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The Val­ley of the Frogs


.

Maybe in a few years I’ll be glad, I think as I pack, to be liv­ing at ground level and in a smaller, less ex­pen­sive apart­ment ‐ climb­ing stairs is get­ting harder ev­ery year. Be­hind this catchy claim, I hide my real fears of poverty, old age and ill­ness. The last check‐up had ended on a de­press­ing note; the mam­mo­gram had to be re­peated to be sure. I tried not to think about what it would be like af­ter the surgery.


I sat on the floor of the nearly empty apart­ment, mas­sag­ing my aching knees and tak­ing an oc­ca­sional sip of cold tea in the slant­ing, cool light of the Oc­to­ber sun as I looked at my boxes. Con­sci­en­tiously and thought­fully I have packed ev­ery­thing; the desk, the book­shelves, the boxes are al­most all empty. My God, what all has ac­cu­mu­lated over the years! With ev­ery me­mento, with ev­ery piece of pa­per, with ev­ery let­ter or post­card, scraps of thoughts fly through my head, re­mind­ing me of this or that ex­cur­sion, of many a beau­ti­ful trip, or of friends and lovers from a dis­tant past.



Un­con­sciously I have worked my way from the present layer by layer into the past. At the very, very bot­tom ‐ the blond braids I had cut off when I was 16, and my old di­ary note­books. With a cer­tain in­ex­pli­ca­ble shy­ness, I pick up the old, worn note­books, flip through them briefly be­fore putting them away. Slowly, in­ex­orably and in­sis­tently, the res­ur­rec­tion of the past takes place, slowly im­ages form from a time that al­ready lies over half a cen­tury in the past. The war, to­wards the end of which I was born. The youth I spent in the small town in the foothills of the Alps. The friends and play­mates, our ad­ven­tures and se­cret games. My fa­ther, my beloved fa­ther, and my mother. The bravest mother in this world.


And ‐ the dis­as­ter.


I am strangely con­fused, am un­fo­cused at my work in the li­brary, avoid the old di­ary note­books for weeks, and keep push­ing the ur­gent thoughts aside. I have al­ready writ­ten enough, ev­ery­thing has al­ready been writ­ten once; nev­er­the­less: my story, my very own story, has not yet been writ­ten. Not this story.


A walk with my fa­ther on the shore of the Chiem­see. At that time, af­ter the end of the ter­ri­ble war, the long bus ride to Chiem­see was cer­tainly a great lux­ury, but my fa­ther wanted to spend Sun­day with me ‐ so I thought at the time, not sus­pect­ing that these beau­ti­ful Sun­days were in fact vis­it­ing days af­ter the end of their re­la­tion­ship. In any case, I ran, hopped and dal­lied along in the sun­shine on the lake­side path next to my fa­ther and asked him (pre­sum­ably) holes in the ears, as chil­dren just do.


My fa­ther grins and scratches the back of his head. That’s about it, he says, that’s about it, but ac­tu­ally the aunt is only jok­ing. The chil­dren get dad and mom, they weren’t brought by the stork. But, I in­sist stub­bornly, she said it! He laughs and says that it’s just an old chil­dren’s tale, but when you’re older you’ll un­der­stand ev­ery­thing. To­day they tell you that the stork pokes in the frog pond with his long beak un­til he finds a lit­tle baby among all the frogs, then he rises ma­jes­ti­cally and brings the child in his beak to the mother ‐ and when he puts the child in her lap, it can hap­pen that he pinches her a lit­tle with his long, pointed beak. Fa­ther laughs and strokes my blond head with his won­der­ful, warm hand. We are all fished out of the pond in the val­ley of the frogs by the stork, as chil­dren, and only when we have left this val­ley are we adults.


Sud­denly a warm wave full of fond mem­o­ries of him washes over me, clench­ing around my heart and mak­ing my tears well up, stick­ing in my throat as an ugly scratchy lump. Dur­ing the long time we spent to­gether wait­ing for Mother’s re­turn, it took a long time be­fore I be­gan to sense how her love was dy­ing. What did I un­der­stand about what he must feel as a war re­turnee when peo­ple in the vil­lage called my mother a sol­dier’s sweet­heart and a French whore be­hind closed doors? What did I un­der­stand about how des­per­ate she must have been af­ter my birth, when fa­ther did not re­turn home af­ter the end of the war and she thought he was dead. What did I un­der­stand even then about the am­bigu­ous moral­ity and the peo­ple who liked to pre­tend to be chaste bour­geois, but in truth they acted out their share of horni­ness and sex at ev­ery op­por­tu­nity….



