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                The  RUBBERNAUT  

                An Epistolary Parable 

                of Deep Rubber Fetish Mysticism 

                in the Winter of Life 

                [image: image-placeholder]

                (c) 2025 by AtaraxiA

                --->  ADULTS ONLY  <---

                

                UNDER CONSTRUCTION -- THIS IS A WORK IN PROGRESS 

                I'm publishing this for the benefit of everyone (as is) somewhat prematurely in case I drift off into the oblivion of old age sooner than expected.

                

                 This is online draft version date: 25.1029   (313,058  words)

                

                All illustrations were AI-generated by the author using NightCafe.  

                

                (c) 2025 by AtaraxiA  under CREATIVE COMMONS 'B.Y.' LICENSE:  You can do anything with the work, even make money, as long as you credit me.  (Academic citation welcomed but not required. Just mention 'AtaraxiA' informally.)

                  

                 A parable is a story that teaches something.  

                  

                You are encouraged to copy and share this parable and images with other kinky adults.  

                

                DOWNLOADS: 

                o   A Complete PDF of the story. (with images ~39mb)

                o   A complete TEXT file (as one file - no images -- 2.0mb)

                

                o   Soon:   Epub format ebook

                o   Soon:   WonderPenBackup.zip (the complete story) (~161mb)

                I used the excellent WonderPen professional long-form story processor to write the story. If you plan to work with the story, this is your best.  This data file works only with WonderPen.  Download is 161mb and may take awhile.  This is the best large-document/long-form story processor I have used in a decade! 

                

                (If these files may seem large, it's because they contain several dozen images and large amounts of metadata. )
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                IMPORTANT!

                

                This is a work in progress, not yet ready for mainstream public consumption. This parable is oriented to "Deep" Rubberists*. If you're gimp-, rubberdoll, or TotalEnclosure-inclined, you'll find much of interest here. Looking for Purpose and Meaning? An unfinished narrative awaits. 

                

                While this is still a very rough draft, aspiring fetish writers will find ample inspiration as well as a plethora of editortial material to use in these 300,000 words. (The PDF version is roughly 1,500 pages). 

                

                This parable offers insights to enrich your Deep Rubberist life way beyond sexuality. It may help you find new Meaning and Purpose in your life through your fetish. Embark on this journey and become a RubberNaut! 

                

                After 14 years of work, my age is catching up. I'm suddenly 'old'!    I'll share this now, flaws and all, before I can no longer do so. This evolving draft is periodically updated. Check the version number on the title page every now and then. This is my life's work, unfinished. If you find value in it, create something positive.

                

                Please note I am just a rank amateur when it comes to desktop publishing, 

                storytelling and AI-created illustrations. I'm probably a bit better at 'rubber-osophy'.

                

                Thank you.

                

                AtaraxiA (Reach me through FetLife.com)

                

                -=-=-=-

                

                * “Deep Rubber“  should not to be confused with 'Heavy Rubber', which is a separate, but over-lapping culture on the Rubberist spectrum. (This overlap is often significant.)  The latter appears to often include elements  of power exchange, BDSM and/or gay cultures, which are not inherent to the former.   (Note that Rubberist terminology is inherently imprecise with no central authority to define it, so don't lose any sleep over this. It's not a big deal.)
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                00.0100(px) FOREWARD

                

                

                

                

                Hypothetically, we can divide people into TWO categories:

                

                The FIRST are those who, for some strange reason, have an archetypal obsession to be the equivalent of 100% covered in latex, 100% of the time.

                

                 These are the "Deep" Rubberists.

                

                Oh, they understand that this is just plain not practical in the real world. It's just a 'lifelong urge' they all share. This is a story of someone who tries to make it happen, anyway. It's an inward journey that is not a threat to anyone. 

                

                Oh yes! These are real, loving, law-abiding people. But, they are scarce in most places. There may be only a few hundred thousand bona-fide Deep Rubberiss on the planet.

                

                [image: image-placeholder]

                

                The SECOND kind are all of the rest of the people in the world. All billions and billions of them. Odds are that you are in this group. Sorry. ;-(

                

                Seriously, If you do not have a rubber fetish, you will probably be wasting your time with this story. You cannot possibly grok the dynamics of fetish, even though you may think you do. You are certainly welcome to try, of course. There's probably nothing here for you, and you will very likely not understand or benefit from it. Caveat Emptor.

                

                If you do have a rubber fetish, it is my hope that this epistolary parable will help you find a transcendent sense of Purpose and Meaning in your life by learning to approach your fetish as a solo "practice."  

                

                This takes fetish way, way beyond sex. I call this Latexistentialism.

                

                This is a story with a plot, characters, and a setting, but it is also a "teaching story" which offers a 'Rubber-osophy' for a rubber-centric lifestyle. Note the basic principles are not gender- or orientation-specific.

                

                

                WRITERS: This parable is ALSO a vast word treasury for anyone wanting to write about Deep Rubber Fetish.  Please make use of it.  

                

                

                I particularly want to thank Dark, Dino, LatexLadyII, MissRubberE, Morton, Sealed, SlipperySeal, Takiem and others too numerous to mention for their infectious enthusiasm for the RubberNautic lifestyle. I also want to thank ALL of the members of the Int'l Assoc. of Rubberists (Rubberist.Net) from 1998-2021. (It's gone now.)

                

                Their spirits fertilize, flavor, and catalyze this work.

                

                I have written it for them.

                

                AtaraxiA

                

                (Contact me through fetlife.com)
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                00.0102 Epistolary? What the hell is that? (Important!)

                

                

                

                Say it with me: "e-PIS-to-lar-ee"! It's even kind of fun to say and even more fun to read.

                

                Books like Bram Stoker's "Dracula," Stephen King's "Carrie," and parts of the Bible are great examples of epistolary stories. The term "epistolary" comes from "epistles," which are letters.

                

                An epistolary story is written like a series of journal entries, letters,

                

                An epistolary novel often features a series of letters between characters. It can also include journal entries, images/illustrations, newspaper clippings, recordings, radio broadcasts, blog posts, and emails.

                

                [image: image-placeholder]

                

                The epistolary form can make a story feel more authentic because the text seems to come directly from the characters' lives.

                

                This story is an epistolary parable, a tale that teaches a lesson, often without the student even realizing it.
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                00.0121  Ways to this epistolary parable could benefit you:

                

                

                

                There are several ways to use this (draft) epistolary parable:

                

                
                    	
                        Read it as a story with characters, setting and plot. 

                    

                    	
                        Read it as a parable to learn about a philosophy of Deep Rubber Fetish Mysticism.

                    

                    	
                        Read it to learn about specific fetish innovations that may change your life.

                        
                            	
                                an imperfect metric system for Total Enclosure (i.e.HITEz - formerly 'pointZ')

                            

                            	
                                Fetish as a Tulpa - give your fetish a name.

                            

                            	
                                a 'yoga' of Deep Rubber Fetish

                            

                            	
                                Deep Rubber Fetish as a spiritual practice

                            

                        

                    

                    	
                        As  a source of inspiration to write your own parable. 

                    

                    	
                        As a source of literary word content and thought which you are very welcome to use in your own writing. (Just mention my name if feasible, please.)

                    

                

                

                Yes, Marla, there is a lot to feast on here.

                

                And, yes, Marla, it's all fiction, even you. 
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                00.0060 Things you Need to Know

                

                

                @25.0924-1242.99 Atx

                

                Things You Need to Know

                As you dive into this story, having the following information will enhance your understanding and enjoyment:

                Timeline:

                Hypothetically, this story unfolds between 2016 and 2020. Each scene title begins with a datestamp indicating its exact chronological position in the story. For example, a scene set on August 10, 2016, at 16:30 p.m. would start with “16.0810-1630” in the format yy.mmdd-HHMM.

                

                You might also encounter slightly different datestamp notations, such as:

                    “@25.0718-1317.49 by Atx”

                    “@25.0206-1539.51 by GPT4All/DeepSeek-R1-Distill-Llama-8B”

                Any text prefixed with “@” indicates bibliographic (author) information. If it doesn't have the “@”, it is the date/time of a scene in the story.

                

                Names like 'GPT4All/DeepSeek-R1-Distill-Llama-8B' typically refer to an AI model. 

