share you...” 
 
I didn’t have an answer for that. 
 
When we got downstairs,  Dana had us sit at the kitchen table.  Denise got coffee and 

orange juice.  I got orange juice.  Soon we both got poached eggs and toast.  Nice! 
 
Jenny came downstairs and said she’d drive me to class; someone would call about 

picking me up. 
 
I guess I was looking for my bag as Denise departed.  Alice and Charlene were already 

gone.  I got hugs and kisses from Dana and Jenny.  Jenny took me to school. 
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Not a bad day -- I hadn’t slept as well in a while.  I picked up a voicemail from Natalie 
that she’d be over after dinner; she’d already spoken to Charlene and Alice. 

 
Dana picked me up from school a little after three.  She seemed nervous, antsy.  I tried to 

be relaxed and reassuring -- the house would be taken care of; no need to worry. 
 
When we got inside the house, I realized the error I’d made. 
 
Yeah, it was easier to realize as Dana pinned me to the wall inside the back door, kissing 

me and pulling my hands to her breasts. 
 
“Make love with me, now,” she pleaded, kissing my neck and pressing into me. 
 
I’ve considered my Companion to be female, or at least framed “her” that way -- even 

she thought that was a good idea.  And I caught the idea why. 
 
Quickly up to her room, shedding clothing in record time and on to her bed -- but I 

insisted sitting up together.  Fine with her!  She was hot, wet, and needy.  Holding her head, she 
was breathing rapidly, her eyes somewhat glazed, her hips moving on their own.  “Dana,” I 
commanded, or tried to, “Call your Companion -- now!”  She wavered a bit, but a small ball of 
light appeared.  I called mine, and she swallowed us all. 

 
I was starting to recognize it, the feeling of expansion as well as the feeling of merging 

and joining -- and not just joining with Dana, but with our Companions as well. 
 
I held her head, looking into her eyes as we rocked together, light swirling around us.  

She was locked on me, panting, moaning as we rocked.  Sensation swirling through us, and we 
were both at the edge.  She started coming, pushing me over the edge.  Her eyes rolled up and I 
held her to me as her body continued reflexively for a while.  I held her, kissing her forehead, 
sending another shudder through her. 

 
The light dissipated.  I let us down on our sides.  She was out of it.  I kissed her again.  

Sliding apart, I cleaned her up and covered her with the bedclothes.  I got dressed and headed 
downstairs to the office to get some things done. 

 
Getting a bottle of Gatorade from the fridge in the kitchen, I sighed.  Two more to go, 

right?  It’s not a contest.  It’s not a race.  It will happen.  I didn’t consciously protect her.  Did it 
happen anyway?  Have to check later. 

 
Jenny got home, Alice, Charlene.  Someone asked me where Dana was; I replied I 

thought she was upstairs in her room. 
 
Alice and Charlene were busy in the kitchen.  Alice brought me a glass of white wine -- 

how civilized! 
 
Denise got home; she got hugs from everyone, including me.  No sign of Dana yet. 
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I guess Dana was supposed to be setting the table?  I saw Alice going upstairs looking 

like she was going to have words with Dana.  I also saw her coming back downstairs a minute or 
so later, grinning and announcing Dana would be down in a few minutes. 

 
I took the whole thing as a challenge; keep a poker face, or a reasonable facsimile. 
 
Standing at the edge of the kitchen (I know better than to go in while the ladies are 

working), Dana came down the stairs. 
 
She was glowing. 
 
I think it was Charlene that gasped.  Jenny walked by me with a bowl of something and 

deliberately bumped hips. 
 
Denise came downstairs, looked at the mob and smiled, going to the dining room. 
 
I went to the dining room and pulled out Denise’s chair before she got to it.  I helped seat 

her. 
 
She gave me a smirk.  “Why thank you!” 
 
I took my seat at the other end of the table. 
 
Alice brought in our wine glasses, trying to keep a straight face. 
 
Dana quickly and efficiently set the table.  I think her feet touched the floor occasionally. 
 
We had a nice, if quiet dinner.  Nobody had heard from Natalie, but she was expected, 

and was reliably prompt. 
 
Gentle attempts to pry at Dana and myself, gently rebuffed.  But near the end, Jenny 

looked at Dana and demanded, “Well?” 
 
Dana took on a bit more color...  The others chuckled. 
 
Dana looked to me.  I told her, “Call your Companion, please.” 
 
She held out her right hand, took a breath, and as she exhaled, a grapefruit-sized ball of 

light appeared in her hand, flickering and dancing.  Dana looked to me and to her Mistress, who 
nodded and smiled.  Dana was beaming; so happy!  She closed her eyes for a moment and her 
Companion disappeared. 

 
Happy murmuring around the table; Alice didn’t look sure. 
 
Denise looked to me with a raised eyebrow.  “Robert, we should discuss this, soon.” 
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That got a twitter from our Acolytes... 
 
“Yes, Mistress -- you and I shall discuss it this evening.  And I plan to discuss it with 

Alice tomorrow.” 
 
Now Alice was smiling.  Denise chuckled and nodded.  “Very well...” 
 
Dana let out a sigh that brought more chuckling. 
 
We cleaned up after dinner.  I hugged Dana, and everyone else. 
 
Natalie showed up, on time.  We sat in the parlor. 
 
Car -- totaled; the tree branch went through the hood, crushing and ripping the engine 

from the mounts.  She had two grocery bags of car contents for me; if there was anything else, I 
could swing by and get it any time in the next week. 

 
House and garage -- structural damage to the garage, roof, and some joists and rafters 

extending back into the house.  I hadn’t noticed the ceiling damage in the front room.  The house 
and garage were secure, and the damaged area covered to protect from further storms.  We could 
enter and remove things, but shouldn’t stay; electricity was on, but gas was still turned off, as the 
gas pipe ran very close to if not directly under the corner of the garage that had been whacked. 

 
Okay, clean out everything but the woodworking section and the lab; we’d do the other 

two over the weekend. 
 
That’s what she’d figured.  We should have estimates from different contractors by the 

middle of the following week, including replacing the entire roof with energy-efficient shingles.  
the people she’d spoken to estimated a week and a half to two weeks of work. 

 
We spoke about my plans -- I smiled as I told her I’d been like Brer Rabbit, avoiding that 

briar patch...  This was our home. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  She thought things would work out well for all of us.  What then 

did I want to do with the property? 
 
Fix it, keep it, rent or lease it.  We shouldn’t have a problem finding married grad 

students or perhaps faculty to lease the place, yes?  Alice was going to check at school. 
 
That should work.  Did I need a rental car? 
 
I shook my head.  Not yet.  I’d see how things went, but I should be able to get rides back 

and forth.  No shows until the Spring, so plenty of time.  And I didn’t need to spend money right 
away on replacing it, either.  I shrugged and said I would wait. 
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She smiled.  That was about all she had; my neighbor was very apologetic.  His wife gave 
him hell in front of both insurance company reps, complaining she’d been telling him to do 
something about that tree for years.  Big help! 

 
She gathered her papers and notes, and with a hug, I saw her to the door. 
 
Charlene and Jenny ambushed me in the hall, holding and kissing me.  Both complained 

they needed me, and it wasn’t the same even though the beds were bigger and nicer.  I know -- 
we need to work things out and we will in the next few days, I promise. 

 
Running the gauntlet, Alice ambushed me in the office, offering to pick me up from 

school...  I told her we could do that, or I could spend tomorrow night with her.  She liked that 
idea better! 

 
I put in two solid hours of work to get ready for school; I’m still a student.  Well, I put in 

two clock hours -- to me it was more like five or six hours, my mind running at an accelerated 
pace.  The big trick, I was learning, was to not get frustrated about my body not moving as fast 
as I want it to in those circumstances. 

 
When I went upstairs to “our” bedroom, the bedroom light was off, and the shower light 

in the bathroom still on; a good hint.  I took care of business efficiently but effectively. 
 
Crawling into bed, she’d put on perfume; I couldn’t be harder. 
 
Still, as she turned and murmured, I told her softly, “We can wait until tomorrow if you 

wish, Mistress.” 
 
She grabbed me!  She grabbed me and pulled me to a kiss, running her hands over me 

and pushing me to my back. 
 
When I could get some air, I said, “Please -- stop for a moment.” 
 
She did, loosening her grip on me. 
 
I sat up, pushing the covers back a bit.  “Please join me like this,” I asked. 
 
Oh, the way she ran her hands over me as she did!  Holding and kissing her as she rocked 

slowly... 
 
“Call your Companion, please,” I whispered in her ear as I kissed her neck. 
 
Her Companion, about the size of an egg, appeared between us. 
 
I called mine.  She appeared, swallowing us up.  Denise gasped, and I pulled her to a kiss. 
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We kissed end-to-end.  So much energy with her!  I thought I heard rumbling in the room 
as well.  Holding her, feeling her, I could also sense -- she was old, far older than any of us, who 
were all under 30.  I could sense ... three “bumps” in her; she’d grown younger that many times? 

 
That exploration took a fraction of a second, the pause between rocking her hips one way 

and swirling them another. 
 
I leaned my head down and she accommodated me, bringing me to a nipple, moving her 

hips, using her internal muscles.  My companion aided and abetted her by joining us deeper, 
sweeping away those silly intellects, letting the underlying strength of joined bodies, souls, and 
emotions carry us to and over the brink.  We collapsed together in dancing light. 

 
Snuggling together in the morning, her head on my shoulder.  She sighed and said 

quietly, “I know I have to share you, but I don’t want to.”  She looked up at me, smiling.  Her 
eyes were a blue-gray; they seem to shift through different shades and intensities of blue. 

 
“Yours want you as well, right?  And you should take Jenny,” I replied. 
 
 She smiled a little at that last part. 
 
“I told Alice I would spend the night with her tonight.”  I almost added, “with your 

permission,” but remembered I’m a Master as well, or I’m supposed to be. 
 
She nodded.  “And I’ll take Jenny,” she growled. 
 
We kissed. 
 
Then it was time to get up and get on with the day. 
 
At breakfast downstairs, Dana and Jenny both mentioned the noise -- a low rumbling like 

thunder -- from last night.  Before I could speak up, Denise said, “Get used to it.” 
 
A solid day at school, with Alice taking me, and picking me up.  At dinner indirect 

requests and eventually direct requests for Denise to show her Companion.  I finally spoke up 
and told them we’d get together tomorrow evening after dinner for something special.  I had an 
idea what that would be; we’d just have to see how it goes. 

 
I had work to do after dinner.  We needed to set up schedules, and a more formal space 

for me in the office so I could devote the time I needed to being a student, and a teacher.  Denise 
came in and we talked about that.  She agreed; she knew where to get a suitable desk and chair 
for me.  We would spend more time arranging my lab in the old Carriage House. 