No, don’t say any­thing now! I write, write with a heavy heart about the time when I was still swim­ming in the frog pond and the stork fished me out to let me fall rather un­gently into the lap of this world. It is a strange mix­ture of long­ing, sad­ness, anger and de­sire with which I write about my be­gin­nings in the val­ley of the frogs.





Un­cle Erich




For the life of me, I can’t re­mem­ber when or how my child­hood sex­u­al­ity awak­ened. Or maybe I do; there was the mat­ter of Un­cle Erich. I must say in ad­vance that I hardly re­mem­ber back to­day, be­cause I was about 6, maybe al­ready 7.



Fa­ther had had to give up work on the farm and hire him­self out as a truck driver, he was of­ten on the road for weeks at a time. Mother was alone with me ‐ as fa­ther some­times joked ‐ “in the val­ley of the frogs”. One day Un­cle Erich was sud­denly there; ob­vi­ously a war in­valid, who be­sides his stiff leg and empty dan­gling shirt sleeve was also a bit strange in the head and never talked. Mother took in the com­pletely starved and ter­ri­bly ema­ci­ated un­cle, al­though we had to be very fru­gal our­selves. He wasn’t re­ally an un­cle, but we all called him that.


Day in and day out, he sat in the tool shed be­hind the big wood­pile and stared out at the field. When the meal was fixed, Mother would send me to call him, and I would run off ex­ult­ing, only to drag him out by his still hand and fool­ishly skip and dally to the kitchen. I think I missed Dad a lot then.


When I ran off to him like that, his buzzing and mys­te­ri­ous nest­ing stopped, and my cu­rios­ity was never sat­is­fied as to what he was nest­ing about. Day by day I be­came more and more cu­ri­ous about what Un­cle Erich was do­ing in the morn­ings and af­ter­noons; for when­ever I ap­proached, he looked out at the field with a smile and did noth­ing, un­til one day I had the idea of sneak­ing up on him through the cel­lar, bravely bit­ing off my fear. So I came to the last lit­tle cel­lar win­dow through which I could look up. Un­cle Erich was sit­ting there qui­etly, had his hand tucked into the front of his pants, and was play­ing with his tip­pet.


Yes, with his cor­ner, be­cause I had seen with Andi, the neigh­bor­ing boy, that boys have such a small, dan­gling cor­ner in­stead of the slit. And it was now stick­ing out of Un­cle Erich’s fly, and he was play­ing with it, slowly rub­bing it back and forth, and that was re­ally all. I trolled my­self again and then got doubts again, whether that was al­ready ev­ery­thing. I now spent ev­ery free minute sneak­ing up to the base­ment win­dow and watch­ing him, but all I saw was a long, long time of noth­ing and then a bit of tip play­ing and then noth­ing again.


Cu­ri­ous as I was, how­ever, I wanted to see ev­ery­thing in more de­tail. So I climbed one day very, very care­fully on the wood pile, which was un­der the cel­lar win­dow, and waited anx­iously for the cock game. Now I could see much more clearly that Un­cle Erich was grip­ping the tip tightly with his hand and slowly rub­bing it up and down. I saw some­thing small and red danc­ing up and down the front tip, be­tween Un­cle Erich’s fin­gers. I stretched higher to see it more closely, kick­ing loose a few logs as I did so.


Un­cle Erich paused, let the cock slide into his pants and looked me straight in the eye. I was stiff with fright and was about to start cry­ing, when he smiled very kindly and shook his head re­as­sur­ingly that I shouldn’t cry. I looked at him with wide eyes, and sud­denly he beck­oned me to come to him. Af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion, his harm­less smile con­vinced me, and I climbed out through the base­ment win­dow. I sat down next to him and we looked out at the field to­gether.