                

                The Word Treasury:

                I spent several years researching before even beginning to write this story. I read countless books and took extensive notes. The 'Word Treasury' is a reference to this vast and eclectic collection of research notes and story drafts I've written since 2008. It's enormous and has been indexed and 'embedded' by GPT4All for various text-based AI models to use. I do most of my AI processing on my local machine so that it can access the Word Treasury, which provides essential context. You'll find many references to 'the Word Treasury' throughout the story. It's important to be aware of this!

                

                Rubber vs. Latex:

                

                    In this work, the terms “rubber” or “Rubber” generally refer to the entire spectrum of rubber fetish, encompassing psychological, social, cultural, and practical dimensions, as well as the associated garments and gadgetry.

                    The terms “latex” or “Latex” specifically refer only to the garments and gear.

                    Note that latex is a type of rubber. Other types include nitrile, neoprene, silicone, etc.

                

                Heavy Rubber vs. Deep Rubber:

                

                    “Heavy rubber” usually refers to wearing very thick rubber garments or engaging in ordeals of heavy BDSM, often found in the Gay, Gimp, and other Rubberist subcultures associated with this.

                    “Deep” rubber refers to the lifelong desire to cover 100% of oneself in latex, 100% of the time, and to live a “rubber-centric life” to the greatest extent possible. It is a quest often accompanied by a solo-sexual orientation and unique elements of masochism specific to rubber fetish.

                    Note that one is a practice; the other is a goal.

                    There is often significant overlap between the two.

                

                Safety and consent are always implied in this work. No one in the story is doing anything against their will. (For example, study '17.0300 Internal Slavery' carefully.) The concept of "Total Enclosure" or "100%" coverage always implies some sort of facility for unimpeded breathing, which is both comfortably adequate and undeniably safe. This is seldom mentioned but is always implied.

                

                Safety is ALWAYS #1.
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                00.0800 Mysticism

                

                

                @25.0724-1106.49 Atx orig.

                

                

                Mysticism is believing in adirect, personal experienceof God or ultimate reality*. It often involves meditation or prayer.Mystics seek a deeper understandingof the universe and their place in it.

                

                Mystics are 'Seekers'. History is full of them.

                

                A door cracks open just a little bit. A ray of light emerges. You see only the briefest of glimpse of the source. You don't know what you saw or even how to begin to understand it. It will probably never happen again. It is ineffable - you cannot explain it. But you saw it. You remember the experience for the rest of your life. You know in your heart of hearts that it exists and that it is Important and worth pursuing.

                

                You try to explain it to others, but no one understands you. What light? What is it?

                

                "Those who were seen dancing were thought to be insane by those who could not hear the music."

                -Nietzsche

                

                Do you hear the music?
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                00.0900 About the AI's

                

                

                @25.0712-1259.04 Originated Atx

                

                　　

                　　Throughout this parable, you will encounter pages where an AI is asked probing questions about the story. Their responses become part of the story.

                　　

                　　The AI models I use are instructed to draw from the *entire corpus* of my previous writings [^1^] and research notes as context for their responses. Context provides the background information necessary for the AI to understand and interpret the data accurately. The AI models explain aspects of the story rather than simply narrating them.

                　　

                　　With a word count in the millions (for perspective,,orge Orwell's '1984' has about 100，000 words),a, this material has been indexed and embedded for direct use by an AI model,pr,iding a vast amount of story-related context .

                　　

                　　In theory,the,I's responses are based on an 'understanding' of the entire corpus. However,cons,er the following:

                　　

                Corpus Reference: The AI models refer to this corpus as 'the Word TreasuryTreasury.'

                　　

                Software Limitations: I prefer Free, Open Source Software (FOSS),which,s under continuous development and may produce varied results. 

                　　

                AI Limitations: AI models often make some (really stupid)  mistakes,omissi,s,and eve,fabrications. Their responses can be insightful or nonsensical. As you read,discern ,e useful information from the less reliable parts. You are the detective in this mystery parable.

                　　

                Model Variety: You will find clusters of AI responses to similar prompts. Each response comes from a different AI model,which is ,ually specified. Pay attention to the valuable insights they often offer.

                　　

                “ =ai= ” in a Title indicates that most of its content was originally generated by an AI. Note that AI's make mistakes.

                　　

                　　I used NiteCafe.studio to create the illustrations. These AI's are unpredictable,and I am a,eginner. I tried to portray Thalia,the protago,st,with a consi,ent appearance,but was not a,ays successful. Use your imagination.

                　　

                Technical Note: The text was created using:

                　　　　1. GPT4All as a 'chatbot' with numerous free language models from HuggingFace. These use my entire writing *corpus* as context.

                　　2. As of this writing,the free chatb, at http://duck.ai

                　　

                

                　　

                　　[^1^] my 'previous writings' include numerous former (non-AI) drafts of this story from 4-5 years back. This reinforces the *flavor* of the story in the AI model's response.
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                IMPORTANT!

                

                This is a work in progress and is not anywhere near ready for publication in the traditioanl sense.. 

                

                There is already a lot here. Roughly 300,000 words.  And it probably has some new ideas you never heard of.

                

                But....

                

                I'm running out of time.

                

                I'm 78 years old. After 15 years of work on two novels, my age is catching up. I'm suddenly 'old'!  My bones hurt and my mind is sputtering. Words lilke “cognitive dysfunction” are creeping into my vocabulary. 

                

                I decided to share this now, flaws and all, before I can no longer do so.  This is my life's work, unfinished. If you find value in it, create something positive.  

                

                This parable is oriented to "Deep" Rubberists*. If you're gimp-, rubberdoll, or TotalEnclosure-inclined, you'll find much of interest here. Looking for Purpose and Meaning? An unfinished narrative awaits. Aspiring writers will find ample inspiration in these 300,000 words (The PDF roughly 1,500 pages).

                

                This parable offers insights to enrich your Deep Rubberist life way beyond sexuality. It may help you find new Meaning and Purpose in your life through your fetish. Embark on this journey and become a RubberNaut! 

                

                Please note I am just a rank amateur when it comes to desktop publishing, storytelling and AI-created illustrations. I'm probably better described as a 'rubber-osopher'.

                

                Carpe Rubber Diem!

                AtaraxiA (Reach me through FetLife.com)

                

                -=-=-=-

                

                
                    	“Deep Rubber“  should not to be confused with 'Heavy Rubber', which is a separate, but over-lapping culture on the Rubberist spectrum. (This overlap is often significant.)  The latter appears to often include elements  of power exchange, BDSM and/or gay cultures, which are not inherent to the former.   (Note that Rubberist terminology is inherently imprecise with no central authority to define it, so don't lose any sleep over this. It's not a big deal.)
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                _2016:  The Hahnestery 

                

                

                

                

                

                [image: image-placeholder]
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                16.0101-0900(px) I need a job!

                

                

                @23.0724-9999.30 Atx

                

                

                Dear Marla,

                

                I had to pee.

                

                I mean, I had to pee *really* bad!

                

                From the bus window, I could see the library coming up on the left. They would have a public bathroom. Hey, maybe they might also have a job for me.

                

                It had been almost a year since Frank kicked me out. Like many of my previous partners, when he began to understand the depth of my rubber fetish, it disgusted him. (Yeah. Those were his words.) Since then, my life had crashed. Worse yet, it's one thing if you are young, beautiful, and can rebuild, but I'm old. I'm tired. And my bones hurt. What am I going to do?

                

                Things were so bad, I didn't even have a cellphone anymore! At that point, I was a “homeless” person. My life went from zooming around in the upper crust suburbs in a shiny, new, officer-give-me-a-ticket red, Ford Mustang convertible to riding a city bus to find some crappy job that probably didn't exist anyway. Fuck Frank!

                

                It was only about mid-morning, and I was already beginning to warm up. The latex panties under my jeans and T-shirt caused Tom and Dick, my buddy phallus's down in the lower, strategic parts of my latex bodysuit, to send me a little thrill. I stepped down from the bus onto the pavement. (Remind me to tell you about Harry someday. “Tom, Dick, and Harry”—get it? ;-)

                

                I've always had a thing for stuff like extended edge play, such as wearing phalluses under my latex fetish garments all day long. When Frank was off on his many business trips, I would force myself to wear them all day long. It felt great while I was shopping or doing my housework! (Or, maybe it feels bad, but I liked it because I'm a masochist??) Walking, kneeling, or just about any motion of my body created additional erotic feelings. It injects a constant bit of fetish energy into everything I do, such as looking for a job.

