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Chapter One
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When I was young I'd frolic in the garden. In my angelic innocence I'd sit cross-legged or roll about on the lawn. People would visit. Aunts and uncles, friends and neighbours. They'd sit on the patio sipping tea. My mother would flutter among them with a plate of biscuits. She was a butterfly. While the visitors spoke of their adult world they'd keep watch over me, watch me play. I was safe, secure. Crossed-legged on the lawn I made daisy chains beneath the summer sun. I was pure in my innocence. I loved the grass, the flowers. I was a small flower. The garden seemed big. Sometimes my best friend Sharon would come round and we'd play in the garden together.

But with the passing of time, things changed.

I was a virgin until eighteen. Untouched, my fully developed body had never been seen by a man. My first boyfriend, David, had initiated me in the gentle art of mutual masturbation. His hand down my knickers, fondling, stroking, massaging. My hand around the solid shaft of his cock, working up and down over the purple bulb of his knob. His fountain of sperm had intrigued me. Spurting, gushing, jetting. My orgasm stole my mind.

We were by a river. He slipped my knickers down, pulled them off my feet. My thighs were spread, my sex crack open. The fleecy down of my blonde pubes glistened beneath the summer sun. I felt the hardness of his penis entering my vagina. Penetrating me, impaling my quivering body. He breathed heavily, his hot breath on my flushed face. Oblivious to the deflowering, the birds sang in the trees. David stripped me of my virginity, took me across the threshold to womanhood. He'd been gentle. My needs had been fulfilled before his.

Men looked at me in the street, their eyes burning into my breasts, my thighs, the rounded swell of my firm buttocks. David became possessive and jealous. He'd complain bitterly if I as much as returned another man's look, reflected a smile. In his jealousy, he slowly drove a wedge between us. His resentfulness distanced me. Sex with David finally became cold and loveless. An act lasting a few minutes once a week. His needs were fulfilled before mine.

Just after my eighteenth birthday, I ended the relationship. I felt free, like a bird soaring in the blue sky. In my bed beneath the cotton-wool clouds of my billowing quilt, I comforted myself by masturbating. My Halloween candle friend was pleasing. It was masculine, male in its length and hardness. A poor substitute. But David's erect penis with its sperming knob was unwelcome.

As the weeks passed, David and I met for a drink on the odd occasion. He wanted me back. But I felt that he'd stifle me, cage me as a bird. He was persuasive, talked of his undying love for me. I finally agreed. We were boyfriend and girlfriend again. I didn't want to be a girlfriend. I had a candle friend. The hard shaft of David's cock entered me eagerly, his sperm filled me willingly with gushing spurts. I thought he was with me for love, but I was wrong. I was there for his cock. My body was for his pleasure, his shafting, his sperming. But I was to fly away. The door to my cage was to unexpectedly open. My life was to change. A changing I'd never thought possible.

––––––––
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"Kirsty!" my mother called. "You're going to be late for work." I bounded downstairs, buttoning my blouse as I entered the kitchen. The familiar aroma of tea and toast filled my nostrils. The radio was on. The disc jockey talked of road works, traffic hold-ups. A letter lay on my plate. Unknown handwriting. A foreign stamp. By air mail. Par avion.

"Aren't you going to open it?" my mother asked. I caught her blue eyes. Enquiring, seeking. questioning. "It's from Greece," she said with a hint of excitement. Sitting, I drew my chair up to the table and opened the letter. The handwriting was small and neat. Tidy. Dear Kirsty. My eyes fell to the bottom of the page. Love from Uncle Jack. Had he watched me play in the garden? He would have seen my crack as I'd sat cross-legged.

"Who's Uncle Jack?" I asked my mother as she dropped two slices of white bread into the toaster. I preferred brown. She turned and looked at me, her eyes searching again, questioning. "The letter," I said. "It's from Uncle Jack."

She cocked her head to one side. "I've not heard of him," she finally replied. "There again, we have so many relations scattered around the world that..."

Her words drifted above my head unheard as I read the letter. I've been trying to trace John, my brother. And guess what? I came up with your name and address. I didn't know I had a niece. I doubt very much that you've heard of me as your father and I were parted when we were very young. I know nothing about you and would like to meet you. A photograph would be nice. Write and tell me about yourself.

"So he might be a relation from the Australian side," my mother continued.

"He's father's brother," I murmured abstractly. I never knew my father. "I didn't know he had a brother."

"Neither did I," she sighed, placing two slices of toast on my plate. "He never talked about his family. When he died... Come on, Kirsty, you're going to be late."

I slipped the letter back into the envelope and ate my toast. Butter that wasn't butter and thick-shredded marmalade containing more sugar than fruit. I hurriedly drank my tea. There was no time for cereals. I was going to be late. I should have got up earlier. Had I not comforted myself with my candle friend... My panties were wetting with my girl juice. My bud craved the gentle caress of my fingertips.