This went on for a few days, I be­gan to find it mo­not­o­nous and bor­ing. One day I had to pee now ur­gently and went to the el­der bush, squat­ted down and let it run. I looked around and saw Un­cle Erich un­but­ton­ing his pants and rub­bing the top while he watched me pee. When I fin­ished, I stood up, un­de­cided; but Un­cle Erich beck­oned me to join him. Then he told me to climb onto the lit­tle ta­ble and told me to squat there. When I un­der­stood, I fol­lowed guile­lessly and now squat­ted in front of him, while he looked up my skirt and stared at my slit; in sum­mer, we girls in the coun­try rarely wore panties. He looked and looked and got a very red head, only now I no­ticed how bright his blond hair and eye­brows were. I was a bit scared and em­bar­rassed, but he whis­pered that I shouldn’t be scared and then I wasn’t; on the con­trary, I got a very ex­cit­ing feel­ing.  And while he looked at the slit be­tween my spread legs, he quickly pulled out his lit­tle tip and rubbed it, up and down, un­til a few white, sticky droplets squirted out.


Af­ter that, he tucked the lit­tle tip away again and we looked back at the field and kept silent, be­cause Un­cle Erich prac­ti­cally never wanted to talk. The strong, burn­ing pal­pi­ta­tions were al­ways stronger than my fear to show him my lit­tle slit. Heart pound­ing, I squat­ted in front of him, be­cause he liked to look at my lit­tle slit, and so the days went by with the same rit­ual; look­ing at the field for a long time, squat­ting on the lit­tle ta­ble and let­ting him look at the slit, then tak­ing out the tip, rub­bing it and squirt­ing a few drops, then look­ing at the field again. Prob­a­bly would have gone on un­til the end of the sum­mer if Mother hadn’t sur­prised us one day.


When she, rub­bing her wet hands dry with a towel, came through the tool shed to­wards us, saw me squat­ting on the ta­ble with my legs spread, and in front of me poor Un­cle Erich, who was rub­bing his cock, she shrieked loudly and hit him sev­eral times over the head with the towel, tore me from the ta­ble and dragged me into the kitchen, yam­mer­ing and moan­ing madly. I un­der­stood noth­ing ex­cept that I was a poor, se­duced girl and how bad this Erich was and that fa­ther would not bear this ter­ri­ble dis­grace. In the midst of all her wail­ing and lament­ing, I be­gan to cry and sob, be­cause I be­lieved her threats that she would “cut off this Erich’s cock”. Mother took me, still sob­bing and cry­ing, to the neigh­bor’s house, where I was locked in the empty bed­room and heard the two women scold­ing and clam­or­ing in the liv­ing room. I heard loud scream­ing again when Mr. Moser, the neigh­bor, came home and now also rum­bled and scolded loudly.


What hap­pened next, I no longer re­mem­ber, only that Un­cle Erich was sud­denly gone and never came back.




The Kabunkes




In the sum­mer, An­drea came from Berlin to our neigh­bors for a va­ca­tion. She was half‐or­phan and lived with her step­mother, Mrs. Kabunke; Mr. Kabunke, how­ever, had stayed in Berlin.  Mrs. Kabunke ‐‐ she was prob­a­bly in her mid‐thir­ties ‐ was, in An­drea’s words, a “very horny babe of Berlins’” (what­ever that might be) and had taken her fa­ther, a wealthy wid­ower ‐ I nod­ded with an ex­pert’s eye, but didn’t un­der­stand a word. An­drea was al­ready al­most 14 and thus two years older than me, a bit chubby and al­ready had a bit of bo­som. To be more pre­cise, she al­ready had quite no­tice­able curves and car­ried them proudly in front of her. She knew ev­ery­thing, could do ev­ery­thing and dared to do ev­ery­thing. When I say ev­ery­thing, I mean ev­ery­thing. Her step­brother Karli was short and stocky, al­though he was al­most 15.


I still have to smile to­day when I think of those first days: how we were out and about like the whirl­wind, mak­ing noise and racket for ten and get­ting up to all sorts of harm­less mis­chief. Of course An­drea wanted to be let in on ev­ery­thing, get to know all the se­cret places and stick her nose in ev­ery­where. Karli some­times trot­ted du­ti­fully be­hind us, but mostly he was with the other vil­lage boys and left us two wifeys alone.