                

                “Could I see the manager, please? I'd like to apply for a job.”

                

                Nope. Not hiring. No job.

                

                “Why don't look in the want-ads for some kind of work. We have many current newspapers in our periodical section. Maybe you can find something there,” the manager suggested.

                

                The papers had several pages of “help-wanted” ads. I spent nearly an hour pouring through them. Most were for high-skill jobs like software engineers, truck drivers, customer service, and that sort of thing. I had been out of the workforce for so many years, I had little to offer. Besides, who is going to hire an old broad like me with no apparent employable skills, saggy tits, and not one of the 'beautiful people'? I had just about decided to give up when I noticed this small ad in a penny saver:

                

                DOMESTIC ASSISTANT wanted by elderly couple. Light duty housekeeping, etc. Live-in required. Very isolated location. Includes modest salary, clothing allowance, room and board. Start immediately. Call 555-1212

                

                Hey! Here was something I could do! I have taken care of the homes of my three ex-husbands and Frank over most of my life. I cook well and can manage household budgets.

                

                The library let me use their phone to call. The man who answered told me that he and his elderly wife were retired and needed someone to take care of their home located over on the coast, an hour drive west of the library. He was a published writer and also operated a small online business where he sold software he wrote. She dabbled in all sorts of handcrafts and did a bit of writing. They required someone to cook, clean, do laundry, etc. When I mentioned my age, he stressed that this would be a very light duty job. I would usually work just a few hours each day, but that would include housework and the three meal times.

                

                James repeatedly stressed that the house was in a very isolated location and that I would have almost no contact with other people. He asked me, “On a scale of 1-10 where 1 signifies extreme introversion and 10 is extreme extroversion, where on that scale would you be most of the time?”

                

                He explained that many people recharge their “batteries” through social interaction. Those are the extroverts. In contrast, the introverts are at the other end of the spectrum. They tend to be de-energized by social contact and are revitalized instead by going within.

                

                “Oh, I'm probably a one or two on that scale, I replied. “I spend most of my time alone, and I prefer it that way.”

                

                "That's good, because I want to make clear that *one of our main rules is no visitors*. We like being alone, too."

                

                Apparently, I passed that test because he then said he would come to the library to interview me in an hour or so.

                

                [image: image-placeholder]

                

                I must have read a half-dozen magazines from cover to cover before an older man walked into the door of the library. He was obviously looking for someone. He had silver-gray hair in a ponytail and wore jeans and a t-shirt with the faded logo of some rock band imprinted on it. I guessed he was probably in his late 60s or early 70s. For an older man, he was gorgeous! He reminded me of Sean Connery in the Medicine Man movie.

                

                “Thalia?” he asked?

                

                “Yes, I am Thalia Koster.” We shook hands.

                

                “Hi, I am James Hahn.”

                

                We exchanged small talk about the weather, the library, and other stuff as people often do when they first meet. He seemed very bright and intelligent, but also had a sort of soft, quiet magnetism about him. I immediately liked him. After a while, as we became more comfortable with each other, our conversation became more serious as it drifted toward the job.

                

                James and his wheelchair-bound wife lived in his generational family home out on the coast, about an hour drive from Thorpton. (Thorpton is my home city, located about 40 miles (64 km) inland from the Pacific Coast, where It rains a lot. The city has a population of almost one million.) James was caretaker of his family forest farm, located about 5 miles (8 km) inland from the Pacific coastline.

                

                Mr. Hahn's wife, Lorraine, was wheelchair-bound from an auto accident a decade ago. He was getting to the age where he needed some help with her and around the house.

                

                James said, “In a way, I suppose you could think of Lorraine and me as some sort of *secular* monastic monks or nuns. We live a quiet, sequestered life focused on pursuing what the Greeks called 'ataraxia'. We seek the deep peace that comes from becoming fully self-actualized. These days I mostly write space opera novels but also dabble in a little philosophy and some photography. I also run a little software store on the Internet where I peddle the programs I write. When I was younger, I used to spend a lot more time down in the basement where I have a Lorraine also does a bit of writing — she likes psycho-drama but is mostly into her many handcrafts. She makes leather and jewelry items and also has a little online store to sell them.  These activities give us a sense of purpose and direction in the Winter of Our Lives. It gets us out of bed each morning and gives us an excellence to pursue.”

                

                Then he paused.

                

                “It gives us a reason to live. We're too old to be in the baby-making business anymore, so having some sort of mountain to climb is important, even if other people see it as inconsequential or stupid. If it's important to you, that's all that matters.”

                

                Oh, this guy is deep!

                

                James continued. “Writing is something that works for both of us because, as long as we can type, we can share our dreams with others. In that act of attempting to write a book -- or even a sonnet -- a sense of Purpose is immediately engaged."

                

                Without thinking, I blurted that I do some writing but never thought of it in that light.

                

                “It 's often a matter of momentum. Once you start flow writing from what is in your head, it does not take much to kill that forward thrust. I like our qauasi-monastic lifestyle because there are fewer interruptions that also require my attention. It's the same for Lorraine. But, we're also getting to that age when we just need some help with the mundane, day-to-day stuff of living. That’s why we want to hire a home assistant.”

                

                Then he thought for a moment and asked, “Do you have any creative aspirations or activities which may help you stay sane while you are living in the middle of nowhere? It’s really important that you have something to loose yourself in. Make the isolation of my home work for your dreams rather than against them.”

                

                We were sitting next to a window that looked out over the parking lot. James stood up and pointed out the window. “See that pickup truck at the end of the first row?”

                

                I stood up to look out the window. The truck he spoke of had big tires, the whole body was jacked up and it was covered in mud. A big winch was mounted on the front bumper. It was a seriously heavy duty vehicle.

                

                “Our driveway is almost a mile long and has some nasty muddy spots. If it has rained recently, some of the puddles need a truck like that to

                

                “This is going to sound sort of crazy,” I replied. “A few years ago I read a book called ‘Work as a Spiritual Practice’ by Lewis Richmond. It changed my life! A 'spiritual practice' is simply the practice of a `deliberate attitude' which helps us transform something mundane into something sacred. This is not about religion. When I started to think of 'practice' as a noun, it became clear how even something like housework can be a sort of 'martial art' by adding in a bit of Zen. I began to choreograph the way I did things around the house purely as an art form, perhaps something like ballet. It is a dance that is done artfully and with full consciousness.” Then I paused for a moment and giggled. “I’m generally too embarrassed to do that when other people are watching!”

                

                “Wow!" he exclaimed, "You are a deep thinker! A Zen approach to housekeeping! I can almost picture you doing something like vacuuming the living room with Tai' Chi-like movements or 'forms'. I'm impressed!”

                

                “Oh, I don't know much about Zen, though I think the author of that book was a Zen monk, or something like that. I once saw a video about the classic Japanese Tea Ceremony on TV. Now I just think of my housework as something like that. It’s my ‘art’. The 'do' part of 'doing housework' becomes an end in itself. Work becomes play.”

                

                I could see his eyes widen a bit. "Now I’m becoming really impressed," He smiled. “I was a wannabe-monk in a monastery for a short while back in the 70's. I meditated a lot then and still do now and then. I have never been a student of formal Zen, per se, though I am somewhat familiar with it – I read a lot of Alan Watts, among many others back then. I have some insight into the dynamics of what you are describing. I would welcome an attitude such as that in my home.”

                

                It sure seemed that, unlike everyone else around here, this guy was certainly no red-neck.

                

                I explained how I was Frank's 'girl friend' for almost ten years, which meant I took care of his extravagantly huge household in a wealthy suburb as my full-time job. He was gone on business trips often, so I was alone much of the time. Fortunately, all his kids were grown and far away, so I didn’t have to do any child care. He would sometimes refer to me as his 'domestic engineer'. Don't get me wrong. I enjoyed that role. I like housework. Growing up, I was the little girl who played house a lot. Sometimes I think that Hestia, the goddess of Home and Hearth, is in my soul. I was made for managing a house.