 
Then she smiled and thanked me for letting her have Jenny for the night; she was looking 

forward to it, and Jenny didn’t suspect a thing. 
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I sighed; I’m not sure what I did, but Denise came over to me and held me the way she 
does, blanking my mind.  After a while I was able to tell her how much I loved it, and how much 
I needed it, especially at the end of a long, hard, day, to be free of everything running through 
my head.  Charlene and Jenny were good at it, but could be so much better. 

 
Denise held me and murmured that she would help, and all of them would take good care 

of me.  I thought I heard her whisper, “You’re not getting away from us.”  She kissed my head 
and stepped away. 

 
I sighed and tried to return to my work.  It took a few minutes for my head to get back in 

gear.  But when it did, I felt rested and refreshed and got a lot done. 
 
Alice, joining with her -- the energy she had, and her devotion were something special.  I 

could feel another desire in her, and another issue we would have to address.  She wanted 
children, my children.  I could feel that burning desire at her core. 

 
As we Joined, I could feel a difference in my Companion, particularly after Joining with 

Denise the previous night.  My Companion seemed more dense somehow, more detailed.  And 
even though she seemed a bit smaller, I could feel more energy in her, a higher energy density. 

 
I was understanding more of what went on when we Joined; Alice was overwhelmed, 

immersed in so much, and picking up, absorbing so much, her Companion growing.  After that 
phase, we Joined more, us and our Companions, and I don’t have words to describe any more. 

 
We woke in the morning in her bed, the same yet different.  We woke early enough to 

make love, sharing the energies filling us.  She could tell she had changed. 
 
We showered together.  Drying off afterwards, Alice paused with a towel wrapped 

around her.  She held her hands in front of her, cupped together, and with a slight sigh, called her 
Companion.  A cantaloupe-sized ball of light appeared, dancing and pulsing.  She smiled, and I 
could feel the joy not only in her, but in her Companion. 

 
Her Companion faded and we kissed once more. 
 
Downstairs, Charlene and Dana sat with us at breakfast.  Since they both worked at 

Stanford, although on different parts of the Campus, it made sense for the three of us to take one 
car when we could.  They’d talked about it, and were going to talk to their respective supervisors 
and groups about slightly shifting their schedules to help that happen, and work with my 
schedule.  For me, I’d be getting to school earlier than I had been on some days, and on other 
days I’d be staying later.  But I could get work done during those times, freeing up more of my 
time at home, right?  I may be a Master, but I was also outnumbered...  Sounds like a great idea 
to me!  We talked about drop-off and pick-up points, and headed to school. 

 
Yeah, a more regular schedule would help me, and would help the kids chasing me.  

Made a lot of sense. 
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I had a little time when we got home to look over the garage and carriage house more; 
we’d be doing hard core moving on the weekend, with Natalie borrowing at least one van from 
one of her friends.  The power tools were going to be more of a problem.  That and workbenches 
for my lab -- the stuff in the place now had grown, two-by-fours and plywood framed into the 
walls holding up equipment. A challenge, to say the least! 

 
Oh, when I saw Jenny, she was still glowing from her night with Denise -- and she 

grabbed me, kissing me, and whispered in my ear, “Thank you so much -- I understand better, 
and are you ever going to get it!  You don’t stand a chance now!” 

 
At dinner, everyone was interested, anxious, curious as to what I had planned for later.  I 

told them we’d get together in the den at eight thirty.  That was a whole lot better than telling 
them I didn’t know and was going to make it up as we went! 

 
After dinner, I went to the office to do some more work while the others cleaned up and 

unwound. 
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Joining 
 
We gathered in the den at eight thirty.  I arranged us in a circle, Denise opposite me, 

with Charlene on my right and Alice on my left; Denise had Jenny and Dana at her sides. 
 
“Let’s join hands,” I started out, “And when I call your name, please call your 

Companion into our Circle.” 
 
Charlene, Jenny, Dana, Alice in that order, called their Companions, each softball to 

cantaloupe sized and animated.  Giggles from Jenny and Alice as they called theirs. 
 
I nodded to Denise.  Her Companion appeared as a volleyball-sized ball of light. 
 
I thought about the pattern I wanted, and was wondering how to explain it, when our 

Companions moved into position -- the four from our Acolytes defining the corners of a square, 
with Denise’s Companion in the middle, waiting for... 

 
With a sigh, I called my Companion. 
 
She appeared in the center, dimly at first, growing in intensity and combining with the 

other Companions. 
 
The room was filled with a sound like someone striking a chime or a crystal bell; a sharp, 

beautiful note.  With that note, the sphere in the area between us changed to that pale white glow 
I’d seen in my Portal, a pale white glow that seemed to encompass great distances inside. 

 
Through our Companions, we were also joined on other levels, feeling and sensing each 

other.  I asked the sphere to rise above us; it did.  The glow is so peaceful to gaze upon.  Letting 
my mind clear, I could sense my partners, as individuals, as members of our Circle, our family. 

 
I did something to bring the Circle to a close; that chime sounded out once more, and the 

glowing sphere faded from view. 
 
Jenny dropped to the floor, and would have hit if Denise and Alice hadn’t caught her. 
 
She woke up on the floor, smiling. 
 
I caught a thought from my Companion that it had been necessary.  Save that one for 

later. 
 
We ended up sitting around her on the floor.  Everyone was talking about what our 

Companions had become, looking into the distance enclosed in the glow.  I explained I wanted to 
practice, not again tonight, but probably every night for a while, so that for the next Circle at 
Peter’s, we could form into a circle, and without a sound have it happen, smooth and flowing.  
Smiles and nodding -- everyone was for that. 
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Jenny sighed, shaking her head.  She looked at me, holding out her arms.  I held out 
mine, and she moved into my lap, the others moving around us. 

 
“After that,” she said, shaking her head and looking around, “it’s like waking up!  And ... 

and I’ve been in this dream doing all these totally stupid things!”  She turned and buried her head 
in my shoulder.  I held her, rocking her gently.  “It’s okay,” I told her.  “We all go through that at 
some time.” 

 
I don’t think there was any discussion about it; we just ended up with our own Acolytes.  

I went with Charlene and Jenny to the room next to Denise, since it had a Cal King bed.  Denise 
had Alice and Dana. 

 
I cold tell both of them were hungry; Charlene deferred to Jenny, at least for now...  

Jenny was still wound up, but when we got into bed and she held me, I could feel a difference -- 
in the passion, the emotion behind the way she held me. 

 
I could also feel her intention -- to wipe me out and ride me until dawn!  She succeeded 

wonderfully with the first part, and we were on our way with the second when Charlene decided 
to lend a hand.  Both hands and mouth -- running her hands over Jenny, biting her neck and ears, 
moving to one hand on a breast and the other going into her thatch to help her along. 

 
Soon Jenny’s head was back and she was moaning and shaking, Charlene still helping, 

and I was holding her hips and helping as best I could.  The way she smiled, the way she looked 
was so good. 

 
I thought I was out of the woods.  Hah!  Jenny and Charlene kissed, but then Jenny 

looked at me, a vision of glowing lust, and leaned forward to hold me to a nipple as she rocked 
her hips oh so nicely. 

 
I thought I was in for a nice gentle ride -- until Charlene joined in.  Her hand on my balls 

was definitely a surprise!  I was bucking like a bronco, so intense -- and Jenny was moaning and 
holding on, soon coming again, and I was close, pushing more..  I came so strongly, and 
Charlene moved a hand down further, massaging me back behind my balls, getting every last 
drop out of me. 

 
Jenny didn’t let go of me.  Even as we rolled to one side and Charlene cleaned us up, 

Jenny didn’t let go. Well, I didn’t let go of her, either.  I was sandwiched between them, the sheet 
pulled up over us.  What a way to go! 

 
Friday morning was like a dream, half awake in Charlene’s arms, held to her, hands 

running over us slowly and gently.  We slid together and she rode us to heaven, collapsing 
together again. 

 
I think the place used to be a bordello -- the shower held three easily.  When I announced 

I needed clothes from “my” bedroom, before I could even finish the sentence, Jenny was on her 
way -- stark naked of course. 
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Charlene chuckled along with me, then stepped to my side.  We hugged gently. 
 
“She’s changed,” she whispered as we held each other. 
 
“For the better?” I asked. 
 
“Oh yes!”  She leaned back, looking at me.  “Some of the things she’s said in the last few 

days -- the way she acts...”  She sighed and shook her head.  “I was really worried, when we 
found out that bastard’s trust went to us, I mean I could see her going crazy buying everything in 
sight!”  She smiled.  “Thank you.” 

 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know how responsible for the change in her I am -- I had 

something to do with it, I won’t deny that, but a lot of it I think is them...” 
 
She nodded.  We hugged more, then straightened up the bed. 
 
Jenny walked in a couple of minutes later with a stack of clothes for me.  She was 

smiling. 
 
They don’t play fair, not at all -- they waited until I was sitting on the bed trying to put on 

my socks before they took turns holding me, leaving me dazed (and with one sock on).  They 
headed down to their rooms to get dressed. 

 
Gee, everyone looked so rosy!  Sitting at the kitchen table, everyone smiling, looking so 

relaxed.  Satiated is more like it...  Even Denise, more of a glow behind her usual smile. 
 
Ah, Friday is usually a short day for me, but with our new transportation arrangements, I 

got to school early and stayed late.  Actually good news, as I spent some quality time working on 
the paper that I expected would turn into my thesis. 

 
On the way home, I was informed that I would be spending the night with Alice and 

Dana, and Denise would have my pair.  Saturday?  We’ll see.  If I’m not good, I just might end 
up sleeping by myself some nights! 

 
Charlene thought that was funny -- but the thought of sleeping alone sent a pang through 

me.  Not something I wanted to do, ever again! 
 
After dinner and cleaning up the kitchen, we went to the den to practice. 
 
It only took us a couple of tries, with the ladies calling their Companions, to get the 

timing to where we all liked it.  The third time, they called their Companions in flowing 
sequence, and I called mine, who appeared around the others and as she intensified, the whole 
ensemble floated up a meter or so, stopping as the chime rang out and the ensemble became that 
glowing white mystic sphere. 
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We stood looking at it, looking into it.  As we did, the connection among us increased. 
 
In spite of the ethereal aspect of things, there was a growing undercurrent of lust and 

sex...  We were all getting itchy.  I called things to a close, the chime sounding once more, the 
sphere above us pulsing brightly with the sound, then fading. 