When I showed her the river­side and all the hid­ing places there and also the place where we al­ways changed clothes, she tried to squeeze me out, with which guys we would be around and how that would hap­pen when chang­ing clothes or bathing; naively I dodged and help­lessly shrugged my shoul­ders at most of the ques­tions. So An­drea soon got the up­per hand and ca­su­ally said that she had al­ready fucked at the age of 11 (“screwed”, she said, and it was cer­tainly a lie, be­cause she al­ways wanted to be bet­ter than me, the twelve‐year‐old, in ev­ery­thing). When I looked at her un­com­pre­hend­ingly, she made a cir­cle with her thumb and in­dex fin­ger and drove her other in­dex fin­ger in and out. I be­gan to vaguely guess what she meant, and said that in our house only the an­i­mals would “screw”. “I had al­ready seen when the boar mounted the sow or the dogs mated.” An­drea laughed me out­right and found, “there had to be learned but still very much, my lit­tle babe”. And al­ready she took the lead, said, we get it al­ready and smiled mys­te­ri­ously to him­self.


Only a lit­tle later she pulled me, putting her in­dex fin­ger mys­te­ri­ously on her lips, qui­etly and se­cretly up the stairs in Moser’s house. Ar­rived in the up­per floor she pulled me into the store­room be­side Mrs. Kabunkes room and meant, we must be now quiet and wait. I was cu­ri­ous to see what was com­ing, but An­drea still acted mys­te­ri­ous and only told me to be as quiet as a mouse. It took ages un­til Mrs. Kabunke came into the room. We heard her fid­dling and rustling in her room. An­drea tugged at my sleeve and told me to look through the slit in the wooden wall like she did. So I pressed my­self against the board wall and peered through the gap. There lay Mrs. Kabunke in her night­gown on the bed, fix­ing her hair and look­ing at her face in a small hand mir­ror. I shrugged and ges­tured to An­drea, “So what?” but she put her in­dex fin­ger to her lips again and in­di­cated that we should wait pa­tiently. So we waited an eter­nity, it was bland and dull, but then we heard the stairs groan and creak, and Sepp, the Moser’s ser­vant, stepped into Frau Kabunke’s room.


To me this seemed ir­reg­u­lar and not right, what has a ser­vant to be in the cham­ber of a sum­mer guest, but Mrs. Kabunke didn’t seem sur­prised at all, not even when Sepp stripped off his sus­penders and un­but­toned the front of his trousers. His cock flapped out thick and chunky. To my ut­ter amaze­ment, Sepp now lay down on top of Mrs. Kabunke, fid­geted a bit be­tween his and her thighs, and then bobbed up and down on top of her like a gym­nast do­ing push‐ups. I looked at An­drea in be­wil­der­ment, but she only ges­tured “keep look­ing, keep look­ing!” and pressed her eyes to her board wall gap again.


Mrs. Kabunke now made most strange sounds, moan­ing and groan­ing with ev­ery thrust of Sepp’s ab­domen and seemed to cheer him on at the same time. From Sepp I saw only the bare ass cheeks bob­bing up and down over the half low­ered pants, then he paused pant­ing, shook him­self and snorted like a horse. Mrs. Kabunke pushed him aside and pulled her night­gown back into place. Then she whis­pered briefly to him, Sepp pulled his pants back up, and then trudged out more or less qui­etly. When she was now alone, Frau Kabunke, for her part, smoothed out her night­gown again sev­eral times, then ec­stat­i­cally stroked both breasts in turn and put a hand be­tween her legs. Af­ter some time of stroking her breasts, she jerked vi­o­lently be­tween her legs with the other hand, rolled back and forth, and lay down to sleep with a sigh. Sleep, in broad day­light!


It had be­come quiet, I looked at An­drea and she looked at me ex­pec­tantly. I still didn’t un­der­stand any­thing and shrugged my shoul­ders. An­drea pulled me out now, we qui­etly slipped out of the house like cats and walked to our gos­sip spot in the at­tic of our house. An­drea asked if I had now seen ev­ery­thing? I nod­ded rather un­cer­tainly, un­til she blurted out that Kabunke (she al­ways said Kabunke, never mother or step­mother) had just been “fucked” by Sepp. I asked, the up and down where the Sepp had a naked ass, that? An­drea af­firmed and con­tin­ued: “and then the Old Kabunke has still mas­tur­bated!” Now I was com­pletely ir­ri­tated and she had to ex­plain ev­ery­thing to me in de­tail: that Sepp some­times sneaks up to the Kabunke in the af­ter­noon, that he then takes out his dick and puts in her slit in the Kabunke. The up and down, yes, that’s the “fuck­ing”, the same thing that an­i­mals do, but Sepp does it like peo­ple do it from the front, not like dogs do it from be­hind, she con­tin­ued with a grin. And then he would squirt with his noo­dle into the Kabunke (a vague mem­ory of Un­cle Erich sud­denly awak­ens in me), and then he’s done, the Sepp, with fuck­ing.