                

                We talked back and forth like that a few minutes, each of us testing the water. I immediately felt at home with this man. Just from the words he used, the way he said things and indications of his general worldview he seemed to be cultured, well educated and honorable. The more we talked the more I sensed that working for him might be a good experience. He was professionally distant but in a friendly sort of way.

                

                “If you are still interested, we could continue our interview in the truck. It’s an hour drive so that will give us lots of time to get a good feel for each other. I also want you to meet Lorraine, see the house and get a first-hand glimpse of where you would be living.”

                

                Was I interested? Wow, this sounded like a great job. “Sure!,” I replied emphatically. “Let's do it!”

                

                The parking lot was quite full so we had to walk a ways to get to his truck. Even though the temperature was a bit on the cool side, I could feel the sweat continually building under the latex on my back and between my boobs. With each step, “Tom” and “Dick”, tucked warmly in my lower holes, tickled my mind, coloring everything I thought and did with a subtle touch of sex energy magic. They rarely get me to orgasm but there are exceptions which are often in an inconvenient time and place -- that was part of the fun.. By the time we had almost reached the truck, the action of my two intruders almost made me orgasm. It was all I could do to fight it off. The action of climbing up into the truck put me over the top and I came hard and fast. Fortunately, Mr. Hahn was rearranging something in the back of the truck at the time and did not see it.

                

                Marla, I occasionally enjoy the challenges of getting myself into potentially embarrassing situations like that. I don't kow why. Also remember that I am an older woman, not a twenty-something babe. ( I never did fit the description of a "babe". I was never a member of the “beautiful people” because I am not pretty.) Imagine what it would be like if you and I were, say, having lunch in a restaurant and you and some of the other customers watched me, this older woman sitting across from you, try to conceal an orgasm while you ate your tuna fish sandwich!

                

                I didn’t have to think much about it. Well, oh yeah, there was the brief moment of doubt when the question became, “would you trust this unknown man enough to live in the same house with some old dude and his wife, way, waaaay out in the middle of nowhere”?

                

                Well, if I were 30 years younger there would be red flares of caution in my head. This is how you could wind up as a sex slave or some other unpleasant thing.

                

                But, yah know what? I’m NOT 30 years younger! I’m just an old hag. I was never particularly pretty to start with and the ravages of time have made me even less so. What did I have to lose?

                

                Besides, I really needed the job.

                

                We started driving toward the coast.

                

                “Let explain what I am looking for, Thalia. My wife, Lorraine and I both write long-winded novels. She also likes crafts. Much of the time, the focus of our worlds are the characters, plot and settings of the novel in our heads. It requires a lot of concentration and freedom from distractions for us to build the momentum that allows the words in our brains to spew out onto my computer screen. I simply want someone to tend to the domestic stuff so I don’t have to. It’s pretty much the same thing for Lorraine.” He took his eyes off the road briefly to look at me. “I assure you, Thalia, we are gentle people. There are no sexual implications or expectations of any kind. Our social life is virtually non-existent, so there would be no parties and guests. We're just looking for someone to take care of our home as if it were their own, that’s all. This is all just business.”

                

                He continued, “Of course, that is not to say we won’t develop some level of friendship or even companionship. You are invited to dine at our table for all meals, if you want. You may also join us socially in the evenings after dinner if you like. We would enjoy your company now and then although that is not a requirement of your job. During the day you will be on duty on your own. That's when Lorraine and I mostly live in the worlds of our respective novels and only come back to the real world only for meals. You won’t see much of us then.”

                

                I had to ask. “What do you do in the evenings?”

                

                “We’re usually somewhat fatigued from the writing, so we tend to like rather mindless activities like watching TV or, if there's still daylight, we take walks in the woods.”

                

                I’d better ask about this.”Mr. Hahn, how would you like me to address you?”

                

                “Oh, I’m sorry. I hadn’t thought about that. This will be an unusual arrangement because of the isolation of the Hahnestery.”

                

                “Hahnestery?”

                

                He stroked his chin for a moment. “Many years ago someone remarked how the Hahn residence was like a 'monastery' because is was so isolated.”

                

                “The Hahn Monastery' became....”

                

                “The Hahnestery”

                

                “The name stuck. Now everyone uses it. In a sense, those who live there become 'monastics'. The word 'monastic' is derived from 'mono' which means 'one'. A monastic is focused on a *single* centrally unifying principle, which is what provides the 'mono' in the word 'monastery'. It doesn't have to do anything with religion or even isolation. It's all a matter of *trying to* focus on one particular thing, like a personal mantra. It doesn't matter what that is or how you do it. It simply needs to be your primary passion. I think there is even a book called something like 'How to be a monastic and keep your day job'. In my case, it is my writing. As much as possible, it is my primary focus. Lorraine's interests are a bit more diverse. You'll see why once we get there.”

                

                He continued. “You will have lots of free time there with no one to share it with. You will be your own. Mono. Solo. Hopefully you have some sort of hobby or activity that you will consume your passions and time?” It was a probing question.

                

                I replied. “Mr. Hahn, I like solo. I prefer it. I am an avid reader and do a little bit of writing, which could be developed into something. Also, I'm no expert, but I can spot bad spelling and bad grammar fairly well. Perhaps you or Lorraine could use an extra set of eyes proofreading your rough drafts.”

                

                “Hmmm. That's possible.” He responded. “During the day, when you are on duty, why don't you address us as Mr. or Mrs. Hahn. That will signify that we are in 'business mode'. When you on duty, you are 'The HouseKeeper' and we are your employers. It's all strictly 'business' then. You'll be on duty between 8am and 6pm Mon-Sat. Don't worry. I want to make it clear that being 'on duty' simply means you are available to work for us. It does not mean that you will actually working all the time. In fact, I honestly think that you might only need to work 2-4 hours per day. Besides, it's just Lorry and I, and we do not generate mountains of laundry or dirty up the house much. *Your mandate is simply to 'keep' our house as if it were your own.* This is a salaried job. You will be pretty much your own boss and manage your own time. Lorry or I may have an occasional 'special project' for you but most of the time during the day we'd just prefer to be left alone and let you keep the house.”

                

                Then his facial expression softened. “But at meals and any other time, we're just James and Lorraine. Don't get hung up on any of this, tho'. Neither Lorraine nor I care much about formal relationships, so don't lose any sleep over this. This is sort of an experiment. Let's just see how things evolve.”
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                Dear Marla,

                

                James’s truck was a fairly heavy-duty vehicle with big, fat, knobby tires on all four wheels and an oversized winch mounted on the front.  The wheel wells and fenders were caked with mud.  

                

                After leaving the Thorpton public library, we rode in the truck for an hour. Of course, we  started out in a dense urban setting with plenty of buildings, traffic, and people. Twenty minutes later, there were just commercial forests -- tree farms -- on both sides of the road. Many had spectacular Douglas Fir trees, which could grow to several hundred feet tall. With each mile, the forest became thicker and closer to the road. There were fewer and fewer houses. Far fewer.

                

                "Tell me a bit about your background." James asked me casually.

                

                "There's not much to tell." I replied. "As a kid I had a doll house and idolized my mother, who was an old fashioned homemaker. I also dreamed of being a  professional dancer, so my folks sent me to a school of dance. After a year of that I realized that the dance career field is incredibly competitive and generally nasty. So I dabbled in a bit of modeling and acting, instead, but that was just as bad. Fortunately, I met my first husband who rescued me from all of that and let me just 'play house'. That's also when I learned I could not have kids. Then there was another husband like that. Finally, I met Frank about ten years ago. The best thing about Frank was that he was gone on business trips for one or two weeks a month. I really liked that part. Too bad he was an asshole."

                

                "What did you do while he was gone? That seems like a lot time by yourself." James asked.

                

                "Well, as you can imagine, I cleaned and then re-cleaned the house too many times. I gave myself huge projects like washing the entire concrete floor of the basement. It was large and relatively free of junk. It became my dance studio."

                

                "You still dance?" He asked.

                

                "Dance is in my heart. Unfortunately, I've reached the age when I can't do some of the more 'physical' ballet moves any  more. Sometimes I'll dance with the vacuum cleaner or mop."