 
Denise opened her arms to Charlene and Jenny.  Alice and Dana grabbed me! 
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Moving 
 
We had the use of both vans for the weekend.  Denise commanded the effort to empty 

out the non-technical parts of the house.  I worked with Charlene and Alice on the tech stuff, 
starting first with the woodshop up front, as the repair effort would start first in the garage.  The 
electricity was back on, but gas was still off pending further examination of the gas pipe which 
ran near/under the corner of the foundation the tree had crushed. 

 
That tree had really done a number on the place, damaging joists and structural members, 

torqueing one section so that it ripped up the ceiling in the adjacent front room of the house! 
 
We ended up getting a Go-to-Haul flatbed with a lift gate, and a pair of refrigerator 

dollies for the big stuff.  Table saw, band saw, lathe, shaper, router table, drill press, and the big 
workbench.  I’m lucky none of the ladies were size-two waifs, either!  The workbench and the 
table saw are large, heavy beasts! 

 
But we got all that moved easily Saturday, and moved all the test equipment and already-

boxed stuff from the lab.  All that was left were great mounds of unsortables.  We had take-out 
for dinner in the kitchen, then put in two more hours on the lab, making great strides.  And I’m 
going to have to unpack all this stuff! 

 
Back at the big house, Alice, Jenny, and Dana helped me unload the lab stuff. 
 
Going to the main house after, I needed a shower -- that was the unanimous conclusion.  

When I went upstairs, I was told that I was with Charlene and Mistress Denise for the night.  
Could be worse! 

 
I headed in to shower, and damn it felt good. 
 
When I’d dried off and headed back to the bedroom, I learned what was going on.  

Denise thought Charlene needed to learn her Art much better, and so Denise was going to teach 
her -- using me! 

 
I was lost after the first few minutes.  It was intense, comforting, relaxing, and so much 

more, starting and ending with being held to a soft, full breast. 
 
Sunday morning I was the one that was glowing and moving in a different time...  Not 

that I was in a hurry to return to the “real world” any time soon, mind you. 
 
We put a big dent in the remaining lab stuff before Denise called time -- we needed to 

unload and return the vans. 
 
Alice, Dana, Jenny and Charlene helped unload things.  Denise said she had some 

workbenches lined up and could show me pictures tomorrow to see if they would work.  Until 
then it was boxes stacked in the old carriage house.  I’d pointed out where I wanted to replace 
individual light bulbs with four tube fluorescent fixtures; we could do that ourselves. 
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Charlene and I went up to shower while the others returned the vans.  Not even four in 

the afternoon!  Glad I’d gotten as much school work done Friday afternoon!  I needed to 
establish a schedule, though, so I could get work done during the week. 

 
I was telling Charlene about that, sitting on the edge of the bed going for socks again, 

when she slipped a hand behind my head and pulled me to her.  She blanked my mind and then 
sang me to sleep. 

 
Alice woke me, climbing on the bed with a towel wrapped around her wet hair.  I got her 

on her back and went down on her; she was so delicious fresh from the shower.  Dana 
interrupted us, dinner was almost ready! 

 
We got dressed and made it downstairs. 
 
At dinner I thanked everyone for the help; a few more hours would clean out the lab.  

Then it was putting it all back together again!  Charlene said she could handle the woodshop; 
she’d draw up tool placement and go over it with me in a few days.  Jenny wanted to help with 
that, as did Dana.  Alice wanted to help with the lab.  I also talked about needing a few hours 
every night to work, quietly and uninterrupted.  Denise said the desk was being refinished and 
would arrive Wednesday.  Until then I’d just have to use the table we’d set up.  I thanked her; 
that would be fine. 

 
After dinner, everyone wanted to practice again.  Denise wanted to try something -- 

rather than holding hands in a large circle, put our arms around each other, shoulder to shoulder. 
 
We tried it; just standing closer together felt different, and better.  Calling -- the ladies’ 

Companions appeared over their heads, Denise’s in the middle slightly above those, and then 
mine appeared, intensifying quickly, merging with them all.  The chime sounded as the sphere 
transformed into that ... window to another World, it was a Portal.  A Portal floated above us, 
filling us and the room with its pale light. 

 
Standing there, looking into it, even with the nap before dinner, I was exhausted.  I 

needed to bring this to a close, soon.  The whole thing wobbled.  Then the chime sounded and 
the sphere faded. 

 
I’m glad we were holding each other, or I would have fallen down!  Jenny and Dana took 

me, whispering that they’d take good care of me. 
 
And they did. 
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Moved 
 
We got everything moved.  We reshaped the office with a nice old wood desk for me.  

We rebuilt the carriage house using real lab benches from a failed high-tech company. 
 
Charlene’s layout for the woodshop was far better than before; the work flows were so 

much more logical. 
 
We practiced our Circle almost every night.  We could tell it was bringing us together. 
 
I also talked to Denise about it, obliquely at first.  I recognized the thing-in-the-middle as 

a Portal, but did they?  The answer was a resounding No!  The Portals they had seen were small, 
and evidently generated by an intricate mechanical device that none of them understood!  That’s 
the other thing that made a Circle Master -- having a Portal.  And now that we were on the topic, 
just where had I used a Portal in my Calling? 

 
I smiled and told her that should be saved for later.  She smiled and let me slide for now. 
 
She didn’t think this would be too disruptive, showing this at the next general Circle? 
 
She smiled and thought it was just the disruption that mob needed!  Arthur had spoken to 

her after the last Circle, when everyone had seen how Charlene and Jenny’s Companions had 
increased so much.  He was guessing, but he guessed the process resulting in this change 
involved intimacy with me.  Would I be willing to help his two Acolytes? 

 
Oh, Tina, the young Oriental one, when she’d been home with her family, she’d found 

two Sensitives among them, one of her mother’s sisters, and that sister’s twelve year old son. 
 
That was wonderful news!  More support for the genetic hypotheses we were forming. 
 
But the other one -- a more interesting hypothesis, and one I thought we should test, after 

the next circle -- I know I can join with the two ladies; I bet you can do the same with Arthur! 
 
She smiled.  She had considered the possibility... 
 
I mused about the whole deal...  I had the feeling that a necessary condition was that the 

Adept in question not be what we called a screamer -- someone who screams at their Demon to 
appear, but rather is someone who views it as a partnership, and indeed has such a partnership.  
Denise agreed, and I could tell my Companion agreed as well.  The Joining required a 
Companion above a certain threshold to lead the process, and all of us were past that threshold. 

 
I shrugged and told her that guys didn’t do it for me...  I had the feeling that loving, 

accepting intimacy was required.  She could probably do the girls as well as I could. 
 
She chuckled and hugged me, telling me she agreed with my analysis. 
 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 107 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

Another hunch -- I asked if she’d had dreams she would attribute to her Companion since 
we had Joined and her Companion expanded. 

 
She thought for a moment, brow furrowing some, and replied, yes, that must be it -- 

repeating dreams that were like tests, or an experiment, but she’s never sure what she’s supposed 
to do, or what the result should be.  Why? 

 
I told her the others had been experiencing similar dreams, that same kind of thing, as if 

exploring or testing, probing. 
 
She smiled.  And me? 
 
I shook my head.  I’ve been teaching them!  Teaching them math and physics!  They’re 

soaking it up, but even then, it’s so hard! 
 
Why was it hard, she wanted to know. 
 
I shook my head.  So many concepts are “local” to one side of the Veil, and don’t 

transfer/translate.  For example, if I say “Waltz...”  She smiled and her shoulders shifted.  Or 
“Chicken Dance...”  She frowned and took a more closed, defensive posture. 

 
I laughed.  That’s just it!  How do you translate “Waltz” which elicited such a complex 

memory in you, of dancing, most likely formal dress, dancing undoubtedly with a handsome 
man, showing him off to others, all these biological, sociological, emotional and who knows 
what else fuzzy concepts -- and your response to “Chicken Dance” -- priceless!  How do you 
explain emotions? 

 
But when I say given a first line and a point not on the line, how many lines exist through 

the point that are parallel to the first line?  They get that!  Oh how they get that! 
 
She still had that puzzled look on her face, which suddenly turned into a partial smile.  

Oh!  That’s what they were looking for!  She explained that she’d had a recurring dream, where 
she was sitting in front of three covered boxes.  They’d start out with something obvious, like 
two of them blue and the third red -- she’d choose the odd one out.  Colors, textures, in one test 
when she touched them she smelled different things!  And then one she didn’t get, she wasn’t 
sure what was going on -- but she knew now, it was emotion!  As she touched the boxes, she felt 
different emotions!  It confused her at first, but now she was sure -- so the next time she had that 
dream, she knew what to do! 

 
I laughed, finding that fascinating!  They were probing us!  Just as I was probing them! 
 
Denise asked about my point and line thing -- was that probing? 
 
Oh yes!  That’s a statement of Euclid’s Parallel Postulate, which mathematicians beat 

their heads against for two thousand years!  The answer to how many lines through that point are 
parallel to the line is: one for plane geometry that you get in high school, zero for spherical 
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geometry, and infinity for Riemannian geometries.  And in teaching the Companions, they 
immediately identified the Riemannian form!  I’m convinced they sense Riemannian spacetime! 

 
Denise gave me a puzzled look again. 
 
I chuckled and shook my head.  It was a challenge, but both of us were learning.  

Through her questioning, my Companion has given me some fascinating ideas that are turning 
into my thesis.  And in teaching them what I thought was basic math -- they’d have questions I 
couldn’t answer, and I’d go to folks in the math department -- some of them run when they see 
me coming these days!  Professor Paul lights up when he sees me, though.  I went over with 
what I thought was a simple question about the basis of integration, a basic operation in the 
Calculus, and we spent three hours talking about Lebesgue and digging into stuff by Bourbaki. 

 
And as I go through things with them, I’m picking up these clues, pieces of the pattern, 

that tell me more about their worldview.  And it ain’t like ours! 
 
Denise smiled and shook her head.  She stood up and approached, telling me she was 

worried I was thinking too much, but she had the cure for that...  And she was making sure the 
other ladies in the group were as well versed as she was... 

 
She slipped a hand behind my head, pulling me to her, applying the cure... 
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Old and New Circles 
 
Another month, another Gathering.  We drove over in two cars, Denise and her two, 

Charlene driving Jenny and me.  The six of us had practiced and practiced; it was far more than 
practice now, it was something we did daily, and Jenny nailed it at dinner one night, calling it 
“Communion.” 

 
That was a real kick in the gut for me, and I could tell it was for Denise as well, stirring 

up such complex emotions.  But they rang true and were good, solid feelings, bringing us 
together.  It was a Communion of souls.  The joy, the sharing, the intimacy we felt -- what did 
they feel on the other side? 