I said, now I’d got it, more or less, but what the “Oldie mas­tur­bated” meant, I did not un­der­stand. An­drea looked at me puz­zled and asked, “What, do you never jerk off?” and I an­swered cow­ardly, no, I don’t know that. Then she laughed up and said, we have that in a mo­ment and quickly took off her un­der­pants and said I had to take off my clothes too. While I slowly and hes­i­tantly took off my un­der­pants, An­drea leaned back and spread her legs so that I could see her sparse dark pu­bic hair and labia. She said I must now im­i­tate her ev­ery­thing, so I also leaned back and spread my legs. An­drea now moist­ened her in­dex fin­ger with her tongue and placed it on the labia, pulled them apart a bit with her other hand and jerked the wet fin­ger back and forth on the slit. I was em­bar­rassed at first and did it too  half‐heart­edly, but I was very care­ful and pressed only lightly, be­cause I knew from my se­cret night­time shenani­gans that I then got such a mad need to pee when I rubbed the slit too hard and too long.


An­drea rubbed and jerked her fin­ger back and forth, then winced slightly and stopped abruptly. With a sweaty face, she asked me if I was com­ing yet too, but I shook my head and stopped too. That’s when she leaned over and started rub­bing my slit. I was taken aback, looked down my body at An­drea’s hand mov­ing back and forth be­tween my legs, felt a gen­tle tug­ging and burn­ing, then the pee‐pee sen­sa­tion, and all at once it shot through me like light­ning. I squirmed un­der her ca­ress and felt my pelvis thrust and twitch to­wards her hand as my legs locked to­gether in spasm.


An­drea let go of me and re­mained silent for a while. Then she said that was the wank and that the Kabunke had made af­ter the fuck when Sepp had gone. I felt dull and soft at the same time, felt a deep still­ness in­side me, and was taken away by all these new things. I thought that Mrs. Kabunke’s in­ven­tion was some­how quite great.


From now on An­drea con­cen­trated on teach­ing me all these things. Only rarely did we sweep through the house or the gar­den any­more, stay­ing away from all the usual places and con­stantly holed up in our at­tic where we could play our lit­tle games undis­turbed. An­drea kept let­ting me feel her vagina, show­ing me ex­actly where the clit was and how it worked when you gen­tly blew on it or gen­tly stroked it with a wet fin­ger and it stiff­ened with a soft throb. I had to feel her labia, put a fin­ger in her vagina and re­port back to her what I was feel­ing. We also stroked each other’s breasts, al­though mine was al­most not there yet, yet I felt a fierce pulling and burn­ing in my ab­domen when An­drea moist­ened my nip­ples or pulled and tugged on them.


I let her tell me more and more of­ten how it was with fuck­ing and some­times we both stripped com­pletely naked and then one laid on the other and we fucked a lit­tle, but I felt noth­ing spe­cial about it. If we thereby ac­ro­bat­i­cally strad­dled vagina to vagina and rubbed and tried to rub the clits against each other, then we al­ready got into vi­o­lent flushes, which were only re­leased when we im­me­di­ately jerked off firmly af­ter­wards. We in­creased from day to day and jerked off to­gether like the sav­ages, of­ten also around the bet, who could faster and more of­ten. In the breaks, we con­stantly chat­ted about  Kabunke or Sepp and fuck­ing, un­til we again got a de­sire to jerk off.


Nat­u­rally, we also jerked off silently and se­cretly, when we watched Sepp and the Kabunke fuck­ing. An­drea knew the habits of the Kabunke pretty well, so that we spied on her not only dur­ing the af­ter­noon fuck with Sepp and the sub­se­quent mas­tur­ba­tion. The Kabunke wanked namely ev­ery af­ter­noon, even if Sepp had no time to fuck, un­til she fell asleep.