David had phoned the day before and invited me to dinner at his flat that evening. He wanted me to be his penis friend. I didn't want to go. I'd rather have settled on my bed with my fingers and my candle. I knew that I should go to David's, but I didn't know why. Why do we do things we don't want to? Birds and butterflies do as they like.

My work bored me, the computer screen hypnotized me. I thought of Uncle Jack, imagined him living beneath the Greek sun. He'd be bronzed with silver-grey hair. He'd drink wine and eat olives, feta cheese salad tossed in virgin olive oil. He'd swim every day in the crystal-clear waters of the Mediterranean. He was an artist, painting the dark faces of Greek girls framed by their jet-black hair. My imagination ran away with me.

I arrived at David's flat and scrutinized him. His face was pale, drawn. He was wintery England, not summery Mediterranean. He had clean, slender fingers that had worked in a office for too long. He was twenty-eight. Twenty-eight years of nothingness. Why had he never been abroad? Too busy working in an office to live. Did he want to swim in the clear waters of the Mediterranean? He offered me Martini and talked of marriage. My thoughts had flown to a sun-soaked, sandy beach in Greece.

"But we'll have to wait until we're married," David smiled. I hadn't been listening to him. Married? Was Uncle Jack married? "Looks like my promotion is on," David said. He grinned as he brushed his dark hair back with his fingers. "The money will come in handy for when we buy a house." I looked down at my thighs. A suntan would be nice, water running over my bronzed skin as I emerged from the Mediterranean in my bikini.

"We'll have to move to London, of course," he said as a matter of fact. "Once I'm head of sales, we'll have to live in London." I was taken for granted. He hadn't noticed my new dress. Short, revealing. Red, alluring. I was an object to be moved to London. The men would pack me in the back of the van with the three piece suite. My feelings and desires didn't come into the plan, his plan. I desired my candle friend. "I realize that property is expensive in London, but you won't need to work," he said, refilling my glass. "I thought we'd have two children. Have them early so we can..." His words were meaningless. My future with David didn't exist. Two children, the patter of tiny feet.

"I had a letter from my Uncle Jack," I interrupted him, sipping my Martini. I would have preferred Greek wine.

"Who's he?" David asked, screwing his face up. He looked retarded. "You've never mentioned him before."

"I didn't know that he existed."

"Oh, right. OK, shall we eat?"

Finishing my drink, I wandered into the dining room as David went to the kitchen. He'd laid the glass-topped table. I hate glass-topped tables with chromed tubular legs. Place mats, knives and forks, glasses, two candles... No flowers. Cold, uninviting, formal. But the candles intrigued me. Long, thin, tapering. My candle friend was thicker, masculine. It had... he had become curved over the years, curved for close-fitting comfort. My panties wetted with my juices of desire as I thought of climbing into my bed. My candle friend beckoned. My vagina pined for him. My clitoris stirred impatiently beneath its pink bonnet.

"Chilli con carne," David announced proudly as he walked into the room and set a plate before me.

"That's looks nice," I replied. I wasn't hungry. "Do you like my dress?"

He sat opposite me and began to eat. "Yes," he said, briefly looking up from his food as one would look up from a book. "You wore it to Ian's party."

I'd only bought it that afternoon. "That's right," I smiled. Did he know the colour of my hair?

After the meal, we sat in the lounge. David settled beside me on the sofa, his groping hands wandering up my inner thighs. He wanted my girl crack. My girl crack wanted my candle. I sighed, looked about the room and talked of mundane things. The room was mundane, as was the background music. Some tuneless classical piece that filled the room with an air of sullenness. Perhaps the sullenness came from me. David's fingers persisted between my thighs, his cock rising beneath his tight trousers. Making my excuses, I left. I couldn't face the heaving and grunting and panting of David on top of me. His pale face grimacing, his penis pistoning, his sperm flowing... Lust, not love.

Another letter arrived from Uncle Jack the following week. I should have written to him. I don't know why I'd not got round to it. Kirsty, I've had an idea. Why don't you come and stay with me for a couple of weeks? I have a lovely villa on an island. We could get to know each other. Bring a friend, if you wish. The following day, a plane ticket arrived. Gatwick to Athens. I'll meet you at Athens Airport. I couldn't take the time off work. I had nothing to wear. I had no spending money... Standing naked before the mirror in my bedroom, I admired the gentle curves of my femininity. A suntan would be nice.

"Why not?" my mother said as she fluttered about the kitchen. "I'd not miss an opportunity like that if I were you. You could take David."

"I don't know," I sighed. "What if...?"

"You're eighteen, Kirsty. Enjoy yourself while you're young. You've never been abroad, and neither has David."

"I wouldn't want to go with David." Did I sound heartless?

"He's a nice young man. Why not take him?"

"Because he's nice."

She stopped fluttering and frowned at me. "What do you mean, Kirsty?"

"Nothing," I sighed.

"Take Sharon, then. I know she'd jump at the chance."

"Maybe."