 
Oh, not everything was sweetness and smooth sailing -- I’d gotten really upset when I 

noticed the tires on Dana’s car.  They weren’t merely worn, they were unsafe!  Denise’s Lexus 
was the only car still under warranty and in reasonable condition; I ran the other four cars 
through the mechanic Walt and I had used for years, replacing tires, brakes, shocks and struts, 
batteries, changing oil, so much maintenance work that hadn’t been done!  I also showed him 
pictures of what had happened to Walt’s old Mazda -- the tree branch punching into the engine 
and ripping it from the mounts.  But getting all the cars brought up to reasonable condition, it 
wasn’t the expense, it was the lack of attention that got me upset, and the risk it entailed. 

 
Ah well...  Arriving at Peter’s, Beverly and her pair were already there, as were Arthur 

and his.  David greeted us, as usual. 
 
We’d discussed our entrance.  Either to dispel rumors, bust faulty hypotheses, or just fuck 

with their minds, Denise and I had our Acolytes walk through the trap first and separately, so it 
was clear they were not in physical contact with one of us.  Then Denise stepped through, and I 
stepped through last. 

 
We spoke a bit with Beverly; we’d placed two pieces from Rolf’s collection in an East 

Coast auction and both had done well, exceeding estimates.  We were still deciding on others, 
leaning to placing one on the East Coast, one in Los Angeles, and possibly one in Europe. 

 
Arthur asked me quietly if I’d considered his request for his two Acolytes?  I smiled and 

told him we had, and you ain’t seen nothing yet...  I glanced over and Denise was speaking with 
Peter about something. 

 
When everyone was present, we took our usual places in the Circle. 
 
My little trio led off.  We silently called our Companions.  It was interesting -- mine was 

still larger by quite a bit, but all three felt more solid, vibrant, and connected.  I had the feeling 
the three of them wanted to merge, to be one. 

 
We were followed by one of the old school, now even more so, Master James shouting 

and commanding his Demon to Appear and be Subservient to His Will... 
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I found it sad.  Especially for all that invective, a thing about the size of a hen’s egg 
appeared.  I could see where the energy behind the invective could come from, when my mere 
Acolytes now had Companions bigger and brighter than the Demon he commanded, and had 
commanded for years... 

 
When it was Beverly’s turn, she was a little softer, still the old school side of things. 
 
Denise, Alice, Dana -- extending hands, silently and with smiles, their Companions 

appeared.  And those Companions were far larger and brighter than last month. 
 
Andrew, another of the old school, and again I suspected driven to increasing heights (or 

was that depths) by the changes displayed by Denise and crew. 
 
Arthur, on our side, he and his acting silently, smiling.  I think theirs may have been a 

little larger?  Certainly his acolytes’ Companions were larger than before, about hens-egg sized, 
nominal for the screaming Masters. Arthur’s was a bit larger, goose egg or so.  Nice going, folks!  

 
David, the penultimate, held out his hand, and said simply, “Appear.” 
 
That was the approach used by Peter as well. 
 
After the Companions had departed, Peter announced that Denise and I had a 

demonstration. 
 
We moved to the center of the Circle, shifting to our places and putting our arms around 

each other.  Charlene started us off, calling her Companion once more.  We flowed as we had so 
many times before, with mine appearing last, enveloping the rest, rising as they solidified, that 
wondrous chime sounding out in a larger room as they joined to become that pale white sphere 
above us.  We immersed ourselves in it, in that Communion. 

 
At home, we’d been holding it for ten to fifteen minutes.  We cut it short, two or three 

minutes, that sound ringing through the room as the sphere faded from view. 
 
When it does, we hug each other a little more before stepping apart. 
 
As we did, Denise announced to the rest, “All of you are welcome to join us next time.” 
 
Glancing around the larger Circle, interesting division...  A look of wonder on many 

faces; tears on more than one.  Some with looks of anger, disgust, derision.  A few in the middle 
or poker-faced.  If I read Beverly correctly, she was on the fence; her Acolyte Richard was 
disgusted with the display, while Lori, her other Acolyte, had tears in her eyes.  That’s going to 
foster some interesting interactions... 

 
Arthur’s two were looking at him, almost pleading, questioning.  He looked to me.  I 

smiled and nodded slightly.  He smiled and relaxed a lot.  His Acolytes hugged him. 
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We went into the other room for dinner.   
 
Standing around talking, waiting for things to be ready, Toni mentioned finding two 

relatives who passed the test -- an aunt and her teen son.  One of the strident screamers, Master 
Andrew, who I think is trying to take Rolf’s position as asshole-in-chief, made the disparaging 
comment, “You just don’t understand how we work.”  He wasn’t looking for discussion -- he 
dropped his turd, turned, and left our group to spread sunshine somewhere else. 

 
Charlene started to say something, but Toni said, “Oh, I understand -- even if they’re 

never Called, we have more information on how the Talent is distributed.  Even the fact that my 
mom and dad don’t have it helps.”  She looked to where Andrew was standing, piercing him 
with her gaze, and added, “Even if some people aren’t capable of understanding.” 

 
We overheard (quite deliberately I’m sure) Andrew speaking to James, wondering out 

loud if when we formed our Circle we were going to break into a chorus of “Kumbaya...” 
 
I saw Arthur speaking with Denise off to the side; his acolytes were talking to Jenny and 

Dana.  Dana looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. 
 
A good dinner, a good gathering actually.  Peter asked us all to step up our testing efforts.  

Natalie and Beverly mentioned some upcoming changes in tax laws that everyone should be 
aware of; the trusts they handled were being changed to reflect the changes. 

 
One of the trainees, a cute young Oriental lady, came up to me, serving dessert.  “Master 

Robert, may I ask a question?” 
 
“Certainly -- what can I do for you?” 
 
She smiled.  “I’m going to be Tested soon.  What would you suggest I do or read to 

prepare?” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Read Dava Sobel’s book Longitude -- you’ll learn a lot from it.  

What kind of math background do you have?” 
 
“Oh, I do statistical QA at work -- I had two years of calculus, differential equations, lots 

of statistics.” 
 
“Good!  You should learn about Allan Deviation and Modified Allan Deviation -- look 

for ‘Time Nuts’ as well.  If you have math questions, please give me a call.” 
 
She smiled, said, “Thank you!” turned and headed off. 
 
Denise came over to me a few minutes later, frowning. 
 
“What’s up?” 
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She shook her head.  “Now Andrew is in a snit because you were talking to one of his 
students.” 

 
“The Asian chick?” I asked incredulously. 
 
She nodded. 
 
I threw my napkin on the table, pulled my chair back a bit and stood on it.  I put fingers 

in my mouth and gave a really loud, shrill whistle. 
 
“Hey!  Listen up!” I yelled.  Conversations stilled quickly and I continued in full lecture-

hall voice.  “I was just informed that some thin-skinned bitch got all bent out of shape because I 
spoke with one of their students.  That student came up to me and asked me some questions, 
which I carefully considered and answered.  That’s what I spend my day doing -- teaching and 
answering student questions.  I have found that asking questions and getting answers to them is a 
very good way to learn.  But, if you don’t want your students to learn, I suggest you slit their 
throats now, as that will be far more humane than forbidding them to speak to others and instead 
having them attempt to learn only from you.  And if you have a problem with what I’m doing, 
grow a pair and talk to me about it?  Thank you very fucking much.  Please continue your 
brown-nosing and back-stabbing.”  I got down and sat in the chair again. 

 
Some muttering in the crowd and a few applauding briefly. 
 
Denise, standing next to me, rolled her eyes but smiled. 
 
I had some more water, turning my back on the crowd. 
 
A few minutes later, David approached frowning.  “Master Robert, a word, please.” 
 
I’ll give you a word or two, and a gesture to go with it! 
 
We walked over to a quieter corner of the room, away from others. 
 
I was ready to unload on him, and on anyone else, loudly. 
 
“Master Robert,” he began sternly, “Peter asked me to speak with you, and while keeping 

a gruff and stern appearance, to congratulate you on a superb performance, speaking from the 
heart with skill and vigor.  We applaud you and wish to assure you that you are most welcome 
under our roof.  We do not condone such behavior as you have displayed; we welcome it.” 

 
I nodded, trying to keep a pensive look.  “Please convey my thanks.  If that cunt actually 

speaks to me, I’ll be most polite and try to clear up his misunderstanding, which probably has 
more to do with his toilet training than anything else...  I do apologize to a small degree for 
putting you and Peter on the spot; I realize you have to split both sides of the fence, but this is 
pathetic.  Rest assured that I’ll continue to call a spade a fucking spade, and in a loud and clear 
voice.”  I offered my hand and he shook it formally. 
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“Consider yourself congratulated,” he said gruffly and with a most stern demeanor. 
 
“You must teach me how to do that with a straight face,” I countered. 
 
He was straining, but kept it up.  “You are doing quite well.”  He turned smartly and 

walked off. 
 
I straightened my coat lapels, sighed, and walked back to our table shaking my head. 
 
“What did he say?” Charlene asked, putting a hand on my shoulder. 
 
“Private,” I replied.  “I may tell you later.” 
 
Beverly came over a couple of minutes later.  “Robert, I’m really sorry about that -- it 

was uncalled for.”  She touched me on the shoulder. 
 
“Beverly, thank you.  I’ve had my fill -- guess I’m a bit thin skinned tonight as well.” 
 
She smiled.  “No, it was deserved, and about time.  If I have any problems with you, dear, 

I’ll let you know.” 
 
I offered her my hand, which she accepted.  “Thank you, Beverly.  Learned differences of 

opinion I can accept, and respect.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “But none of us need the petty chickenshit.” 
 
“Eloquently stated, Mistress Beverly,” I said with a bit of a bow. 
 
She walked away laughing. 
 
Denise stepped closer, smiling.  “Now he looks like he’s going to blow a gasket...” 
 
I almost said, “saves me the trouble of blowing it for him,” but I swallowed my words, 

instead telling her, “Well, I’m not going to be the first one to leave -- I’ll hole up in the suite next 
door with Charlene and Jenny and ask what’s for breakfast...” 

 
Denise chuckled.  “I don’t think you’ll have to go that far.” 
 
Arthur and Toni came over.  Toni had such a complex look -- longing, curiosity, I’m not 

sure what. 
 
“Master Robert, could you do it again?  Your circle, I mean.  When you did it earlier, I 

wanted to ...”  She looked to Arthur, who nodded with a smile.  She continued, “I really wanted 
to join in.  Could you?” 

 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 114 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

I looked to Denise.  “Ask Peter?  I don’t want to cause too many more scenes tonight.” 
 