                

                James smiled at that. "A dancing housekeeper. That must be a sight to behold!" He giggled. 

                

                We came into a dumpy little town at a crossroads. There was a store on one corner with what looked like a '60s era gas pump out front. Flashing neon beer signs rudely glared  at me from the windows. Above the doorway was a big sign— twice the size of the door—which said 'Beer, Guns & Ammo'.  Next to this place was a bar with tiny, dingy windows and a low, sagging, moss-covered roof. More rude beer signs. Adjacent was a much smaller building:  a U.S. post office. A dozen or so dirty-looking houses with moss covered roofs and front yards strewn with rusty junk, old cars, and big satellite dishes were clustered here.

                

                [image: image-placeholder]

                

                This was deep red-neck country.

                

                James broke the silence. “This is Beaverville. It’s our closest place to get stamps, beer, milk, or artillery. We still have another 15 minutes to the house. Once in a while there will be some direly needed item such as milk or, now and then, a 105 mm howitzer that I send you here to buy.” He said, laughing. “The trick is to avoid eye contact.  Most of them are probably decent people, but they tend to be quite tribal and parochial. If you don’t quite fit their mold, they may see you as a threat.”

                

                After Beaverville, the roads turned to dirt and became full of twists and turns to accommodate an increasingly more rugged landscape. We drove down one road a way and then turned right. Or sometimes left. Or, maybe, not at all. They all looked the same. Mailboxes, which indicate a residence, were scarce.  This was a maze of minimally maintained logging roads  and I was lost. The further we were from Beaverville, the worse the condition of the road deteriorated.  James mentioned that many of these were logging roads. Commercial tree farming is big agribusiness around here. 
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                Dear Marla,

                

                I've been here almost a week.

                

                Back in Thorpton, which is an hour drive northeast from the coast, we were used to a constant, misty rain. The city was just far enough from the coast that it was enough to keep things on the 'damp' side but not really 'wet'. In most cases, we just ignored it.

                

                The weather is quite different here. We're only a few miles from the Pacific coast, so we get a steady flow of moisture from the ocean. The weather is always cool here, but rarely cold. When it blows inland and meets the warm air of the land, we get something more than just misty rain. It's a little harder to ignore it.

                

                That's OK, I've always been a 'rainy day person'. When it is raining, especially if it is raining hard, I often have a compulsion to cover myself in latex and then go out and 'frolic' in the rain. I never actually done that. Too bad I cannot do it here!

                

                It appears that James has forgotten the incident when he dropped my box of rubber stuff on my first day. Nothing has been said of it. Hopefully, he no longer remembers it.

                

                [image: image-placeholder]
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                Both James and Lorraine have a great deal of natural curiosity about just about everything. Especially me. Our conversations frequently become pretty deep with personal questions about, say, my ex-marriages, kids, what my dad did for a living, etc. It's all very gentle and quite innocent. There were no agendas. In fact, I think I enjoyed it as much as they did. It has been a long time since anyone showed genuine interest in me. They also made a point of inviting me to ask equally probing questions of them.

                

                One thing I learned was that they had hired three different housekeepers in a few months before me, and all of them quit within the first two weeks. The solitude of this place was just too much for them. So far, the Hahn's want to do everything they can, within reason, to keep me happy here so that I will stay for a while.

                

                Last night I made Shepard pie for them. It was a big hit. They seemingly took turns asking me questions about every imaginable aspect of creating it, including, for example, the first time I made it, and so on. We must have talked about it for a good ten minutes. It's been a while since anyone has praised my cooking.

                

                I think I have been driving the Hahns crazy with questions about where things are and how they want things done, and so on. This includes stuff like their preferences in food, running the vacuum cleaner near where they are working, etc. They knew "the new girl" would have to ask them and they always answered them graciously and patiently. James seemed to be fond of saying that no question is stupid or unimportant.

                

                I mainly report to Lorraine. She reiterated that I am salaried and do not punch a clock. I am free to manage my own time except for meals at 8am, noon, and 6pm. I'm supposed to wash the dishes daily but I can pick the time. She wants clean socks in their drawers, the windows cleaned and the lawn mowed, dishes washed, and so on. .... things that need to be done.

                

                "Relax, Thalia. Finding where stuff is probably the easiest part. Adjusting to where, when and how we do things here will be a bit more challenging. James and I completely understand that you are new to all of this. We fully expect it will take time for you to settle in. "

                

                Yup, I think I'm going to like it here. I hope my fetish doesn't fuck it up like it has nearly every other relationship in my life. I've decided that I'm going to have to follow a very strict rule of wearing my rubber only in the dead of night.

                

                

                

                The isolation of this place will probably be one of the hardest things to adapt to, but that's not necessarily a bad thing. I've always had a fantasy lurking about in my mind in which I live in a non-theistic monastery of rubbernunks. (nun + monk = nunk).

                

                Wowza! Not only is this place isolated like a hermetic monastery, the Hahn's seem to be really nice people.

                

                I think I am going to like it here.

                

                ..thalia..
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                [ ]Thalia is now a 'semi-retired' housekeeper in here somewhere

                

                

                Dear Marla,

                

                The Hahns have an intercom system in most rooms of the house and even in Sarah's barn. You just push a single button and talk. It broadcasts it to all of the other units at one time, so there is only one button and no privacy. This made it possible to, say, be in the barn with Sarah, and ask James or Lorraine (in the house) a quick question about horse care or something. It's kind of weird to hear my voice echoing from all of the speakers throughout the house. It tends to help make these broadcasts brief.

                

                James was right when he said the job would eventually settle to just a few hours a day. I'm not quite at that yet but I can see that will be the case soon. As he said, there was a backlog of laundry and cleaning that had built up since the previous housekeeper's brief sojourn here. I've only been there about two weeks and already I was finding most of my afternoons and evenings free. I have often found myself in their wonderful home library then. (James was home-schooled here as a kid.) I am already reading more. Not only is this place isolated like a hermitic monastery, the Hahn's seem to be really nice people

                

                Two weeks!

                

                James had mentioned that it is near impossible to find *and keep* a housekeeper who can handle the hermitic-like isolation of the Hahnestery. Over the last year they had hired three or four different housekeepers, but most did not last more than two weeks. Yeah! I had been at the Hahnestery a bit longer than that, and I am only just beginning to love the peace, quiet and simplicity of life here. I know in my heart I will be here a lot longer.

                

                It's not perfect, though.I just wish I could did not have to hide my fetish activities. I've been feeling the Hahns out to learn how receptive they may be. They seem worldly and could, conceivably, be mildly receptive to it. I doubt I'd ever quite be able to prance around the house in my catsuit, but small garments under street clothes while I do my chores might be OK someday.

                

                If I had their blessings, it would be so much better.

                

                Oh well. I've been here only two weeks. The jury is still out on all of this.

                

                Thalia
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                Prompt: Within the context of the Word TreasuryTreasury, write an introduction to Henry, James Hahn's much younger brother.  Something happened to him during the Iraq War. He came home changed, partially broken. He has lived by himself in the Guest House since then. He is very reclusive, yet is fully functional - he takes care of himself and even has a car and a dog.  He has dinner with James and Lorraine about once a week. Henry reads a lot. Now and then he will help James in some hard chore such as moving a refrigerator. At some point Lorraine confides with Thalia that Henry doesn't seem to like girls, so she does not need to worry about him. Thalia's impression is that he is nice guy though a bit strange. 

                

                Format the above as an entry by Thalia in her personal journal blog in which she tells "Marla" about Henry.

                

                Response:   Henry: The Quiet Hahn 

                

                Hey Marla, 

                

                So there's this other person who lives here besides James and Lorraine - Henry. He’s the son of James’ younger brother who died in the Accident. Henry is in his forties.  There is some family resemblance but they seem like completely different species! I mean, James is all boisterous energy and booming laughter while Henry… well, he’s a bit more subdued. 

                

                Henry is the general caretaker of the Hahnestery property. He will often come to the house because James or Lorraine have asked him to fix something or move something. In exchange they let Henry live in the cottage. He often wanders over to the house for a meal. 