Mother's always right. Sharon jumped at the chance. I felt pleased. We'd sunbathe, enjoy a drink in the evenings. I doubted that my uncle was into the nightlife, and I felt somewhat easier about the holiday knowing that Sharon was coming with me. She'd be company, someone of my own age. We'd drink and laugh and dance all night. Would we share a bed? Memories of Halloween night flooded my mind. My juices of love flowed.

Sharon came to my house within minutes of my phoning her. Her blonde hair bounced in a bob. She couldn't stop beaming as she followed me upstairs to my bedroom. Anticipation reflected in her blue eyes, she spun round and gazed at me. A short red skirt and white T-shirt veiled her curvaceous body. Her nipples were pressing through the tight material of her T-shirt. I don't know why I noticed. More memories rose from the depths of my mind.

She leapt onto the bed and began chattering about Greece. I glimpsed her red panties nestling between her shapely thighs as she moved about excitedly on the quilt. Red, alluring. The quilt was pink, it clashed with the red material veiling her secret place. Her panties bulged seductively over the swell of her sex lips. My stomach somersaulted. Did she still masturbate? Did she have a candle friend? I sat on the end of the bed and gazed at her pretty face, her fill red lips. I wanted to ask her whether she massaged her clitoris to orgasm, but daren't.

Her words floated about me, drifting around the room and settling on the carpet like dead petals. Her red lips moved in her talking, her tongue peeped, but I wasn't listening. In her innocence, she sat cross-legged. Was she making daisy chains in her mind? I again focused on her panties, the tight material running between the smoothness of her naked thighs. The groove of her sex crack was visible through the thin cotton of her panties. The material hugged her lovingly. Was I jealous of her hugging panties? What was hiding from me inside my head?

"And we'll go to all night discos," she trilled, her hands waving above her head as if she were dancing. The bed rocked as it rocked when I masturbated. Her skirt rode further up her naked thighs. I couldn't drag my eyes away from the enticing swell of her red panties. My musing was uncharacteristic. "We'll spend our days on the beach and then go to the tavernas and the discos," she continued enthusiastically. Several curls of her blonde pubes sprouted either side of her tight panties as if trying to escape. What was I thinking in my pondering? And why?

Was Sharon innocent? I wondered as she brought her slender legs up and rested her chin on her knees. Her panties bulged between the firm pale flesh of her thighs. Bulging, swelling, straining to conceal the plump cushions of her lips of love. My stomach somersaulted again as she raised her head and her thighs fell apart. My juices oozed in their seeping. My bud of self-loving grew in its arousal. In her moving and chattering, she reclined on the bed and lay her head on the pillow. Her legs were long, her skirt short, revealing the convex triangle of red material veiling her girl-sex. My candle friend lay beneath my pillow. Silky-smooth, slightly curved, sensual. My candle lover lurked only inches beneath her head. He beckoned me in my arousal.

Gazing at the tight material running between Sharon's thighs, my eyes widened. In her incessant chattering about Greece, she'd allowed her legs to part further. I focused on the indents at the tops of her thighs. The material of her panties was narrow, unable to cloak the swell of her outer labia. My juices trickled, my clitoris stirred. An overwhelming desire to caress her gripped me. In the depths of my confusion, I wanted to be naughty.

"How much spending money will you take?" she asked.

I dragged my eyes away from her intimacy and smiled at her. "I don't know," I replied. "I suppose I'll have to offer my uncle something for having us."

"I reckon he's rich," she giggled. "Sending you a plane ticket... He's got money, all right."

"Are you still seeing Kevin?" I asked. I imagined the solid shaft of his penis driving between the soft lips of her vulva. "Or is it off again?"

"It's off," she sighed, sitting up and leaning against the headboard. She pulled her skirt down, shrouding her red panties. "You know what he's like."

"Boring?" I proffered.

"Very. Did I tell you about the time we went to his brother's party?"

"No, you didn't," I smiled, slipping off the end of the bed and walking to my dressing table. My panties were damp. "I'm going to change," I breathed. "It's hot this evening."

"It's the weather," she grinned as I unbuttoned my dress. "Anyway, we went to his brother's party and he made a right fool of himself. He was messing around and..."

Standing before my dressing table, I unbuttoned the front of my dress. I didn't understand my thinking, why thoughts of Sharon's naked body wouldn't leave my mind. I wasn't in control of my senses, I knew as I opened the front of my dress and gazed at my reflection in the mirror. The mounds of my firm breasts swelled beneath my bra. What was I doing, and why? My womb quivered as I imagined Sharon's sensual mouth engulfing the brown protrusions of my nipples. I desperately craved her intimate attention. Perhaps I wanted to satisfy a fantasy.

Sharon chatted about Kevin, glancing at me now and then as I pulled my dress over my head. The crotch of my blue panties was soaked. I could feel my vaginal juices flowing, oozing. I wanted Sharon to see my panties, the stain of my juices of arousal. In her rambling about the party, she didn't notice. I wanted to pull my knickers down. I wanted to pull her knickers down. Within my heart dwelled the bud of a mysterious flower. With the passing of time, the bud had opened, the flower was beginning to bloom. I was flowering.

