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Disclaimer

This book is meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.
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Geneviève woke up on yet another tear-soaked pillow. She was tired, no, exhausted from crying. It felt like she had cried non-stop for over two weeks now. She could feel the first rays of sunlight spilling into her bedroom, filling it with light and warmth, yet it brought her no pleasure.






The only warmth she wanted was from Alain’s body next to her, on his pillow, on the mattress. But even as she reached out to touch him she knew he wouldn’t be there. And never would be anymore. Even knowing the outcome, her grieving mind still let her hand reach out next to her. It found only the cold sheets, empty and void of his muscular body.






She felt tears swell in her closed eyes again and she curled up into a ball before her mouth let out a primal scream into the pillow.






The sun had filled the room and almost left it again before she stopped crying. Slowly she sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. Finding no joy in the sight she looked through the open doors to the large balcony and the shimmering light from the Seine flowing off in the distance.






In lighter times the view would have been amazing, but without Alain, she might as well be living in a coal mine.






She stood up, not caring if anyone could see her nakedness from the apartments across the street or even a tourist with binoculars on one of the many riverboats.






Her long curly auburn hair was a mess, filtered from not being brushed for two weeks it looked more like a haystack. Absentmindedly she registered that it would take hours to get it back to a normal state.






Like a zombie, she walked through the huge apartment that was covered in shadows. Besides the curtains in the bedroom all the curtains were drawn, leaving only a little bit of light in.






She couldn’t remember how long ago it had been since she had last eaten something. But she was hungry now. In the kitchen, she found a days-old baguette and some cheese and ham from the refrigerator along with a bottle of white wine.






Her morning gown was on the floor where she had dropped it at some point and deciding to sit on the balcony she picked it up and put it on, not bothering to close it properly.






For a few hours, she sat on the balcony, sipping wine from the bottle and eating the bread with cheese and ham. Absentmindedly she watched the people on the streets just two floors below her, going about their business as if nothing had happened. She felt like they should stop what they were doing, how could they continue with everything in the light of Alain’s death?
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Thick shrouds of sleep engulfed her the next morning, her mind still far away from the real world. A world that at 5 am hadn't really started to come alive yet. Her dream felt very alive though. The loitering memory of Alain’s hand on her body felt so real.






She could still feel the touch of his fingers on her, inside her, making her wet. And she was wet and horny. As her fingers found their way between her legs it even felt like his fingers were still inside her, gently sliding in and out of her dripping folds. Smiling as her fingers intertwined with his for a moment she could feel his fingers traveling up her body leaving her wetness as a thin trail before they entered her mouth.






He loved to make her taste her juices and she sucked eagerly on the fingers in her mouth, licking them clean while her own was producing even more wetness. The fingers left her mouth and began to pinch one of her nipples making her breath faster.






So close to an orgasm, her other hand found her clitoris and moments later her body arched as her release came. Slowly the orgasm and then the rest of the sleepiness disappeared. Only then did she open her eyes, half expecting to see Alain's body next to her with the usual smile on his face after he had seen her orgasm.






But there was no one lying next to her on the bed even though she still had the feeling of being touched. She looked down at her body and in the faint light of the morning she could see the wet traces his fingers had left on her stomach.






How? There was no one there, even though it had felt so real. Had she made the traces herself? Sighing, she sat up in the bed, feeling a bit better than she had for a few weeks now. She would have to go to work, even though she hadn't the faintest idea how she would make it through a whole day in the company of others.






She got out of bed and made for the bathroom. It had been days since her last bath and she turned on the water in the shower beginning to look forward to it. She looked at herself in the mirror and wasn't pleased at all. Her hair was still a huge mess, her brown eyes looked tired and she felt like hair was growing on her teeth.






A thorough toothbrushing and a forty-five-minute shower did her good. `She couldn't but having to spend almost two hours on her hair, getting it dried and untangled wasn't an easy task.`






At half past eight, she looked at herself in the mirror feeling somewhat satisfied with the result. A grey pencil skirt hugged her hips and legs, black stockings and black high heels completed the lower part of her, and a white shirt with laced cuffs and collar emphasized her auburn hair and the discreet makeup she wore.






Her face looked a lot fresher than she had thought possible and she was both happy and sad about that at the same time. Glad that she wouldn't look like something the cat had dragged in when she got to work, but sad because it felt like it also pushed the memory of Alain’s death away from her.






She felt tears coming to her eyes again and quickly turned away from the mirror before she drew a few deep breaths. For a moment it felt like her cheek was brushed gently, just the way Alain had used to, but of course, there was no one there.
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She didn't really know how she got to work, nor did she register any of the appreciative looks she got on her way. Her co-workers had been glad to see her back and the first few hours had been spent talking about Alain and how she was coping with his death. It had felt terrible at first, but after a while, it did her well to talk about him and the memories she had of him. It was a small company with only five employees besides the owner. They did legal translations for big corporations and they were all dressed appropriately as they sometimes had to meet with clients, often with minutes notice.






Luckily there were no meetings today and soon she lost herself in work. She had her desk next to the window and her back to the wall giving her at least some privacy. Sometimes she stared out on the busy street filled with people, many of them tourists, enjoying the summer in Paris. Lost in thought she suddenly felt a finger traveling up her spine and almost shocked turned in her chair only to find empty space behind her. The others were all busy with their work and her boss was talking on the phone in the back of the office.






Frowning she turned toward her desk again, trying to push away the lustful feelings that spread from her pussy. The touch had felt so much like Alain and the wet dream from her sleep seemingly still
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