She glanced across the room, then looked to us again shaking her head.  “I really don’t 

think it would be appropriate tonight.” 
 
Toni looked crushed. 
 
“But,” she continued, “the three of you could come over Friday for dinner, and you could 

join us.  It would be good if you could plan on staying the night.” 
 
Now Toni was excited.  Arthur smiled and nodded his acceptance. 
 
“Can you wait three days?” I asked Toni. 
 
“I think so,” she said, beaming. 
 
“Practice, the three of you.  See how far you can take it on your own,” I suggested. 
 
Had some other polite conversations, including Mistress Judy coming up to me and 

giving me a big hug and a kiss.  She also invited me to discuss my teaching methods in private 
whenever I felt so inclined. 

 
The crowd started to dissipate.  Once that cunt Andrew left, I started to consider leaving.  

Then Beverly came by and said, “You’ve counted coup -- you can leave victorious.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’d rather win without the battle, as Sun Tzu recommends.” 
 
She smiled.  “You’ve done that as well.  You have my admiration, young Robert.  Good 

evening.” 
 
We hugged.  Her hug was warm and friendly, not reserved or formal.  “Thank you again, 

Mistress Beverly.  I still have a lot to learn.” 
 
Denise, standing behind me added, “As do we all...” 
 
We made our goodbyes to David, and to Peter.  The ladies were already headed to the 

door. 
 
Peter rolled his eyes and asked quietly, “What next month?” 
 
I smiled.  “At least three more with us, possibly more.” 
 
He smiled.  “Good.  Be well.” 
 
“Thank you, Peter.  Rest assured, I do not want your position!” 
 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 115 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

He laughed and shook his head.  “The ones who don’t are the few I’d give it to...” 
 
“That is a threat!” I muttered.  But we shook hands, hugged briefly, and made it out the 

door. 
 
Driving home, Charlene demanded, “Was David chewing you out about Andrew?” 
 
“Actually, he was congratulating me.  Peter told him to do it with a mean face, though.” 
 
Both Charlene and Jenny laughed. 
 
“I think we’re causing division within the group,” a mild understatement. 
 
Jenny called from the back seat, “Better than listening to Andrew piss and moan!” 
 
Charlene shook her head.  “I think it scares them -- they realize they can’t do it.” 
 
I nodded, “Or it’s a threat to them and the way they do things, undermining their world-

view.” 
 
“We knew someone like that,” Jenny confirmed from the back. 
 
Shaking my head, I told them, “We need to make sure all those folks don’t feel 

threatened or backed into a corner -- that’s what I should talk to Peter and David about.” 
 
Denise and I talked about it when we got home; I didn’t want to cause more polarization, 

more problems.  Yeah, I want to subvert them -- subversion is okay, overpowering is not. 
 
Denise and I were talking about it in the parlor at home when Charlene came up to us.  

“You wanted me, Mistress?” she said formally. 
 
Denise frowned and shook her head.  “I am very disappointed in you, my dear,” she 

started out. 
 
Charlene looked glum.  I was ready to jump to her defense, and on going after my 

Acolyte without speaking to me first -- I thought we’d agreed. 
 
“You have let your Master get so worked up over this!  You know what to do, do it!” 
 
Charlene broke a slight smile.  “Yes, Mistress.  Thank you, Mistress.”  She stepped in 

front of me and pulled my head to heaven.  After holding me for a few minutes, she took me 
upstairs. 
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Conversion 
 
Arthur and crew showed up Friday evening before dinner.  I knew I’d get the young 

ladies; I wasn’t sure who was going to get Arthur, and I wasn’t going to hazard a guess! 
 
Jenny pulled me aside before we sat down to eat. 
 
“I’ve got a suggestion for the Circle,” she offered quietly. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“You know they’ve been practicing, a lot?” 
 
“Such as?” 
 
She smiled.  “They all sleep together now, like every night; he replaced his bed with a big 

Cal King two weeks ago.  Last month you gave them a suggestion, to try joining in bed?” 
 
I nodded; guess I did. 
 
“They’ve been doing that, and more -- you saw a couple nights ago, their Companions 

are all larger than before?” 
 
I smiled.  “I noticed it, and I think others did as well.” 
 
“Yeah, and some of them don’t understand it and it pisses ‘em off, which is fine.” 
 
“So what do you suggest?” 
 
She nodded.  “I think tonight, rather than have them as part of one big circle, they should 

be in the middle, holding each other, and then us around them, you behind Toni and Pam, and 
somebody like Char behind Arthur.  Oh, and don’t go too long or we’ll lose them.” 

 
“I figured that part.  Okay, sounds good.  Anything else?” 
 
She smiled more.  “You need to do Pam tonight -- one of us is going to unwind Toni 

really well and then bring her to bed with you later.  Do her in the morning or whenever, and 
Pam will probably help.  Let her.” 

 
Pam was taller than Toni, and larger, top heavy with a full bosom and smallish bottom, a 

redhead with freckles and incredible energy from what I’d seen so far. 
 
“Okay, I’ll do that.  Thank you.” I hugged her close. 
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She hugged me.  “You can thank me tomorrow night...,” she whispered and kissed my 
neck. 

 
A nice dinner, all of us sitting around the table.  Arthur, Pam, and Toni were a little on 

edge, as you’d expect.  I’d overheard Charlene telling them before dinner that we’d have a 
leisurely meal, the kitchen would get cleaned up and prepped for breakfast tomorrow, and the 
folks who took care of that would get a chance to clean up and rest for a bit before we did the 
Circle -- probably a quarter to nine, eight thirty, something like that. 

 
They were upset that I’d gotten chewed out by David for what I did -- they all thought it 

was well deserved.  I told them I’d keep speaking my mind, and as I’d said any number of times, 
I hope others do the same.  I smiled and thought it would be good to have more in the Circle next 
month, to show others, not talk about it. 

 
Toni sighed, then blushed. 
 
Jenny jumped in with, “Everyone saw that you’d gotten somewhere in the last month!” 
 
We all agreed on that. 
 
Pam smiled and agreed that they had, and sleeping together was oh so much better. 
 
Arthur smiled and nodded.  I heard some grumbling from ours around the table... 
 
Both Pam and Toni helped with cleanup after dinner.  Arthur disappeared for a while.  

Ah, I saw him in the Parlor, with Charlene holding him.  Oh the smile she had on her face as she 
held him!  And I could imagine, he was just gone... 
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Invited In 
 
We gathered for our Circle.  Charlene told me Arthur had been nervous, so she helped 

him relax.  I hugged and thanked her.  Jenny told me Pam and Toni were ready; she’d talked to 
them while cleaning up, and they’d taken a few minutes to practice.  Just keep it short! 

 
Yes, dear! 
 
We gathered.  Jenny and Charlene helped position Arthur and company in the middle.  

Toni giggled a little.  We formed around them.  I spoke softly.  “Pam, Toni, Master Arthur, 
please call your Companions.” 

 
They appeared, little eggs of light, above them.  Ours started appearing around them, and 

they moved into a nice pattern on their own, surrounding Denise’s when hers appeared, then 
mine, gathering them, floating up a bit, that incredible sound filling the room as it changed into 
the sphere, the Portal. 

 
We felt the new ones.  We felt them and welcomed them.  The surprise, the shock, yet the 

joy and the belonging -- all at once, so much all at once.  We called it closed after a minute, 
maybe not even that.  Still, we had to hold them up for a while.  Toni was crying.  Arthur looked 
shocked.  Pam was glowing.  She turned and looked at me... 

 
I took her hand and led us upstairs to the third floor and the small bedroom. 
 
How to describe it?  So much more than physical intimacy, which is intense to start with.  

All of us felt it in the Circle, longings, desires, so much more under the surface.  We also felt the 
satisfaction of being together in the Circle, feeling that contact, holding and being held. 

 
Moving to the bedroom and more intimacy, dealing with the tentative and indecisive, 

being respectful of the person while still getting on with it. 
 
I was tentative and indecisive, not sure how to proceed, not wanting to rush things, not 

wanting to force myself on Pam, or force her into a situation she wasn’t comfortable with. 
 
She was open, enthusiastic, and knew exactly what she wanted.  She was patient with me, 

for a while at least. 
 
Undressed, we moved to the bed.  She was so pretty, and I wanted to explore and enjoy 

her so much.  Not surprisingly, I was very interested in her breasts, and in her very perky nipples. 
 
She held me briefly, then encouraged me to sitting.  I almost laughed, holding out my 

arms to her.  She smiled, moving closer, distracting me by running a hand over my ready cock.  
She moved into my lap, moving us together, oh so good...  We kissed, holding each other as we 
worked together, settling in. 
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We paused and leaned back a bit.  Without asking, she called her Companion.  I called 
mine, enveloping us, swallowing us up. 

 
Joined together at a much deeper level, below that thin veneer of intellect, moving as one 

to our inevitable mutual conclusion.  We accelerated, stretching time, stretching it out, savoring 
the experience even more.  We didn’t come as one, we were one, joined and sharing.  Collapsing 
together on to the bed, she knew where I needed to be, pulling my head down to a nipple and 
cradling me.  We let go to the light. 

 
I woke up as someone crawled into bed with us -- Toni.  I started turning, but Pam pulled 

me back to where I was, and Toni snuggled up to my back. 
 
Waking in the early dawn light, I needed to pee.  I crawled over Toni, kissing her on the 

head as I got out of bed.  I sat on the can, then moved to the sink rinsing my mouth out and 
drinking some water. 

 
Going back to bed, Toni was in Pam’s arms!  The glow on Pam’s face, the way she 

cradled Toni to her -- I knew how good that was.  I got into bed and snuggled up to Toni’s back, 
one arm going under Pam’s pillow and neck, the other one to her waist, pulling the three of us 
together, sandwiching Toni between us, something I know I loved.  From the noises she made, I 
think she did as well. 

 
More sunlight coming in, and I wasn’t sure I was going back to sleep any time soon...  I 

started running my free hand over Toni.  Pam smiled, looking right at me.  She did something 
that made Toni moan, and made Pam tilt her head back in pleasure as well.  I was helping, 
working my free hand between Toni’s legs. 

 
Toni moved more.  I felt she might be struggling, so I leaned back a bit. 
 
She sat up.  “I’ll be right back,” she panted.  Then to Pam she added, “Get him warmed 

up!”  She crawled off the bed and headed to the bathroom. 
 
I moved closer to Pam; she grabbed me and pulled me to a nipple once more, moving 

partially on top of me, one hand running over me while she held my head with the other.  I was 
running my hands over her, feeling, holding her. 