I moved about the room, doing this, doing that. My breasts strained at the silk cups of my bra. They sought freedom. My cleavage was deep and alluring. My panties bulged below the slight swell of my stomach. Explore all avenues, my mother always said. I wanted to explore Sharon's avenue. I'd once been so close to her vagina, her sensitive clitoris. My heart raced at the thought. Anticipation swamped me.

Confused in my thinking, I bit my lip. I wasn't a lesbian, and yet... Perhaps I was thirsty for experience. My sex dampened as thoughts swirled within the sexual haze of my mind. My nipples rose.

"What do you think?" Sharon asked, breaking the delicate web of my fantasy.

"I'm sorry?" I smiled.

"Do you think your uncle has a swimming pool?"

"Oh, more than likely."

Turning, I faced the dressing table and discreetly pulled my panties aside. The mirror reflected the pouting of my outer lip, the elastic of my panties nestling within my moist vaginal crevice. Adrenalin coursed through my veins. My heart banged hard against my chest. A passionate desire ascended from the quivering depths of my womb. I was ready for the unveiling.

"Most villas have swimming pools," I said, turning to face her.

"I hope so," she beamed. "I love the sea, but prefer a swimming pool." Her blue eyes fell to my lower stomach. Lower, lower to the deliciously plump lip of my vagina. "The weather..." she began, bewilderment swamping her thoughts. The gaze of her diamond-sparkling eyes burned into my girl flesh. "I suppose the weather's always good."

"It's bound to be hot," I smiled. Hot and wet. "It's June, so we needn't worry."

I turned and looked out of the window. There were movements behind me. Clothing rustled. I imagined Sharon's hand on my lower back, following the curve of my hips. Fingers moving slowly over the smooth plateau of my stomach. Down, further down to my intimacy. Beneath the elastic of my panties and over the rise of my fleeced mons. My crack opened in its expectation of caressing girl fingers. Turning, I gazed at Sharon as she stood by the door. Was she leaving me? She had to touch me, caress my girl sex. My fantasy worried me.

"I'm going to the loo," she said, and was gone. In my ponderings, I'd often thought about other girls' sex cracks. While I'd masturbated, I'd often imagined another girl caressing between the swollen lips of my vagina, her slender fingers seeking entrance to my wet sheath of sexual love. I'd imagined my fingertip to be another girl's, slowly encircling the sensitive nub of my erect clitoris. Massaging, tantalising, teasing ripples of pleasure from my passion spot. Never had I thought I'd yearn to bring my secret ponderings out into the light of day. I preferred the dark of the night.

Sharon had been gone for a while, and I began to wonder what she was doing. Was she remembering Halloween night? My passion was soaring out of control. The glimpse of the fleshy vulval lips I'd caressed long ago flooded my mind with memories. I was older now. But was I bolder? I sat on the end of the bed and reclined, the elastic of my panties still between my wet sex lips. My arms outstretched behind my head, I needed Sharon. Where was she? My thighs parted, I was ready for the sensual touch of her fingers.

"Kirsty," she murmured hesitantly as she ambled into the room and closed the door.

"I was just thinking about a sandy beach beneath the Greek sun," I smiled, closing my eyes. She walked across the carpet. I could feel her gaze upon the exposed lip of my vagina. "You'll have to get your ticket as soon as you can," I murmured.

"Yes, I know," she whispered. She sat on the end of the bed, close to my hip. Close to my bared intimacy. "Kirsty, I..."

What was roaming the recesses of her mind? Was she recalling that fateful Halloween? The bed moved, she was making herself comfortable. Through my eyelashes, I spied her pretty face, her sensual mouth. She was looking at my panties, my bulging outer lip. Her pink tongue peeped between the wet gloss of her succulent lips. I craved her feminine touch, longed for her intimate caress. Through the heady reeling of my sexual fever, the room closed in on me. Oblivious to the outside world, I was sinking within myself. My clitoris pulsated in its desiring.

"Kirsty," she murmured again. She wasn't asking for a reply. She was whispering my name in her spoken thoughts. I could feel my stomach rising and falling with my quickening breathing. My juices flowed, absorbed by my panties. "Kirsty," she breathed. I let out an involuntary gasp as the soft touch of her fingertip traced the silky-smooth skin my inner thigh. She moved up towards my sex, teasing, caressing, tantalising. Holding my breath as her fingertip drew a line up to my exposed outer lip, I waited in desperation for her feminine touch.

My thighs parted spontaneously, as if offering my sexual centre for the taking. The pearl of my clitoris swelled, my juices of love flowed in torrents. As her fingertip caressed the sensitive cushion of my vaginal lip, my breath rushed out in its desperate rushing. My stomach quivered, my back arched. Whimpers of pleasure left my lips and floated around the room as her finger worked its way into my wetting valley of desire. Pulling my panties aside, she ran the tip of her slender finger up and down the drenched ravine of my girl sex.