                

                He seems like a nice guy. Apparently something happened to him during the Iraq War that kind of broke him. He came back changed – quieter, withdrawn.  He has lived in the little guest house on the property since the accident when everything changed. The place looks like it hasn't been upgraded since the sixties! Henry is a handyman and prides himself on how he fixes and takes care of things.  That include taking care of himself to be by himself.  He is generally cheerful and happy, even though he lives in isolation. He even has a dog named Scout who is as sweet as pie.

                

                Lorraine told me that Henry rarely leaves the property except for appointments at the VA medical center.  He has no friends. An 'outing' for Henry joining James and Lorraine (and sometimes me) for dinner.  He also helps with heavy lifting or chores around the place, like moving furniture or something. He seems perfectly functional though - just… different. And very much a hermit.

                

                It's funny because I think Henry is actually quite nice, but there’s definitely an air of mystery about him. He reads a lot and has this intense way of looking at things when he talks – which is seldom. It's almost like he’s trying to see right through you. Lorraine said not to worry about him being interested in girls. Maybe that's part of the reason he keeps to himself. 

                

                Anyway, I haven't had a chance to chat with him much yet. He seems nice and gentle person, but I have this feeling there's a whole story waiting to be told.  Maybe one day we’ll sit down and share some tea (or whatever it is people drink these days) and I can get the lowdown on Henry Hahn.

                

                Talk soon!

                Thalia
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                Dear Marla,

                

                Apparently, the house was originally built with a deep porch all the way around it. One of Jame's earlier grand fathers had won the house and all of the land - about 1000 acres in a card game sometime in the late 1800's. The main house was just a rectangular box big enough to accomodate five bedrooms upstairs and yet still have a balcony overlooking the living room, with it's high, cathedral ceiling and huge, stone fireplace downstairs. It took up one entire end of the house.

                

                James and Lorraine used to have their bedroom upstairs. After the car accident a decade ago, which put Lorraine in a wheelchair, they moved to one of the 'study' rooms on the first floor as their bedroom.

                

                The Hahns had, essentially, moved all of their operations -- writing, crafts, and sleeping to the first floor. As a result, they rarely visited the upstairs any more... The bedrooms gradually began to aquire the kind of dusty, old family junk that was probably destined for the attic, but didn't quite make it past the 2nd floor.

                

                However, when the Hahns decided they needed a live-in housekeeper several months ago, they converted their old master bedroom upstairs to a one-room efficiency apartment for them to reside in. Wow, Marla! You should see my 'quarters'. It takes up the entire other end of the house. It has a balcony which overlooks the waterfall and gazebo and has it's own stairs down to the porch below. There is a small kitchenette, a dining area, a small desk and some comfy stuffed chairs. Yikes! The walk-in closet has as much floorspace as the bathroom, which even has a Jacuuzi!

                

                [image: image.png]

                

                Oh Marla, When I left my old trailer that morning to find a new job, I never in a million years would have thought that I might wind up in such an incredible situation like this! It's utterly beautiful here, my job is 'light' housekeeping which suits me well, and, so far, my employers seem like wonderful people. I don't think I could have possibly fallen into a better situation,. This job is amazing!

                

                Apparently, a generation of Hahns, one with a lot of kids, converted portions of the big porch that surrounds the house into six 'study' rooms. The parents realized that, given the isolation of the Hahnestery, they had to not only home-school their kids but they also had to help them to simply be happy in their cloistered world. This meant each needed their own 'soverign' domain to study which was not where they slept... As the children grew up, these rooms gradually transformed from infant childhood playrooms to adult studies and/or craft rooms.

                

                The Hahns adopted one of the side rooms on the 1st floor for their bedroom several years ago. It's much easier for Lorraine that way. No stairs.

                

                My quarters are their old master bedroom upstairs at the western end of the house. The main room is the entire western end of the house. It is huge! I'm guessing it's 25 feet wide. There are windows on three sides! A large sliding-glass door opens to a small veranda with a view of the valley and a set of "private" stairs going down to the ground near the hot tub.

                

                It's gorgeous!

                

                The vaulted ceiling makes it look even roomier. There is even a small balcony which has outside stairs going down to the ground near the main deck where the hot tub is. I have a nice view of the waterfalls and can hear it at if I leave the windows open. It's 'white noise' puts me to sleep quickly. There's a nice computer on the desk where I am writing this. There is a small refrigerator and a microwave oven, so I can do some minimal cooking up there if I wanted to.

                

                Even the master bathroom is enourmous. It has two sinks and the toilet is in its own little room, separate from the bathing area which even has a one-person jacuzzi. (The toilet has a bidet. That changed my life!)

                

                Three other housekeepers slept in this room. Briefly. Apparently, the Hahns have trouble finding housekeepers who will last more than a few weeks at the Hahnestery. The isolation is just too much for them. One of them even quit the day after they had started. Lorraine thought they were probably too "extroverted".

                

                That is kind of a big deal. Its one of the first things James asked me about before hiring me. I've been here for a few weeks now and I am only just beginning to appreciate the deep solitude here and my introversion. I feel a sort of peace here.

                

                Oh! It has been so nice to have a steady trickle of money coming in. The Hahns' give me room and board and a reasonable salary. The only expenses I have now are my clothes and my health insurance. I should be saving lots of money, but I'm not doing that. Instead, I've been filling my closet with new rubber garments and toys. As I am the one who takes Sarah (the horse) up to the mailbox to get the mail every day. I can easily intercept my parcels from around the world. The Hahns never see them.

                

                (Yeah, that's right. I get to ride a horse every day! It's like a school girl's dream. There are 4 different "scenic horse trails" leading from the house to the mailbox. All I need to do is put a saddle on her and climb on. Sarah takes it from there. She knows where she's going. She even chooses which trail we take. )

                

                The Hahns are very sensitive about my privacy. They almost never come up to the 2nd floor where my apartment is located except to access some dust-covered junk from one of the "warehouse" bedrooms. My door is at the opposite end of the hall from the main stairs. Usually, the Hahns just call me over the house intercom if they need me for something.

                

                James or Lorraine sometimes remind me that I am not "on duty" after dinner is served. (Lorraine suggested it was a great excuse for leaving the dinner dishes in the sink to do the following morning. I like Lorraine. ;-)
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                17.0912 I Become a Model

                

                @25.1023-1058.16 Atx

                

                

                Dear Marla,

                

                James has a nice camera. It's tiny - it fits in his shirt pocket. He sometimes fumbles with it -- I think it might be a bit too small for his big man-hands. When he turns it on a tiny motor extends the lens outward like a tiny penis. When he takes a picture it makes a very satisfying and expensive-sounding 'click'.  It takes high quality pictures.

                

                So does James. 

                

                For many years he's been photographing Lorraine's craft creations for use on her Etsy site where she sells most of them.  (Apparently she also still has some private clientle from the old days when she had a shop in L.A.)  Even for a rank amateur, his photos suggest a degree of professionalism. I think he's developed an eye for the artistry of it. He does good work.

                

                “Thalia, you mentioned you were a model at one time. Would you have any interest in modelling my some of my crafts now and then?  James would take the pictures, of course.  My business would pay you.” Asked Lorraine this morning, out of the blue.

                

                “Are you kidding? I'm old and wrinkled and my body shape has gone to hell.“

                

                She looked at me and said with a smile, “you still have something that many people do not. Your are elegant woman, Thalia. That's a very subtle quality and it's rather rare. It's one of the reasons James and I like you. It's special.  I would like to use that to help sell my Adornments. (The company name on her business card is 'Lorraine's Adornments'.)    

                

                “But what about my less-than slender body, my wrinkled skin and mostly white hair?“ I asked. 

                

                She thought a moment. “Well, for one thing, much of my clientle is about your age, so the white hair and wrinkles are actually a plus. As for your face, don't forget that I was a production makeup artist in Hollywood for a time.' Then she winked. “Honey, I could make you look like a Cardassian if I wanted to.“  

                 

                 “What about the rest of my body? Oh, and my hands?”

                 

                 “Simple. We'll just cover all of that with latex.”

                 

                 My heart skipped a beat. No, make that 3-4 beats.

                 

                “Are you serious?” I stammered.

                 

                 “So you want to photograph me in my rubber and your 'adornments' and then you'll post it on the Internet for the whole world to see?” I asked.  

