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HERE I AM TODAY, ALONE in my bed. I sigh as I feel the warm glow from my memories spread all over my body - the memories of those days and nights that now feel like a distant dream. The games our stars play with us! There was a time when this used to be real. 

My tears spill over as the rains pelt my windows harder and cars swoosh by on the street below. My grief and despair give way to unbridled rage and thirst for vengeance.
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Prologue

I met Harry Atkins when I was in the final year in University. My life till then had been a seemingly never-ending wait for true love.

I have had men swooning over me for as long as I can remember. I have had my tutors stealing a look into my neckline, the boy sitting next to me in high school would not take his eyes off my thighs, the neighbours have always been overtly friendly, and my Dad’s friends have always been too nice to me, hugging me affectionately only to feel the give of my breasts at every slight opportunity right from my early teens.

But I missed having someone in my life I was madly in love with. And I met that man in Harry. 

We met in a career fair in the college grounds I had reluctantly accompanied my friends to. I learnt later that Harry had been a reluctant visitor as well.

***
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THE FOLLOWING SATURDAY, Harry and I went up to his father’s farm house in the country. It was a clear sunny day and the air was crisp. 

Harry acted like he was the lord and master of all he surveyed. ’I feel like a prince here’, I remember him saying.

As I kept asking questions about the farm, Harry enthusiastically showed me around. My interest was genuine and Harry was astonished to discover that I spoke of butter-making and dairy produce with an air of familiarity.

‘I see that you could be a farmer’s wife!’ Harry exclaimed.

‘I could be... who knows? I would take good care of the cows, Master’, I suggested.

‘Well... I can think of better ways for the farm girl to please her master’, Harry winked.

It was just the two of us on a grassy slope on the hills. It was heavenly with the breeze playing with our hair, and fanning the desire burning in our hearts. 

We sat on the grass, lost in a warm embrace and Harry’s lips kept showering soft warm kisses all over my face. My eyes were half closed and I moaned softly. 

His hands cupped my breasts over my jumper and he slowly caressed them. My nipples were already stiff. Harry’s lips moved up and down the side of my neck. My fingers played with his unruly mop of hair, ruffled by the breeze. 

The only sounds were those of a stream gurgling nearby, birds chirping in the woods behind us and our heavy breathing. There was no one around for as far as we could see.

As our urges got the better of us, Harry slid his hand under my jumper, feeling my bare skin already on fire. 

He slowly pulled up the jumper past my hair, and in no time, it was off. Harry tossed it on to the grass. My breasts felt full under my lacy bra that suddenly felt too tight. Harry kissed all over them over the bra, playing with my taut nipples. He kissed me between my breasts, the tip of his tongue moving up and down. 

‘I want to see your breasts’, Harry said. And the colour rose to my cheeks.

He unhooked my bra and my breasts breathed free, my nipples stiff rose-buds with the chill and my desires. I guided his face towards my nipples. I felt Harry’s warm moist lips wrapping on my nipples, as he sucked on them softly. He took them between his teeth, and grazed all over them. His hands caressed my bottom over my jeans as I squirmed on the grass bed.

As my breasts turned into pink globes with Harry’s caresses, he unzipped my jeans, and lowered it down to my knees. I could smell myself in the morning air. 

Harry’s tongue cruised down my body. It moved in and out of my deep navel, as his fingers traced out the curve of my waist. He went lower and lower.

My panties were soaked with my juices. 

‘I want these off’, Harry smiled mischievously looking at my panties and he tried to pull them off. I raised my bottom, but they would not come off, stuck inside my arse crack. 

‘Help me, will you, farm girl?’ He looked up at me.

I flushed and shook my head giggling, keeping up the tease.

He turned me over almost like a rag doll and opened up my arse cheeks gingerly, pulling out the panties with his teeth. He kept rolling my panties down, kissing me down my spine and all over my bottom all the time.

‘And now I need you on my face’, Harry demanded. His raunchy talk was driving me insane.