"Yes," I gasped with an outrush of breath as her finger delved between the petals of my inner lips. Seeking, exploring, she encircled the pink flesh surrounding the juiced entrance to my hot vaginal sheath. "Yes!" I gasped again as she entered me, penetrated my tightening vagina. I could feel her inside me, working, massaging. My clitoris swelled, pulsated in its arousal. My breathing was fast and shallow, my head thrown back in my sexual delirium.

I felt her wet lips kiss my lower stomach. Her hot breath on my veiled mons, her blonde hair tickling my inner thighs, her tongue ran over the sensitive rise of my outer lip. Digging my fingernails into the quilt, my body rigid with desire as she pulled my panties down my thighs, I wailed in my satisfaction as her tongue slipped into the moist divide just below the fusion of my labia. Her breath hotter as she pulled my panties down further, her tongue eagerly sought my ripening clitoris.

"Sharon," I whispered as the wetness of her tongue snaked over the sensitive tip of my pleasure pearl. "God, Sharon." She began licking fervently, swelling my clitoris with every sweep of her pink tongue. She placed her hand on the smooth skin of my stomach as if to pin me down. Slipping her girl-wet finger out of my vagina, she yanked my panties further down my legs. Her finger entered me again, squelching my juices of passion in its search for the creamy softness of my cervix. My body shaking violently, I was close to orgasm. Close to my sexual heaven.

"Kirsty," my mother called, tapping on the door. "Kirsty, Sharon's mother is at the door." My orgasm scurried back into the warren of my vagina and bolted into my womb like a frightened rabbit. Sharon's wet finger leaving my yearning vaginal sheath as she leaped up from the bed, I sat upright and tugged my panties up. Trembling like a leaf in the wind, my face flushed, I watched Sharon stagger to the door on her sagging legs.

"I'll ring you tomorrow," she said, her sparkling eyes catching mine. Her lashes fluttered and she turned away. "Tomorrow evening."

"Yes," I whispered shakily. She opened the door and left the room. I heard her bound down the stairs. I was alone with my thoughts. Alone in my naughtiness. Guilt engulfed me.
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Chapter Two
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Sharon didn't phone the following day. I wondered whether she was ashamed of her lesbian act, confused in her guilt. I was going to call her, invite her round. But a ferocious battle raged within my racked mind. I was torn between right and wrong, normal and abnormal. As the day passed, I lifted the receiver again and again, but couldn't bring myself to dial her number. Maybe I was afraid of rejection. Maybe I was afraid of my feelings. Having given my body to another girl, maybe I, too, was ashamed. Was I a lesbian?

Trying to occupy my mind, I sat on my bed and wrote to Uncle Jack. I didn't mention Sharon. She might have had second thoughts about the holiday after... after our forbidden loving. I told Uncle Jack that I'd be on the plane and was looking forward to meeting him. I enclosed a recent photograph, imagining him standing by the arrivals gate holding up a piece of cardboard. KIRSTY. I'd arranged the time off work, swapped my holiday with another girl in the office. I'd made my decision. I was set to spend two glorious weeks beneath the Greek sun.

I went downstairs and was about to walk down the road to post the letter when the phone rang. My mother answered it, making odd facial expressions at me as I neared the front door. I gathered that the call was for me. A long journey lay ahead for the letter. A few minutes more would make no difference. Taking the receiver, I waited for my mother to fly but she hovered like a bird. I needed a place of my own.

"Hi," I said, my stomach somersaulting as I imagined Sharon's succulent lips close to the mouthpiece. Close to the lips of my love mouth. I wanted to suck pleasure from her clitoris and drink the juices of love from her pussy.

"Hallo, Kirsty," David returned. His voice was deep, dark. My stomach sank.

"Oh, David," I sighed. I was never any good at hiding my emotions. My emotions never hid from me.

"There's a play I want to see at the Royal on the twenty-fifth," he said. "I thought we might..."

"The twenty-fifth? No, I can't."

"Can't?" he echoed irritably.

"I'll be in Greece," I blurted out. My mother smiled at me. Was she proud?

"Greece?" He sound annoyed. "What the hell do you mean?" He was annoyed.

"I told you that I'd heard from my Uncle Jack. His lives on a Greek island and has invited me to stay with him for..."

"You said nothing to me about it," he snapped.

"I've only just decided to accept his invitation." I sounded too formal. David made me that way. "He has a villa," I added. I don't know why I said that. Perhaps I wanted to make him envious.

"You can't go, Kirsty." He was severe in his anger. He should have been a schoolteacher. "I'm sorry, but it's just not feasible."

"Not feasible?" I echoed mockingly. "I've got the plane ticket."

"Already? I would have thought it only right to consult me before..."

"My uncle sent it to me."