 
Pam moved away some, replaced by Toni pouncing on me.  We moved to sitting quickly, 

with her in my lap, kissing as we moved together.  I ran my arms behind her back and pulled 
down on her shoulders.  She moaned, her head going back as she rocked her hips. 

 
She looked at me and called her Companion; that’s what this was supposed to be about.  I 

started to call mine, but paused as Pam moved closer,  She was up on her knees, approaching us. 
 
“Do it,” she told me. 
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I called my Companion.  As she  spread around us, Pam called her Companion, now 
much larger, and hers joined with us as well.  I noticed Toni turning her head towards Pam.  As 
the light enveloped us, Pam moved closer, pulling us both to her breasts. 

 
So intense and so good -- I don’t know how long it lasted, how long it was before the 

three of us collapsed together on to the bed. 
 
We woke up on either side of Pam.  She held us as we held her.  We drifted together for a 

while. 
 
A knock on the door.  “Breakfast in half an hour!” was the call. 
 
Pam called out, “Thank you!” as she held us closer. 
 
With sighs, hugs, and kisses we got up a couple of minutes later.  We cleaned up in the 

bathroom, more hugs, kisses, sighs, and contact. 
 
Sitting on the bed pulling on my socks, I heard Toni squeal with delight.  Turning, I saw 

her with a Companion the size of a cantaloupe floating above her hands.  She saw me looking 
and jumped on me, her arms going around my neck, pushing me to my back on the bed. 

 
We managed to sit up, with Toni still grinning from ear to ear. 
 
Pam came out of the bathroom and Toni said, almost pleaded, “Please?” 
 
Pam smiled more and stepped closer to us, holding both of us to her nipples.  She held us 

while telling us how good it had been, and how Mistress Denise promised to teach her how to 
hold us better, so we wouldn’t have a chance.  But right now, she needed some breakfast, so...  
She kissed each of us on the head and stepped away.  Toni and I held each other for a moment 
while coming back to Earth. 

 
We made it downstairs.  Toni and Pam swarmed Arthur, who was trying to enjoy a cup of 

coffee.  Not surprisingly, he was still glowing.  I felt about the same.  “Our” Acolytes were 
pestering them with cries of, “Let’s see!” until I called out, “Not now!  We’ll have a Circle after 
breakfast!” 

 
We had breakfast and cleaned up. 
 
As cleanup started, Denise pulled me to the office. 
 
“How are you, darling? She asked, holding me gently and running her hands over my 

back.  I held her, resting my head on her shoulder.  “Lost, or not lost enough -- I’m not sure.” 
 
She held me and rocked me.  She thought everything had gone well; what did I think? 
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With a bit of prodding, I told her as best I could what had happened with Pam last night 
and the three of us this morning.  She was understanding, and didn’t seem that surprised; she 
thought we’d see it better in the Circle; that had been a good idea to have one after Breakfast.  It 
would answer a lot of questions. 

 
Questions I didn’t even know how to ask?  The one I knew how to ask was simple, “Hold 

me, please?” 
 
We started the Circle the same as we had the night before, with Arthur, Pam, and Toni in 

the center and the rest of us around them.  This time I just said, “You guys start.” 
 
Arthur raised his Companion first, the size of a small melon, then Toni, similar sized, and 

finally Pam, also the same size, but hers engulfed them all.  I saw it in them, and felt it, felt the 
draw, felt the joy, and felt Pam’s position as the center of the group.  Our Acolytes called their 
Companions who joined in, then Denise, and finally mine.  With mine, that glowing, dancing 
ball of light transformed with that chime ringing out, becoming the glowing white sphere 
enclosing such vastness. 

 
We stood in Communion, joined with each other.  We could feel the hunger Pam felt for 

Toni and Arthur, feelings shared by them.  Other feelings of desire, amusement, satisfaction. 
 
Closing it with another chime, the room light returning to normal, holding and hugging 

each other. 
 
With hugs and kisses, Arthur and group, really Pam and group departed. 
 
Somehow I ended up on the couch between Denise and Charlene.  Charlene told me of 

taking Toni upstairs last night, she and Jenny unwinding her and bringing her to bed with Pam 
and me in the middle of the night. 

 
I wondered out loud -- the way Pam had taken us this morning in bed, taken Toni and me, 

I wondered if I Joined with someone like Mistress Judy, she would probably be able to do the 
same thing to her two. 

 
I guess I woke up some more after that; Charlene and I worked together in the garage and 

carriage house installing new lighting.  Jenny helped some as well, but she wasn’t as good with 
tools.  She was good at holding the ladder and holding me when I came down. 

 
Then early afternoon, Mistress Judy shows up!  Denise brings her in, and tells me Judy 

was very interested in my suggestion, and was here to take me up on it! 
 
Charlene gave me a hug and told me she and Jenny would finish up. 
 
Denise and Judy took me by the arms upstairs to the small bedroom. 
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Standing there once more, looking at Judy, smiling before me.  She’s shorter, bubbly, so 
energetic, a fuller version of Pam perhaps?  I understood better this time, though.  I took a deep 
breath of her, holding her close as we kissed, feeling her, holding her. 

 
Soon enough we were on the bed.  Oh, we started sitting up, calling our Companions to 

Join with us as we had Joined, but I didn’t pretend to struggle, letting Judy lean me back against 
a pile of pillows and take us the rest of the way to Heaven.  We curled up together afterwards.  
She held me where I needed to be. 

 
I woke in Charlene’s arms, held and comforted.  We got up and I helped finish the wiring 

in the garage; she wasn’t sure of how I wanted the lights switched. 
 
We showered together before dinner -- that helped me wake up a little more. 
 
Having a glass of wine before dinner, Dana started in on how Judy looked when she left, 

and she’d shown them, wow!  Her Companion was so big, and so detailed, just like Denise’s! 
 
Jenny moved up to my back and growled in my ear, asking if I was saving any for them... 
 
At dinner, Denise told me I looked exhausted; she instructed Charlene and Jenny to make 

sure I got to bed early, got plenty of rest, and slept in tomorrow morning. 
 
We tried something different for our Circle, something silly, sitting on the floor, still hip-

to-hip and shoulder-to-shoulder.  That made for a tangle of legs and feet in the middle.  But it 
worked, and we held it for I’m not sure how long, maybe fifteen minutes? 

 
Afterwards, Charlene and Jenny took me up to bed.  I went to sleep sandwiched between 

them, and that’s where I woke up. 
 
We made it downstairs by eleven or so; brunch was scrambled eggs, plenty of bacon, and 

sourdough toast. 
 
As we ate, Denise said she’d spoken to Judy, and I was right -- everyone was so happy. 
 
That put more of a smile on my face; the infection could spread faster.  “How are the 

screamers going to respond?” I posed to the table. 
 
That tempered the smiles a good deal. 
 
Jenny suggested, “They can go across the fucking Bay to Berkeley.” 
 
That was the closest Circle we knew of.  We knew of another in Marin, one in Santa 

Rosa, and one down near Santa Barbara.  There were rumors of one in San Francisco, but those 
rumors said it was very old and very secretive.  Well, we didn’t advertise in the personals section 
of Craigslist... 
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Joining the Circle 
 
Another monthly Circle, riding as usual with Charlene and Jenny, Denise and hers 

driving separately.  Denise had been pushing me to get a new vehicle.  She said car, but I was 
leaning towards one of the new Ford euro panel vans, something for the Art Show circuit.  What 
did we need another passenger vehicle for?  Me riding to school with the others worked out well 
for all of us, giving me time at school to study, prep, and write, and keeping the others on a 
steady schedule. 

 
Beverly arrived before we did.  We entered without a show, greeting David and walking 

though the trap as if it wasn’t even there.  Many of the others entered smiling.  Judy walked 
through the trap, but her two walked around it.  Same with Arthur, Pam, and Toni.  Pam gave me 
a big hug.  Denise was taunting me that she was going to have Pam over to teach her, with me.  
Promises, promises! 

 
Andrew, James, and crews arrived and were in a bad mood upon seeing us.  How nice.  

Beverly was quite pleasant, actually. 
 
Peter and David herded the cats into order. 
 
We started the Circle, calling Ours silently. 
 
Master James was in rare form, shouting invective at his open palm, a more detailed and 

lengthier diatribe, producing a meager result.  His Acolytes, though, just went with the 
“Appear!” approach. 

 
Mistress Judy and hers -- silently causing larger detailed Companions to appear. 
 
Mistress Natalie and hers -- the same, how did that happen!  Natalie’s showing such 

detail and life, like Judy’s and Denise’s! 
 
Master Andrew, growling and shouting at his shaking hand, and for what?  His Acolytes, 

too, went with the “Appear,” approach. 
 
Mistress Denise, Alice, and Dana -- silently, flowing. 
 
And David, the penultimate, holding out his hand and a large, detailed Companion 

appears, flickering with life! 
 
Peter, the last, extends his hand and calls, “Demon, appear!” to call his, still softball 

sized. 
 
After that phase, an accommodation!  Peter announced, “For those of you who do not 

wish to participate, dinner is available.”  The doors behind us opened.  Peter gave Denise and I a 
nod, turned, and went into the next room.  Andrew and crew, James and crew followed.  The guy 
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in Beverly’s group, can’t remember his name, gave Beverly a poisonous look and went in to 
dinner, Beverly and her Elizabeth remaining! 

 
I whispered to Charlene and Jenny, “Take care of Bev and hers?”  They nodded, and as 

we moved into a large circle, gathered Bev and Elizabeth sandwiched among them. 
 
Charlene, Alice, Jenny, and Dana started it off, the others flowing with us, ending with 

Denise and me.  The sound that filled the room was lower in tone, more resonant, and seemed to 
echo for miles in that ghostly pale sphere. 

 
I felt the connections; we all felt the connections.  Judy had taken David.  Arthur had 

visited Natalie, who Joined her pair.  The new ones, Beverly and Elizabeth, we held them and 
welcomed them.  We kept it short; that first time can be so overwhelming. 

 
And it was to Elizabeth, breaking into tears with Charlene holding her.  Mistress Beverly 

looked shaken, tears in her eyes.  Denise moved to hold her.  Judy and David hugged. 
 
I stood there, feeling like the catalyst, responsible but not participating, until Jenny and 

Dana grabbed me. 
 
I approached Peter after the main part of dinner.  He gave me a rueful smile and extended 

a hand. 
 
“Master Peter, what is the procedure for releasing an Acolyte; I am no longer their 

Master, we were a family of equals,” I asked. 
 
He smiled and responded, “Say it, to them privately, and announce it here, next time.” 
 
I nodded.  “And there will be a next time, here?” 
 
He gave me a complex look.  “Yes, there will be.  You won’t be surprised to hear that 

some are leaving the Circle, going across the Bay?” 
 