                 

                 She grinned. “Yes, exactly! That's sort of the point!”

                 

                I paused. What would people say about me? Wouid they call me a pervert or think of me as evil or something?

                

                Lorraine could see that I was stumbling over this. “Isn't this what you wanted -- I think you said you had fantasises of being 'on display' in your rubber in a public place. This is that, although in moderation. People will see you but not that many.  My audience is highly specialized, so my websites don't get much traffic.“

                

                I still hesitated.  I had really liked all of the costumery and pagent in professional modelling when I was in my 20's.  It was just that the industry was hyper-competitive and generally sucked. The only way to get ahead was to 'sleep around'. I loved the job but hated the business. I only lasted a year or so.   

                

                Lorraine broke my thoughts and looked my right in the eye and asked emphatically, “Am I in this world to meet up to your expectations?“ 

                

                “No.“

                

                “Then TTOSBT, Thalia.” She replied.

                

                Those letters were displayed over the front door of the house.  I think James told me what they meant when I first started working here, but it escapes me now.  Lorraine sensed that.  She said:

                

                “This, above all.

                To Thine Own Self Be True.

                Then, as the day follows the night,

                Thou cannot be false to any man.“

                

                She continued. “That's from Hamlet. James has quoted that so many times in the 40+ we have been married,  I can quote it myself.  It took a while before I finally really understood it.  Do you understand what that means?

                

                I shook my head slightly. “I've heard it before but have never given it much thought. ”

                

                “Oh, Thalia,“ she began. ”When I see you up to your eyballs in rubber stuff and are dancing with the vacuum cleaner in the living room and singing, you are being true to yourself.  I think you told me it was 'where you were supposed to be'. You are 'home'. You are being the real you.  And when I know that, I know I am talking to the real you and not just some social mask, you are being true to me, too.”

                

                She continued. “You have a unique opportunity to do that here because there is no one here except us Hahns and we understand and support your efforts to be the authentic you because we, also, attempt to do that same thing ourselves.”

                

                “What if someone else sees me?”

                

                “Well, that's when the missing fifth line of TTOSBT applies?” She said.

                

                OK, I'll bite. ”What's the missing, fifth line?“ I asked.

                

                “Fuck 'em”

                

                “Fuck them?“ I repeated.

                

                “Yeah. You are being authentic - you are being true. Are they?  Furthermore, are you in this world to meet their expectations?   ...and visa versa? Think about that.”

                

                

                

                

                @25.1023-1344.21

                o   Lorraine offers to buy her catsuits as payment  for 'modeling'.  

                o    Wearing her bondage stuff earns HITEz.  E.g. A good collar system with cuffs, etc. may earn up to 1z per hour.
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                16.0124==-1003 Why is Thalia particularly well suited for the isolation of the Hahnestery?

                

                

                @25.0628-1116.11 Atx

                

                

                Dear Marla,

                

                Why is Thalia particularly well suited for the isolation of the Hahnestery? This is a major point which James and Lorraine are concerned about.

                

                ...-...

                

                "I think James mentioned that we have had three housekeepers in the last year." Said Lorraine. "You've seen how dark it gets at night and how lonely the forest can be during the day. There's no one here to talk to except James and I and our availability is somewhat limited. You'll be on your own most of the time. This place really is like a monastery."

                

                She continued. "Here's my big question. You've been here a few weeks now. Neither James nor I have seen any indication that you are struggling with the isolation. How are you handling it so far?"

                

                "Oh, I'm actually doing fine. I've always been sort of a loner. It seems like the older I get, the more introverted I become. In recent years, I used to love it when Frank went off on his business trips -- the longer, the better. I would have the entire house to myself for a week or two on end. Sometimes I would see no one at all during those times. I really dislike being in large groups of people, such as a party. I'm OK for an hour or two with them, but after that I usually just want to go home. "Social gatherings just seem to deplete my energy."

                

                "What do you do while you are alone?" Asked Lorraine, just as James walked into the room.

                

                -...

                

                ...- RESPONSE...-

                

                ------> NOTE: it gets caught in a loop. Must fix. <----</p>

                

                Word Count: 499

                

                . . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .,

                

                @25.0510-0227.08 by tohur/natsumura-storytelling-rp-1.0-llama-3.1-8b-GGUF #25.0505-2212.37

                

                . . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .. . .''

                

                Here is the completed scene: [[[this needs LOTS of work ]]]]

                

                "Ah, James," Lorraine said as he entered their cozy sitting room. "I just asked Thalia about how she's handling her isolation here at Hahnestery."

                

                "I'm fine with it," Thalia replied quickly, not wanting to draw attention to herself or reveal any vulnerabilities. She had always been a bit of an introvert and the solitude wasn't bothering her as much as Lorraine seemed to think.

                

                Lorraine leaned forward in her chair, her eyes sparkling with genuine concern. "I know you're fine now but what about later? "

                

                Thalia shrugged lightly. She had never been one for deep conversations and didn't want to get into this too deeply. But Lorraine's curiosity was understandable, given the remote location of their home in the forest.

                

                "I'll manage," she said simply, not wanting to delve deeper than that. "I've always enjoyed my own company."

                

                James sat down on the couch beside them both, his eyes flicking between Thalia and Lorraine with a mixture of concern and curiosity. He had been watching her since they first arrived at Hahnestery - observing how she kept mostly to herself, only occasionally popping into their kitchen for meals or asking simple questions about chores.

                

                Lorraine sighed softly before standing up from the armchair. "Well, I suppose we should get you some books then." She headed towards a nearby bookshelf filled with all sorts of novels and non-fiction titles.

                

                "I'll take romance," Thalia said quickly to deflect any further inquiry into her personal life. Romance was safe - it wouldn't lead to deep discussions about loneliness or anything else she didn't want to discuss.

                

                Lorraine smiled, handing over two thick paperbacks. "Here you go! I hope these help."

                

                "Thanks Lorraine." She took the books gratefully and headed upstairs to their bedroom where a comfortable reading nook awaited her. There was an armchair there with soft cushions that made it perfect for curling up.

                

                The days passed, filled with chores and more solitude than she had ever experienced before in her life. Thalia found herself enjoying these quiet moments - the silence allowed her mind to wander freely without interruption or judgment. She could finally read through all those books on her shelf! The only issue was that reading made her sleepy by mid-afternoon.

                

                One day, while exploring their large house, she stumbled upon a dusty old piano in an unused room upstairs. Dusting it off revealed the keys were surprisingly responsive and well-made - not like any electronic keyboards she had played before. Her fingers danced across them with joy as melodies flowed from the instrument. It was her childhood hobby that brought back fond memories of afternoons spent playing for hours, lost in music.

                

                James poked his head into the room one afternoon while Thalia practiced a Chopin Nocturne. "You have quite the talent," he said softly, not wanting to disturb her.

                

                "Thanks." She smiled slightly at him before returning to her piece.

                

                "I never thought I'd find an instrument here."

                

                He sat down on the bench beside her and listened for about 20 minutes without interrupting or commenting - a rare occurrence. When she finished playing, "I used to play when my parents were away," Thalia explained simply.

                

                "Wow." James's eyes widened in surprise at how skilled she was.

                

                Lorraine had mentioned that he often played the guitar but never showed it off much.

                

                "Would you like me to tune this for you?" He asked politely and they spent an hour together, getting the piano just right. She enjoyed his company more than expected.

                

                The following days were filled with chores, reading, playing music - a comfortable routine. They would occasionally meet at dinner or have tea in their sitting room but there was no need to chat much as Lorraine had already asked her questions and James seemed content watching TV alone after meals. It suited Thalia just fine.

                

                One day while dusting the piano again, she found an old sheet of music - a Beethoven sonata. Her fingers flew over the keys in awe at how beautiful it sounded.

                

                "James!" She called out excitedly from upstairs when he was working outside. "This is Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata! I've always wanted to learn this but never had time."

                

                He came up quickly, sitting beside her on the bench as she played a few bars perfectly.

                

                "I can't believe you found that." He said in amazement.

                

                "James," Lorraine called from downstairs. "Dinner is ready!"

                

                They ate together and Thalia realized how nice it was to have someone else around - even if they didn't talk much. It felt like having an invisible friend, a silent companion who knew her schedule but never asked questions.