"Oh, did he?" I was pleased that he was aggravated. "We'd better meet and talk about this, Kirsty. I'll come round."

"I'm going down the road to post the letter to my uncle."

"Before you post it... Look, I'll meet you in the pub on the corner."

"OK, I'll see you there."

I told my mother where I was going as I opened the front door. Her smile spoke to me. She was pleased with my decision. Perhaps she wanted me to travel, to see the world. Perhaps she was hoping that I'd find a young Greek man and fall in love. Maybe she wanted me to have the things she'd missed. As I left the house, I wondered why she'd never remarried. My father would have wanted it. I think.

Walking down the street with the letter in my bag, I was determined not to allow David to change my mind. My heart was set on the holiday. I realized that it wasn't the opportunity of a lifetime, but it was an opportunity not to be missed. Don't look a gift-horse in the mouth. I never did know what that meant. In my bedroom Sharon had been a gift-horse. I wanted her mouth.

The evening sun warmed me as I walked along the tree-lined street. In my dreaming, I imagined that I was in Greece walking to a taverna. Sharon was with me, her warm hand clutching mine. She wore a short turquoise skirt and matching bikini top. The cleavage of her breasts was deep, inviting. Her ripe nipples stood proud beneath the tight material. They sought the warmth of my mouth. Beneath her skirt she was naked. The evening was too hot to wear panties. Panties were restricting, they repressed sexual love.

We passed an old man sitting on a doorstep. His gnarled hands toyed with worry-beads. He didn't look up at us. In his worrying, he hadn't seen us. He must have lived long ago. He must have lived and loved. Perhaps he'd loved and died. Love kills. Music drifted from the taverna as we walked. Glasses chinked and laughter filled the warm air. Crickets chirped. I was in heaven. I was with Sharon.

Dropping the letter into the box by the pub, I felt happy. I'd taken the plunge. The letter posted, the plane ticket at home, I was all set to go. But there was David. He'd complain, moan bitterly. But I needed the break, the break from him if nothing else. I'd fallen into a rut in recent months and couldn't climb out. David was digging the deepening rut. David was the rut.

The pub didn't look inviting. The paintwork was cracked and dry, the windows dirty. The Polar Bear. The name was wintry, I didn't like it. I would have preferred The Summer Breeze or The Plough and Meadow. Entering the building, I walked to the bar and ordered a coke.

A few people were scattered here and there. They leaned on the bar or up against the wall. Some perched on stools, their heads hung in their boredom. They held their glasses nervously, sipping now and then in their self-consciousness. Their eyes darting, they caught each other's eyes and let out false chuckles. They were uneasy. They didn't want to be there. They didn't want to be with their partners. The Polar Bear was appropriate.

Sitting at a table with my drink, I gazed at the pale faces of my fellow patrons. One man jumped and looked round every time the door opened. He was in his fifties, wearing jeans and a T-shirt. Was he trying to discover his lost youth? He was with a girl half his age. She was blonde, pretty with pouting lips. Her legs seemed too long for her short skirt. Was I jealous? At the end of the evening she would open her legs for him. What did she get in return? Money? He was nervous, twitchy. Did he think his wife would turn up and discover his infidelity?

I sipped my coke. The bubbles went up my nose, the ice chinked. I looked about the bar and wondered why I was there. Quiz Night Every Thursday. The chalked notice wasn't inviting. David would be the quizmaster. Who are you going to Greece with? How long are you going for? Is there someone else? Will you be pleased to be away from me? Why can't we go together? Why? Why? Why? I didn't know why anything. My dislike for David was growing fast.

He walked into the bar like a man walking into a lingerie department. He looked awkward, out of place. He didn't know his wife's bust size. Padded cups? Under wired? He held his hand to his head and looked about him. He was angry. Catching sight of me, he walked briskly towards me and sat down. Thank you, David. I'd love another Coke. Yes, I'm fine. Yes, I had a great day at work. Did he know the real me? Did I know?

"What's all this about?" he asked, shaking his head as if he were talking to a naughty child.

"What do you mean?" I frowned, knowing full well what he meant.

"This Greek thing." His expression was pained in his torment. "This... this holiday nonsense." His grimace made him look ugly. "What's it all about?"

"I'm Shirley Valentine," I smiled. I recalled going to see the film with my mother. She'd wanted to be Shirley Valentine. "You come in my boat," I giggled. "We no fuck."

"Kirsty!" David scowled. He looked around the bar and then locked his dark eyes to mine. "For God's sake," he whispered through gritted teeth.

I feigned innocence. "What's the matter?" I asked.

"Your language. I've never heard you swear before. What's happened to you? This holiday thing..."

"I..." I've been touched by another girl. "Nothing's happened to me. I'm going to stay with my uncle for a couple of weeks. What's wrong with that?" David's penis would miss my vagina. He'd think of my vagina as he masturbated. He'd miss fucking me. That's what was wrong. "Sharon might be coming with me," I added happily.