I nodded, then smiled as I extended my hand.  “Does that mean you will be joining us?” 
 
He smiled and nodded.  I gave him a hug, which he enthusiastically returned. 
 

 
END of Part 6 

Rev 2011/09/16 
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Complete Circle 
 
Yet another Art Faire...  That’s what I do during the warm months, Art Faires in the area.  

Oh, I keep up with my research and writing, and I still teach at least one class a semester, and 
supervise a few PhD candidates, the feisty ones. 

 
In comparison to years (decades) past, I do slightly larger booths -- at least ten by twenty.  

Helping me this weekend were of course Charlene, and our two newest Acolytes, Susan and 
Robin.  Alice and Jenny were home with the kids, but we expected them to swing by some time. 

 
A character looking over one of my projected illusion gadgets; they sold well, even 

though there were physicists who claimed that they couldn’t work.  I don’t come out and say 
their “theories” are for shit, I just make gadgets that make them look silly... 

 
But this character -- I walked over to him and spoke softly, “Hello, Walt -- it’s good to 

see you again.”  I held out my hand. 
 
He looked at me in surprise and turned to walk away. 
 
But I did an interesting twist on his frame so he stayed right where he was. 
 
“Not going to work this time, Walt -- I’d like to talk to you if you’ve got, how should we 

say it, the time?” 
 
“Why do you call me that?” he responded. 
 
I smiled.  “That’s what you told me to call you when I moved in.  Walt, I can see right 

through you...  Really, I’d like to talk to you -- if for no other reason than to tell you that you’re 
doing it all wrong, and there’s a much better way.” 

 
He nodded, glancing around and looking unsure.  “Okay, but call me Jim.” 
 
I put out my hand again, and he shook it.  “Thanks, Jim.”  I turned back to the booth.  

“Susan, I’ll be back in a while -- I need a beer.  If I’m not back by closing, fold things up and tell 
Charlene I’ve gone off to join the Circus with my Uncle.” 

 
She laughed and waved.  “Have fun...” 
 
“Let me buy you a beer -- it’s the least I can do,” I told Walt, I mean Jim. 
 
I got us each a beer, the Weissbier, and we found a place to sit. 
 
“How did you recognize me?” Jim asked. 
 
“Other than you’ve been coming around for a few shows?” I replied, taking a sip of very 

good beer. 
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He shrugged, raised his stein, and took a sip.  “Nice,” he agreed. 
 
“Are you going to school again?” I asked; he looked to be that age once more. 
 
He nodded.  “Berkeley.” 
 
I gave him a look of mock horror.  “Traitor!  Ah well, it’s a good school, as good as any.  

Physics?” 
 
He shook his head and smiled.  “Psychology -- I figure people are going to be fucked up 

for a long, long time and need someone to talk to.” 
 
I had to laugh at that.  “Okay, but you really need to study physics.  I can give you a list 

of classes and profs -- you’re going to need it.” 
 
“Why?” he asked forthrightly. 
 
I sighed.  “Imagine a paper cutout of a person, projecting a shadow on a screen...  Now 

imagine instead of projecting a paper cutout on the wall, imagine you’ve got this long worm-like 
thing, and you’re projecting a cross-section of it, and the projected cross-section looks like a 
person.  Still with me?” 

 
“I think so,” he replied. 
 
“Good.  Here’s where the physics and math would come in if you had ‘em.  Since you 

don’t, add in a bunch of dimensions.  I think you can guess that the worm-thing is a person 
through time, and the cross section at any instant in time is our multiple-dimension 
representation, us, here and now.” 

 
“So?” he replied, taking another sip of beer. 
 
I smiled and nodded.  “With the help of my Companion, I can ‘see’ along those worms, 

looking back.  I can’t look forward; I don’t think anybody in our dimension can.  What my 
Companion can do, she won’t say; one interpretation of my current models is that she can see a 
limited amount forward, losing focus or precision the farther forward she goes.” 

 
I paused for a sip.  “Anyway, when I look back on you, I see these weird-ass kinks in 

your past.  The earliest feels like it’s about three weeks after you disappeared, and the recent one 
is, oh about twenty months ago.  I could have my Companion give me a more precise reading, 
but I think you get the idea.” 

 
He nodded.  “What can I say -- you’re right.  You can do this on any of ... us?” 
 
I nodded as I sipped.  “Head of our circle has done it three times.  So has Denise, one of 

my partners.  But that’s the wrong way to do it.” 



 It’s About Time  

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 127 http://www.asstr.org/~artie/  

 
He gave me a strange look.  “Why?” 
 
“It’s the wrong way, and it causes incredible distortions in our societies -- ‘our’ societies 

as Adepts, not society at large.” 
 
He gave me an even stranger look.  “Like what?” 
 
“Okay, what is the function of the Circles in our society?” 
 
He shrugged.  “Identification and training -- building our society.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Secondary at best.  Primary purpose of the Circles, and their 

organization, is to facilitate Masters hopping back, and accommodating their acceptance in the 
world at large.  Think about it.  Did you know that bastard Rolf?” 

 
“Yes, but ... on the East Coast.” 
 
I smiled.  “You’re starting to get it.  It took me a while to get all the pieces to add up.  I 

mean, in the Circle, you start the rituals with the newest Master first.  After I killed him, I 
learned he was 78!  Yet he was the ‘newest’ Master in our Circle before I arrived?  Okay, he 
moved here from the East Coast -- oh, dropping close to 40 years along the way.  I say the 
Circles, their rules and rituals, are set up primarily to assist with those transitions and to provide 
others.  Rolf leaves the East Coast, pauses along the way to drop close to 40 years, appears on 
the West Coast.  Hell, the picture on his New Jersey driver’s license was bad enough to be just 
about anybody -- close enough, and the fingerprints match, so it must just be a bad picture?  And 
you’ve got a group of quietly influential people to assist him in moving things around and getting 
set up, and soon he has Acolytes to bolster his image, and the whole routine starts again.  
Everybody looks good in California, so no problems.” 

 
Jim nodded.  “Okay, crazy enough to work.  But you say it’s the wrong way -- what’s the 

‘right’ way?” 
 
I smiled again.  “I really should have thanked the bastard before I killed him -- he did 

save my ass -- not that he meant to, of course.  If I look at a worm, look really, really close, it 
isn’t smooth.  It’s sort of lumpy, discontinuous.  Those discontinuities you can consider the 
results of decisions.  Do I go to grad school or do I get a job?  Do I try and beat that yellow light?  
I don’t have any condoms, do I do this gal anyway?  There are lots of interpretations of those, 
but we can talk about that some other time.  When you hop back, that creates a whanging 
discontinuity.  But what if, instead of waiting twenty, thirty, forty years or more, and then 
clawing back all that distance, you hopped back every month?  Every week?  You do that and the 
discontinuities blend in with the nominal course of life -- not noticeable.  And, I claim, not 
noticeable to the world at large.  You don’t come into the office or whatever after being gone for 
a few days and look forty years younger.  You just keep looking like you.  It’s the way people’s 
minds work, besides -- you should get that better than me.  The average person never thinks that 
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they themselves are aging, until something comes along to shock them into reality.  So staying 
the ‘same’ age seems perfectly natural, psychologically natural.” 

 
He smiled, contemplating, then shook his head.  “You haven’t done it -- doesn’t work 

that way.” 
 
I smiled.  “Wrong -- I’ve been doing it for years.  I’m particular to the 32 to 34 age 

bracket.  I like it.  Think about it -- I’m 44 now.  Yet I haven’t made any ‘big’ hops.  And my 
partners have been doing it as well.  When you say, ‘doesn’t work that way’ what you mean is 
the big hop was so difficult, took so much out of you that it almost killed you; what with the prep 
and the recovery, you’d be spending all your time doing nothing but, right?” 

 
He nodded.  “You’ve got to get it absolutely right, or...” 
 
I nodded.  “Or you end up dead; I know.  But I’m telling you -- that’s just because you 

don’t have enough horsepower, or you might say Demon-power, to pull it off.  With a much 
more powerful Companion, it’s so easy.” 

 
“And how do I get a more powerful Companion?  I haven’t seen any change in ... a long 

time,” he admitted. 
 
“Are you part of a Circle now?  Waiting to be ‘discovered’?” 
 
He shook his head, smiling.  “Avoiding ‘em, enjoying being footloose and fancy-free.” 
 
I could understand that.  “I know Ken, head of the Berkeley Circle.  I could introduce you 

as a hopper from another part of the country.  Once in the Circle, you could visit us; we swap 
people back and forth occasionally now.  Or you could just drop by and spend a weekend with 
us.  The process of increasing your Companion’s power involves sleeping with an enhanced 
Adept, such as one of my partners...  Once you’ve got the power to do it, I can show you how, 
not that you’re going to need it for another decade or so, but you can practice every few months, 
just hopping back a week or so, to get good at it.  With practice, the whole thing takes under 
twenty minutes.” 

 
“Why?  I mean, why are you telling me this?” 
 
I shook my head.  “It’s the least I can do.  No, obviously the least I can do is nothing, but 

you helped me a lot, and I want to thank you,  Besides, you can help other ways, too.” 
 
“Such as?” 
 
“Did you know there are genetic components to our Talent?  Best we can figure, it’s a 

two-factor thing, at least, involving a dominant and a non-dominant gene.  I’ve got six kids, with 
different moms, and two more on the way.  We know which ones will be, are, Adepts.  Important 
question for you -- was mom, my mom and your sister, an Adept?  Did you ever test her?” 
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He smiled a bit and shook his head.  “I tested her any number of times.  She didn’t have 
it.  Dad was gone by the time I was Called, so I don’t know about him.” 

 
I sighed and smiled.  “Don’t take me wrong, but that’s great news, in that it supports our 

hypothesis.  We’ve been doing this from a logical, analytical standpoint, not taking tissue 
samples and analyzing them.  Last thing we need is to create a genetic test that identifies us 
monsters...” 

 
He nodded, ruefully, taking another sip of beer. 
 
“What’s your plan?  Finish school, hang out a shingle?  We can help with the getting 

married and settling down part.  Even if you turn me down flat today, look me up later and I’ll be 
happy to help you get set up in practice.  I owe it to you.” 

 
Jim smiled more, nodding.  “I always knew you’d be trouble...” 
 
I chuckled.  “Well, what are you doing for dinner tonight?  Come back to the house with 

us -- we’ll treat you to a nice if somewhat hectic dinner with all the little ones around, and if 
someone takes an interest in you, maybe even have you stick around for an early breakfast in the 
morning -- we don’t have to be set up for this one until eleven tomorrow.” 

 
“You’re serious?” 
 