                

                One evening after dinner, James played his guitar softly while Lorraine knitted in the sitting room.

                

                "I'll play something you know," he said as she settled into her armchair to listen. "Moonlight Sonata."

                

                Her eyes widened - it sounded so different coming from a guitar! It was beautiful and melancholic at once.

                

                "You have quite an ear for music, James." She complimented him sincerely.

                

                He smiled, pleased with himself but didn't ask how he managed the complex piece on his instrument of choice. "I'll play more later."

                

                The days blended together in comfort as she played Beethoven or Chopin - a mix of classical and romantic pieces that filled their home with beauty while they ate dinner silently by themselves.

                

                One evening, Lorraine asked her to join them for tea when James was watching TV alone after meals.

                

                "I'm fine," Thalia assured her. "Just enjoying the music."

                

                Lorraine nodded before returning upstairs to knit as usual.

                

                James watched TV on his own but occasionally glanced over at her - a habit she noticed and found comforting, like having an invisible friend who cared about what she did. It was nice to have someone else in the house without needing constant conversation.

                

                She enjoyed playing for them both every evening after dinner until Lorraine retired upstairs around 9 pm.

                

                James stayed behind with his guitar but they never discussed music or anything personal - a comforting routine that suited her just fine. She practiced, he strummed softly and she listened, lost in the beauty of sound.

                

                "I'll play Moonlight Sonata," James said as usual one evening before dinner.

                

                She settled into her armchair to listen while Lorraine watched TV upstairs.

                

                As they ate their simple meal together, Thalia realized how nice it was having them around - even if there wasn't much conversation. The music filled the house with a warm glow that made her feel less lonely than expected. She began looking forward to these evenings of silence and sound each day.

                

                The days blended into weeks in comfort as they enjoyed their own quiet routines, lost in different worlds.

                

                One evening while playing Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata on guitar, James asked for the first time ever - "How do you manage that?"

                

                "I guess I have a good ear," he replied when she finished. "It comes naturally."

                

                Lorraine came down to join them and they enjoyed their tea together in comfortable silence as usual.

                

                "Thalia is an amazing pianist!" Lorraine said, her eyes shining with pride for James's talent too.

                

                He nodded humbly but his smile showed appreciation - a silent acknowledgement of how much she'd grown into the house. They had developed this routine without needing to discuss it and Thalia felt grateful they didn't pry or push conversation.

                

                The days blended together in comfort as Lorraine knitted, James strummed softly on guitar while she played Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata every evening - a silent harmony that filled their home with beauty.

                

                It was nice having them around without needing to talk much. They enjoyed each other's company silently and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day, as usual before dinner.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs in silence - a routine that suited everyone.

                

                The days blended together with music filling their home. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and she felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "James is an amazing guitarist!" Lorraine said, pride shining from her eyes as they enjoyed tea together silently after dinner each evening.

                

                He nodded humbly but his smile showed appreciation for Thalia's talent too.

                

                Lorraine had been right - it was nice having them around without needing to discuss anything. They developed this routine and she felt grateful that James didn't ask questions or pry into her life, respecting her boundaries as much as Lorraine did.

                

                The days blended together in comfort filled with music and silence - a silent harmony between the three of them.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said one evening before dinner.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently - their routine suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                Lorraine nodded as they enjoyed tea together in comfortable silence each night. It felt nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia found herself grateful that James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine she grew accustomed to, feeling less lonely than expected.

                

                The days blended into weeks as they enjoyed their silent harmony together, each lost in different worlds. It was nice having them around without needing conversation and Lorraine had been right about respecting her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after their tea time together in comfort. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after tea time. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after tea time. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after tea time. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after tea time. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine that suited everyone nicely, even if it was unusual for most people.

                

                She settled into her armchair while Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently as usual after tea time. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt grateful James respected her boundaries.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said the next day before dinner - a routine they all enjoyed, each lost in different worlds.

                

                The days blended into weeks of music filling their home with beauty as Lorraine watched TV upstairs silently. It was nice having them around without needing to chat much and Thalia felt less lonely than expected.

                

                "I'll play more Chopin," he said
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                16.0124==-1010=ai=  Why is Thalia well suited for isolation

                

                

                @24.0904-2116.08 by GPT4All/Llama 3.1 8B Instruct 128k

                

                

                Prompt: Based on the context of the story in Collection BR@24.0904.3, describe the Hahnestery and why it is such a perfect setting for Thalia's story.

                

                Response: 1The Hahnestery: A Perfect Setting for Thalia's Story

                

                As I recall walking through its grand entrance, I was struck by the sheer isolation of the Hahnestery. Located deep within a vast rain forest in the Pacific Northwest, this sprawling estate seemed to be cut off from the rest of the world.

                

                2# e Grand Estate

                

                The Hahnestery itself is an imposing structure with tall ceilings and large windows that let in plenty of natural light. Its walls are adorned with old pictures and other family memorabilia, giving it a sense of history and grandeur. I remember thinking how perfect this place would be for Thalia's story - the isolation, the opulence, and the feeling of being disconnected from society.

                

                3# ThForest Surrounding

                

                The forest surrounding the Hahnestery is just as impressive. Towering trees stretch towards the sky, their needles rustling softly in the breeze. It's a place where time seems to stand still, where one can get lost in thought without any distractions. This setting perfectly captures Thalia's emotional state - she's running away from her past and seeking solace in this isolated world.

                

                4# The rfect Setting for Thalia

                

                The Hahnestery is the perfect setting for Thalia's story because it allows her to escape reality, if only temporarily. With its isolation and grandeur, this estate provides a sense of security and comfort that Thalia desperately needs after experiencing heartbreak and disappointment in her previous relationships.

                

                5# A WorlWithin Itself

                

                The Hahnestery is like a world within itself - self-sufficient, yet disconnected from the outside world. This creates an atmosphere where secrets can be kept hidden, and emotions can run wild without any external interference. For Thalia's story to unfold, this setting provides the perfect backdrop for her journey of self-discovery.

                

                6# A Place ere Memories Linger

                

                As I reflect on my time at the Hahnestery, I realize that it's a place where memories linger long after one leaves its grounds. The grand estate and its surroundings have become etched in Thalia's mind as she navigates her journey of self-discovery - each step forward marked by moments of introspection and growth.

                

                7# A Setting at Defines the Story

                

                The Hahnestery is more than just a setting for Thalia's story; it defines the narrative itself. It sets the tone, creates an atmosphere that fosters emotional depth, and provides a backdrop against which her journey can unfold. In this isolated world within its walls, Thalia finds solace in her fetish - but also faces challenges that will test her resolve.

                

                8# A Place WherSecrets Are Kept

                

                The Hahnestery is a place where secrets are kept hidden behind closed doors, and emotions run wild without any external interference. This setting allows for the exploration of themes such as isolation, loneliness, and self-discovery - all essential elements in Thalia's story.

                

                9# Isolation: A Dble-Edged Sword

                

                While the Hahnestery provides a sense of security and comfort to Thalia, it also serves as a reminder that she is isolated from society. This double-edged sword creates tension within her narrative, highlighting both the benefits and drawbacks of living in such an environment.

                

                10# The Perfect Settg for Self-Discovery

                

                The Hahnestery is ultimately the perfect setting for Thalia's story because it allows her to embark on a journey of self-discovery - one that will take her through moments of introspection, growth, and transformation.
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                @25.0724-0021.33 Atx

                

                

                Hey Marla, 

                

                James’ younger brother, Henry, drops by for a meal now and then, and often unannounced.  Often, James will have some heavy lifting task You wouldn’t know it to look at them. They seem like completely different species! I mean, James is all boisterous energy and booming laughter while Henry… well, he’s a bit more subdued. 

                

                Apparently something happened to him during the Vietnam War that kind of broke him. He came back changed – quieter, withdrawn.  He lives in this little guest house on the property, which looks like it hasn't been touched since the sixties (seriously, there are lava lamps everywhere!). It’s totally self-contained - he takes care of himself and even has a dog named Scout who is as sweet as pie.

                

                Lorraine told me that Henry doesn’t really go out much anymore – except for maybe once a week when he joins James and Lorraine for dinner.  He also pops up occasionally to help with heavy lifti