He shook his head despairingly. "I'm not having you go with her," he said irritably. "You know what she's like."

"Her?" Was she an object? "No, what is she like, David?"

"She's... she's a slut, Kirsty. She'll be off with every man she can get her hands on. God, the way she behaved at Ian's party was..."

"How will that affect me?" I interrupted him. He didn't like being interrupted. "I'm going to Greece to stay with my uncle."

"I can't have you cavorting about in Greece."

"David, I'm not going to fuck the local men."

"Kirsty!"

"Yes, David?"

"I can see that there's no point in trying to discuss this. God only knows what your mother will have to say about it."

I grinned a triumphant grin. "She's been encouraging me to go," I said.

"I don't believe that."

As usual, David was beginning to annoy me. I didn't want to be his girlfriend and wished I'd never gone back to him. We all make mistakes. I pondered on the restricting chains of relationships. Did I really need him? I had my candle lover to comfort me. What would I be doing if I wasn't sitting in the pub with him? Dancing, laughing, living life. I had Sharon to love me. Sharon was soft in her femininity. David was hard and cold in his masculinity. I wanted to sit cross-legged on the lawn and make daisy chains with Sharon.

David walked across the worn carpet and ordered a drink. Standing awkwardly at the bar, he toyed with the change in his trouser pockets. He was an old man in a young man's body. He rarely laughed, didn't like jokes, and frowned upon me if I seemed to be enjoying myself. He was boring. Something was missing in his life, but he didn't know what. I knew what was missing in mine.

As he returned to the table, I looked down at his trousers. They were too long, the turn-ups folding over his black shoes. His tie was loose, his jacket open. His dark hair had fallen over his lined forehead. His hands and slender fingers that had never worked annoyed me. Up at seven-thirty, to the office, home at six... Spontaneity wasn't a word in his vocabulary. I didn't know what I'd ever seen in him.

Sitting opposite me, he looked me up and down as he sipped his scotch. What was he thinking? I was about to ask him when I noticed Sharon walk in. She must have phoned and my mother had said where I was. Standing at the bar, she turned and saw me. My stomach somersaulted as she smiled and waved. I focused on her long legs, the tapering of her naked thighs below her short skirt. The roundness of her firm buttocks billowed her skirt. I imagined her naked. My clitoris stirred.

David hadn't seen her. He was too busy wallowing in his resentment to have noticed. His anger would deepen once Sharon joined us. He'd not have the opportunity to lecture me. He'd have to restrain himself in his seething. His moodiness made me happy. Sharon ordered her drink and then walked over to our table. Was her mind flooded with thoughts of lesbianism? She looked summery, like a flower. I wanted to smell her.

"Hi, you two," she beamed. Her white blouse fell open. I couldn't take my eyes off the cleavage of her firm breasts. Her erect nipples stood proud, pressing though the flimsy material as if inviting my tongue.

"I'll bet my mother told you where I was," I smiled, pondering her nipples. I wanted to lick and suck them. I wanted to suck an orgasm from her erect clitoris.

"Yes, I rang." She turned and looked at David. "We're going to Greece," she trilled, her wide eyes sparkling.

"So I've heard," he murmured. Self-pity must be a terrible affliction.

"David doesn't want me to go," I said. I felt smug.

"I didn't say that," he returned, obviously not wanting Sharon to think him a stick-in-the-mud. "Kirsty, I didn't say..."

"No, I'm sorry. You said that you didn't want me to go - with Sharon."

"Oh," Sharon breathed, the blue pools of her eyes reflecting disappointment as they darted between David and me.

"No, I didn't mean..." David began, toying nervously with his glass. "All I said was..."

"What he said was that he doesn't want me to go with you because he thinks you're a slut who'll go off with every man you can get your hands on."

"Kirsty!" he growled. "I didn't say..."

"That's what you said, David. Let's not argue about it. Sharon and I are going, so it's not worth discussing."

As Sharon sipped her drink, I gazed at her middle finger wrapped around her glass. I knew where that finger had been. My inner petals had lovingly hugged it as she'd driven it deep into the heat of my tight vagina. It had trespassed into David's penis hole, deep into his domain. Had she sucked my juices of lesbian love from her finger? When she'd got home, she might have masturbated in her bed. Her thoughts would have been with me, my swollen outer lips, the wet sheath of my girl sex.

I wanted to tell David that I'd given my vagina to Sharon. If he'd known that she'd pulled my wet panties down and slipped her finger deep into his penis hole... I smiled as he gazed at me. His face expressionless, he sipped his scotch. Marriage? The patter of tiny feet? What were his thoughts? I knew that he wanted to control me. If I were his wife, I'd belong to him. But I wasn't his wife and he had no say in my life. He didn't return my smile as I licked my lips provocatively. Perhaps he was thinking about masturbating while I was away. Was he thinking of my vagina? Sharon looked sullen. She'd been hurt by David's cruel words. I had to try to cheer her up.