“Damn serious -- you know as well as I do that the more we shift to an information 

society, the harder it is to hop back, let alone hop back to take over someone else’s thread.” 
 
I saw the reaction in him, slight, but there.  “I’d guess an opportunity, not a failed 

Acolyte?” 
 
He nodded, looking around again.  “Drowning victim off the coast.  I ... was there, 

somehow knew the match would be good, and I still don’t know for sure how it all happened.  A 
lot of the small problems, even memory and personality, were blamed on the length of time I was 
underwater, oxygen starvation and brain damage.” 

 
I nodded.  “Better than setting up Acolytes to fail the Challenge, and taking their roles...  

That’s the other side of what I was saying earlier, the structure of the Circles and our so-called 
society.  Picking Acolytes with a strong physical resemblance, knowing that if they fail the 
Challenge, they’ll age incredibly fast and seemingly die of old age; the Master’s Companion 
assists in the swap, making the dying Acolyte look more like the old Master, and turning the old 
Master into a close resemblance of the young Acolyte.  Don’t shake your head like that -- the 
whole thing is set up for it!  Masters keeping everything in trust with their Acolytes named to get 
it all?  Circles only accepting Acolytes who are not connected to the area.  Hell, the deliberate 
non-testing of immediate family members!  It’s all set up to perpetuate the model!” 

 
I took another sip of beer. Might need another one.  “But modern record keeping -- 

looking at medical records alone, you might be able to explain an appendicitis scar that’s not in 
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the records, but it’s awful damn hard to explain no appendicitis scar any more, let alone a 
different blood type, let alone a mismatch on more complex genetic analysis.  Am I right?” 

 
He frowned but nodded. 
 
“But my way, our way -- we just plug along.  So in forty or fifty years some clown 

notices, hey this guy is over a hundred, but he’s got the cardiovascular system of a forty year 
old?  What can they do?  I’ve got a doc now that asks me that when I see him once a year for 
school-mandated checkups.  I tell them red wine and sex at least five times a week with three 
different partners, but don’t worry dock, guys don’t do it for me.” 

 
He chuckled.  “But sooner or later...” 
 
I nodded.  “Yeah, sooner or later someone is going to notice some bent statistics, that 

there are a bunch of us around.  I don’t think that’s going to be for a while, say another fifty to 
eighty years; medicine is doing pretty damn well for folks, particularly the advances in the last 
decade or so.  That’s giving us an increasing cohort above eighty, and a damn healthy cohort at 
that.  And if we have enough of us, the short-hop Adepts around, we do have a Plan B -- that 
we’ve been doing locally, and have spread to some other parts of the country.” 

 
“What’s that?” 
 
I grinned.  “Pissing in the statistical pool.  Like with me at Stanford, or others at their 

places of work.  We take normals and hop them back every few months.  I’ve got a bunch I’ve 
been doing for over a decade.” 

 
“You can do that?  I mean, without...” 
 
I nodded.  “With a powerful enough Companion, you can indeed.  It takes under ten 

minutes.  The ones in my cohort all have the convenient habit, one I publicize and made popular, 
of taking short naps in the afternoon.  They lay down for a short nap and get up half an hour later 
not noticing that they’re six months younger.  If we can keep that up and expand the pool, it’s 
even going to screw up genetic studies!  One of our troupe has estimates on how many we need 
to do the job effectively.  And even if you can’t keep it up with a group over a longer period, you 
can take a few people and hop them back over the course of a year, backing out ten to twenty 
years.  Particularly rewarding if they’re productive members of society.” 

 
“You are a troublemaker!” 
 
“Just trying to help!  What do you say?  Can I interest you in dinner and possibly getting 

laid like you’ve never been in your life, or lives?  Make that probably; I think the ladies will be 
interested in fresh meat.” 

 
He blushed a little but smiled.  “Sounds good to me.” 
 
I stood up.  “Let’s get back to the booth then, before someone sends out the search party.” 
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Charlene wasn’t there when we got back to the booth.  Susan and Robin gave me hugs of 

course.  Susan looked at Jim, and I could tell she was evaluating through her companion, and 
suspecting... 

 
I told her, “Could you call the house and let them know Jim will be joining us for dinner, 

and our Circle -- he does need some help, maybe you can look into that as well?” 
 
Oh the look she gave him...  Fresh meat indeed!  But Robin overheard our conversation 

and walked over to give him a more personal introduction and welcome to our Family... 
 
Dinner was the usual hearty meal with a side of chaos supplied by the kids. 
 
Oh, the first time Denise saw Jim, she stopped and looked, and looked some more, then 

walked up to him and swept him into a hug.  She whispered something in his ear that turned him 
bright red...  She told me later they knew each other on the East Coast years ago. 

 
That also disrupted other plans -- Denise decided that Charlene and Susan should take 

him for the night. 
 
After the young batch of little ones had their baths, I had daddy duty reading stories.  Our 

little Peter is starting to call me on my interpretations...  “No, daddy,” he says, pointing to the 
words on the page. 

 
With them off to bed, the older crowd policing, it was time for our Circle.  We managed 

to get it in nightly, if only for a few minutes. 
 
Jim (Walt) was between Charlene and Susan; they’d spent a few minutes working with 

him, practicing with him. 
 
Jim didn’t stand a chance -- he started it off, calling his Companion, and we pulled him 

in.  With that chime sounding through the room, illuminated by that pale sphere, we could feel 
his surprise and some unease, but that was swallowed up by our Communion.  We kept it short; 
to go for more than a minute or so would have been very hard on him.  As it was, when we 
ended, he collapsed with Charlene and Susan holding him up.  They walked him upstairs to bed. 

 
Denise ran a hand up the back of my neck.  She said I was hers tonight, and just to be 

sure, Jenny was going to join us for a while after she finished feeding little Patricia.  Jenny said 
she’d save some for me. 

 
I don’t stand a chance some times...  With three of our family currently nursing little 

ones, one or more of them usually has enough left over to turn me to whatever they want. 
 
I didn’t stand a chance that night.  Jenny wiped me out then set me on fire, handing me to 

Denise. 
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The Question 
 
Six of us had breakfast together Sunday morning; Denise and I, Charlene, Jim, Susan, 

and Robin.  Charlene, Susan, Robin, and I were going to work the show again. 
 
Susan and Charlene were glowing.  Jim was shaken but looking very relaxed... 
 
When we were all sitting down at the smaller table in the breakfast nook, I asked him, 

“Let’s see.” 
 
He smiled, shaking his head, and with an exhale, called his Companion -- now melon 

sized, showing the detail and other indicia we’d expect from someone with his age and 
experience.  With another sigh he folded it away again. 

 
He looked to us, a look of wonder.  He looked to Susan and Charlene on either side of 

him, holding and squeezing their hands.  “I don’t know what to say.  I don’t know how to thank 
you.” 

 
Denise told him, “Infiltrate Ken’s Circle and show them the way.” 
 
I nodded.  “There are still a lot of screamers -- Ken seems to be collecting them, not that 

he particularly wants to.” 
 
Jim gave us a puzzled look. 
 
Susan held out her hand and called loudly, “Demon, I command thee!” 
 
Robin, sitting next to her, put a salt shaker in her hand. 
 
We all laughed. 
 
“No, seriously,” I tried to direct things again, “You can now Join with another, just like it 

was done to you last night ...” 
 
“And this morning,” Susan interrupted. 
 
I smiled.  “As long as you have someone who shares the attitude that they have a 

Companion, a partnership, and not the whole screamer mentality, commanding and confining.  
You can bootstrap others, and when you have enough, do just what we did last night.  There are 
at least eight other Circles that are doing it, hopefully more.” 

 
He smiled and nodded.  He looked to Charlene and Susan.  “I may need practice...” 
 
The looks he got...  He’d get practice... 
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Breakfast was good.  Jim went quiet again; we let him be.  I had him ride over to the 
show with me; the ladies took the van. 

 
“How are you doing?” I asked him when we were in the car. 
 
He sighed and shook his head.  “Rob, I don’t know what you did to me last night in that 

Circle, or what they did to me.  But damn!”  Another big sigh.  “Don’t know what to say other 
than thank you.  And I’ll keep in touch.” 

 
“Hey, you want to transfer to this side of the Bay, I’ve got a place in Palo Alto a ways 

from us that I could rent to you...” 
 
He laughed.  “You still have that place?” 
 
“We sure do -- replaced the roof a couple of times, redone the interior once.  Got a 

married grad couple currently, but they’re gone next year -- going to be postdocs at Princeton.” 
 
He shook his head.  “Something I don’t understand, though...” 
 
“Just one thing?” 
 
He made a rude noise.  “At least -- what do they get out of it?  We get so much, it seems -

- longer life, the ability to experience it at different rates, so much.  What do they get?” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ve been asking myself that question for decades.  Some things I know, 

others I guess at.  I’m sure they sense and probably manipulate many more dimensions in their 
spacetime than we can in ours.  I believe they have a hierarchy, or some kind of structure.  The 
Communion you experienced in the Circle last night -- I’m pretty sure we’re bringing them 
together on their side as well, and strengthening them, making them bigger, whatever metric you 
want to use, they increase.  And the Joining -- what the girls did to you, that increases oh so 
tremendously the bond between us and them, and does something that takes them to another 
level.  It will take a while, but you’ll notice you are far more connected to your Companion, and 
can do far, far more.  Hopping back short periods effortlessly, for example.  Once you’ve got that 
down, and it takes a year or so, you and your companion will be able to hop back others as well.” 

 
“So the members of their society that we work with, through our Joining and 

Communion, we empower them greatly,” I summarized. 
 
I paused and smiled.  “I’ve got another conclusion, one that some of our folks agree with 

and others disagree with violently and completely.  Denise has come over to my side after a 
decade.  Charlene is undecided.  Susan doesn’t want to believe it.  Jenny won’t say, but I think 
she believes it down deep.” 

 
“And?” he asked. 
 
I looked at him.  “Do you really want to know?  You can’t un-hear it.” 
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“Lay it on me,” he replied. 
 
“One last chance to duck it, and live happily ever after -- or until you figure it out on your 

own.” 
 
“Tell me, you bastard!” 
 
“I thought my parents were married, or is there something else you’re not telling me?  

Okay...  Masters of another dimension, able to reach across the Veil into ours and extend our 
lives, enrich us so much.  What do we give them?  What do we provide?” 

 
“Come on, tell me!” 
 
I shook my head.  “Please prove me wrong.  We entertain them -- we’re so fucking weird, 

random, and inconsistent -- we’re their fucking pets.” 
 
He furrowed his brow and opened his mouth to say something.  But nothing came out. 
 

 
FIN 
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