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         When Sara woke up, it was already bright outside. The sunlight streamed in through the open window, bringing with it a gentle breeze which brought the silk curtains gently to life. They welcomed her into this soft summer’s day - a day she’d been looking forward to for a long time. 

         She got out of the wide bed and walked over to the window. It looked like it would be a beautiful day - perfect for everything that would soon take place. She smiled as she looked out over the large, empty lawn in front of the house which would soon be filled with joyful people, taking part in the yearly tradition where friends and relatives would come out to the island from the mainland in order to celebrate the summer.

         There was a lot to be done before the huge influx of boats and people, so she went into the bathroom to freshen up. She could shower later when all the tasks she had to do were completed. 

         She observed herself in the mirror. 18 years old and beautiful. ‘Unkissed young woman seeks the world,’ she thought. Growing up on this island was lonely. She liked it - it wasn’t that. But she was looking forward to travelling into the city to study, and autumn wasn’t far away. 

         She felt a tingling inside her. This strange, wonderful feeling grew, but she didn’t know what this instinct was. Every time she let her thoughts stray towards all the unknown things she would experience in the autumn, it was as if her body came to life. 

         Over the course of the last five months, ever since she had made the decision to take a step out into the big wide world, she had been sexually active. Not with others, of course, but she’d secretly had sex with herself at least twice a day. And after she’d become experienced in exploring her beautiful body, she had developed a fetish. At first, when she randomly discovered what made her so unbelievably horny, she was afraid. She shamefully avoided this wonderful temptation. She held out for almost two weeks. Then desire had taken over and she was thrown into a universe of lustful urges. 

         It was a cold winter’s evening which had provided her with the first pages of this new chapter in her young life. As usual, she’d taken a book with her when she retired for the evening. She loved reading in bed. It helped her to switch off from all the worries of the day and get into a new frame of mind. By immersing herself in these stories in the evening, she was already starting the next day anew.  Everything that had piled up throughout the day was processed by her subconscious while her eyes effortlessly moved through these landscapes of words. 

         But that evening, she hadn’t been able to read. It was too cold. She’d been lying under the thick duvet trying to find some warmth for a long time. In the end, there was only one thing she could do. She had to change out of her thin night-dress and put some warmer clothes on instead. With quick steps, she ran over to the wardrobe, shivering, found the longest, thickest woollen jumper she had, tore off her night-dress and wrapped herself in the soft wool. After a few minutes in bed, her body had slowly started to find the balance. Now she’d become so warm that she brought out her book again in order to settle into her usual routine.

         It had been comfortable to wear the woollen jumper without anything on underneath. Unlike other types of clothes, she felt the jumper against her skin. Usually, when she was lying in bed reading, she never thought about the night-dress which was wrapped around her. She had never thought about it, never sensed it. But the jumper was holding her like a tender hand. As it moved over her body, it ticked her skin like a lover’s tentative fingertips. She was horny.

         With small rocking movements, she let her body be caressed by the wool. 

         Her breasts were firm, their perfect form culminating in her nipples - small buds, formed like nature’s most beautiful flower not yet blossomed. They had stiffened and were hard under the arousing influence of the jumper. This feeling was so unbelievably wonderful, and she had moaned loudly. Unfamiliar thrills had built never-ending bridges between the outer edges of her breasts and her inexperienced sex. 

         All of a suddenly, she had involuntarily jerked out of this hypnotic daze. She had leapt abruptly out of bed and gasped for air, tearing off the jumper and throwing it across the room. She had then remained sitting there in shock, and a silent scream had formed somewhere deep inside her. Not in a position to make any noise, she had put her head down on the pillow and lain there for a long time, exhausted, before eventually falling asleep in a wordless vacuum. 

         After this experience, she’d hidden the jumper at the back of the wardrobe. For days she had ignored her body’s aching desire, not allowing herself to be persuaded to explore these urges. That is, until two weeks later. Her thoughts had let common sense ask a question. What was so wrong with feeling that kind of horniness? There was no answer other than that she was unsure of herself. And one evening she brought out the jumper, spread it on the bed and sat down beside it, naked. And she’d given in.

         Finally, the guests were starting to arrive. It had taken Sara and her parents several hours to get everything in order. They’d borrowed several long tables and benches from the church hall, which were now decorated with white tablecloths and flowers. Two tables lay in the shade along the wall of the house, ready for the food and drink the guests would bring with them. Her task was to hand out a glass of chablis to every adult and homemade cranberry juice to the children. She smiled and greeted everyone, and they were all charmed by her radiance.
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