"Fancy coming back for coffee?" I asked her. I could feel David squirming, seething in his fury.

"That would be nice," she replied. Her diamond-blue eyes caught mine. She knew what I had in mind. The long lashes of her eyes fluttered alluringly. "Shall we go now?" she asked eagerly.

"We'll finish our drinks," I replied. Desire welled between my thighs.

"I thought we might go out for a meal this evening," David finally voiced in his obvious displeasure.

"Maybe tomorrow," I said. He wanted to take me back to his flat and sperm me. "Sharon and I have plans to make."

"Well, in that case..." He knocked back his scotch and stood up. "When is this holiday?"

"End of next week. We leave on Friday."

"Presumably I'll hear from you before you go away?"

"Presumably."

As he left, I felt as if a heavy rain cloud had drifted away. The sun was shining, the air warm and comfortable. Sharon blossomed like a flower, her smile returning, her eyes sparkling. I again looked at her middle finger, my panties wetting as I recalled her massaging deep within the hot sheath of my vagina. What had happened in my bedroom was our secret, there was no guilt. I did wonder at my sexual identity, but it had seemed so right to be half-naked on my bed with Sharon. Perhaps we'd share a double bed in my uncle's villa. My clitoris stirred in expectation of Sharon's wet mouth. I needed to come.

"About last night," Sharon said. Her eyes lowered to her glass. Was she sad? Did she have regrets? "I don't want you to think that..."

"I don't think anything," I interrupted her. I thought a million thoughts.

"No, listen." Her eyes fluttered, catching mine briefly. "Kirsty... What I'm trying to say is that it was a one off." My heart sank as a wave of disappointment crashed over me. "I've never done anything like that before," she sighed. "I suppose it was... Well, what with you walking around the room in your panties, and then lying on the bed with your..."

"Don't say any more," I breathed. "Don't shatter my dream."

"Your dream?" she frowned.

"I've never done anything like that before, either. Apart from that Halloween night when you stayed, I've..."

"God, that was years ago."

"I've never forgotten it, Sharon."

"Kirsty, I'm not a lesbian."

"Do you think I am?"

"I don't know. Are you?"

"I don't know what I am. But I do know that the warmth and love I felt last night was..."

"Let's talk about something else," she murmured. Her guilt had won.

"There is nothing else."

Crazy thought it was, I felt devastated. My heart sinking, my stomach churning, I felt as if a long relationship was over. One brief encounter was all we'd had, and yet I felt as if my life was in ruins. I gazed at her pretty face framed by her blonde hair. She was beautiful, sensual. I knew that I couldn't give up. If we could at least enjoy mutual masturbation now and then, I'd have been happy. No, I wanted more than that. What did she really want? Although I'd blatantly offered her my body, she'd made the first move. She must have felt something.

"Are you ready?" I asked, finishing my drink.

"OK," she smiled. My heart lifted as her blue eyes locked to mine. "We've got plans to make. I don't think I'll take too many clothes. Just a few things to wear in the evenings and..."

"Come on," I interrupted her. "We'll talk about it when we get back."

Placing her empty glass on the table, she followed me to the door. Did she have sex on her mind? I wondered as we ambled along the street. Chatting and laughing about the holiday, she seemed happy enough. It was as if she'd forgotten the events of the previous night. Perhaps she was trying to block out the truth. I did wonder whether she was fighting a battle in her mind. Perhaps she wanted to have a sexual relationship with me but couldn't admit it. I pondered on walking around my bedroom in my bra and panties, but felt that subtlety was the better approach.

Entering the house, I noticed a note on the hall table. My mother had gone to see her sister. She'd be back around ten. Checking my watch, I concealed a grin as Sharon closed the front door. I had a good three hours to... Seduce Sharon? I was sure that, after the previous night, she'd be easy prey. Was that how I looked upon her? Prey? I was the predator. My juices seeped in their oozing, my clitoris roused at the prospect of her massaging fingers. I realized then that Sharon had become a conquest.

"Well," she breathed, following me into my room and flopping onto the bed. "Greece, here we come." I smiled at her as she moved up the bed and leaned against the headboard. I think it was a knowing smile. Did she know? My stomach fluttering as I gazed at the smooth skin of her naked thighs, I didn't know what to do. If she succumbed to her inner desires and we made love, I knew that we'd regularly indulge in lesbian sex. She'd already shown the deep intimacy of her affection for me. All I had to do now was take her gently across the threshold to ensure that she'd be mine whenever I wanted her. Dare I display my sex-bulged panties?

She didn't attempt to cover the alluring flesh of her naked thighs as her skirt rode up. Perhaps she was playing games, teasing me, stirring my inner desires. Glimpsing the triangular patch of her billowy red panties, I wondered. Had she honestly looked upon the previous night's intimate caressing as a one off? She'd hardly allow me to spy her panties beneath her short skirt had she felt genuine remorse for her act of lesbian love. I longed to know what thoughts were careering deep within the dark tunnels of her mind.
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