As he got me on all fours, Harry slipped under me lying on the grass with his face between my thighs and started nibbling on my pussy. I started rubbing myself on his face calling out his name again and again and he could not get enough of me. My juices dribbled on his face as he sucked me clean, his tongue deep inside me. 

I lost count of how many times I came right there in the woods under the open skies, crying out his name loudly. 

The sun shining on us, the birds around us, the sound of the river gurgling by and the two of us madly in love. 

‘I want to make love to you... right here, now.’ Harry was throbbing. 

He got on his knees behind me and spread me open wide. He entered me deep and slow. He pulled out and shoved himself back in, building up a frenzied rhythm in no time. He caressed my bottom, thrust his fingers into my mouth, and fondled my breasts, holding on to me by my waist as we broke the silence of the fields with our animal cries.

When Harry was almost there, I lay back down on the grass on my back and pulled my breasts together. Harry moved his cock between my breasts, his slick red tip touching my parched lips every time he thrust up. 

‘Won’t you let me taste you, Lord?’ I looked into his eyes and ran my fingers through his hair. When he could hold no more, I opened my mouth and he released himself right inside, down my throat and I got a mouthful, dripping down the sides of my lips, down my neck, all over my breasts.

The first time with your loved one, as they say, is always special.
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COLLEGE ENDED AFTER a few months. Harry came through with flying colours and received an offer for internship at Tech-Me, the technology company everyone was talking about.

I was still looking for a job and we had lesser and lesser time for ourselves as Harry had to work extra hours and sometimes over weekends. 

But I did not complain. I was happy for Harry. For as far as I could see, we had the rest of our lives to ourselves.

And then everything changed.
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HERE I AM TODAY, ALONE in my bed. I sigh as I feel the warm glow from my memories spread all over my body - the memories of those days and nights that now feel like a distant dream. The games our stars play with us! There was a time when this used to be real.

My tears spill over as the rains pelt my windows harder and cars swoosh by on the street below. My grief and despair give way to unbridled rage and thirst for vengeance.


Part 1 - The new girl
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‘HAVE A GOOD ONE, DARLING’, Elizabeth handed over a croissant and a latte-to-go across the counter to Emma, who seemed in a hurry to join the long queue in front of the bank of elevators in the ground floor of the imposing state-of-the-art office of Tech-Me, still a couple of minutes’ walk from the corner café. 

‘I will Beth, and you don’t work too hard!’ Emma picked up the change.

‘She sure can’t wait to get to her desk, can she?’ Elizabeth smiled to herself, as Emma ran into the sunny morning outside the café.

The mostly-male Monday morning crowd stole glances as Emma made her way to the elevators. With her hair tied back in a ponytail, silver hoops, lips glossed, a fitted purple shirt accentuating her full breasts, black pants clinging to her delectable curves, and high-heeled sandals, Emma did attract her share of stares. Mostly bored and groggy, a lot of the men suddenly had someone to liven up the Monday morning.

Emma joined Tech-Me a couple of months back. She had still not forgotten the horrors of the six months before that. She had left school with a degree in economics, a pile of books in her study, her convocation photograph and her dreams of making it big in a city hit by recession. It had not taken her long to wake up with a start. Six months out of school and all she had were a few odd jobs, lecherous supervisors and an excuse of a salary.

And then, things changed for Emma. She received an offer from Tech-Me in their Administration department. That was the company she had applied for right after leaving school and had not heard back from them for several months.

Tech-Me was the company to work for at the moment. Over the last couple of years, Tech-Me had been making its mark with state-of-the-art phones and smart gadgets that everyone had been talking about. The bigger companies were beginning to sit up and take notice. 

‘Tech-Me is the new darling of the stock market’, as Emma’s father would say, looking up from the pages of The Financial Times.

And not to forget the dishy Andrew Smith, who headed the operations in England. 

Andrew was also the reason why Emma looked forward to going to work every morning.
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