That our boys also jerked off with each other, An­drea told me on that mem­o­rable day when she de­cided to form a gang.




An­drea




Of course I hadn’t told An­drea about my se­cret shenani­gans, I was far too ashamed to tell her ev­ery­thing.


Af­ter Un­cle Erich had dis­ap­peared, I felt out­cast, felt like a rot­ten, un­grate­ful child, and felt shunned by the oth­ers like a leper. I curled up in my bed, cud­dled up to my­self, and held on shak­ily. If no one loved me any­more, at least I loved my­self. I took my old bear, squeezed him very sweetly and en­closed his body with my thighs, feel­ing the scratchy fur. Don’t scratch like that, lit­tle bear, I said to him, pro­tect­ing my split with one hand from his scratch­ing. As al­ways, the palm of my hand gave me a com­fort­ing, warm feel­ing. I rubbed that wet slit a bit un­til I fell asleep. From now on, I loved to stroke my­self in the evening un­til I fell asleep.


Ini­tially, I still went over to mother’s bed­room ev­ery morn­ing, but that changed, be­cause mother only wanted to let me come over on Sun­day morn­ings, you’re al­ready a big girl! So I lay in my bed, qui­etly play­ing my games and lis­ten­ing for Mother’s sounds through the thin wall. Yes, some­times I heard her groan­ing or snort­ing and in­stinc­tively wanted to go to her, but I knew she didn’t want me to and I stayed ly­ing there lonely. So I fum­bled with my hand at my cleft and stroked it, ten­derly and gen­tly, un­til I al­most had to wet the bed. Then I stopped for a few mo­ments un­til the pee feel­ing sub­sided, then I stroked my­self again.


An­drea had laughed at me when I told her our ver­sion of Fa­ther’s long trav­els. “Non­sense,” she said with an ex­pert’s eye, “your Old man is eloped!” Pa­tiently she ex­plained to me that fa­ther had run away, that is, he had gone away and would not come back. I ar­gued with her, but strangely enough she was right. Once, when we were re­turn­ing from the Kabunke spy­ing point to our at­tic hid­ing place, she said that Sepp was also go­ing to my mother, but I just cried and didn’t be­lieve it. Al­though it was true.


Once, in the af­ter­noon, I heard Sepp creep­ing qui­etly and care­fully into mother’s bed­room. Heart pound­ing, I lay down in my bed and cov­ered my­self, pulling the cov­ers over my head, not want­ing to hear any­thing. But I heard her, heard his gasp­ing, and later, when Sepp had gone away again, I heard her gasp­ing and moan­ing once more. I re­mem­ber that the first time I felt a vi­o­lent stab in my heart, that I felt mother be­tray­ing me, be­tray­ing fa­ther. And Sepp, he was dumb and stupid, but he be­trayed me too, some­how. I hated them, hated them both, be­cause they be­trayed me. Later, I got used to his rare vis­its and lay un­der the cov­ers, ashamed, lis­ten­ing to the bed groan­ing un­der his pound­ing and hold­ing my hand pro­tec­tively over my lit­tle slit un­til it was over. When he had gone and mother was still groan­ing and sigh­ing, I also rubbed my­self a lit­tle and wanted to love her very, very much, be­cause she was my mother. Ear­lier I had heard noth­ing from her bed­room, now I heard Sepp or her; I didn’t know whether I just hadn’t no­ticed or whether some­thing had ac­tu­ally changed in my mother’s be­hav­ior.


Ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing I would slip on my long night­gown and sneak into her bed­room, as I used to do in child­hood days, lie down next to her un­der the warm blan­ket and snug­gle up close to her. She usu­ally slept lightly and smiled sweetly when I came in, then we fell asleep. No, I would never be­tray her, I felt that and told An­drea so; I would never watch when Sepp was with her. An­drea snorted that I was a bitch, a very stupid bitch, but she left me alone.


But now ev­ery­thing had changed. An­drea had shown me ev­ery­thing, had turned my gen­tle, ten­ta­tive stroking games af­ter bed­time into vig­or­ous, pur­pose­ful mas­tur­ba­tion. I knew now that the pee‐pee feel­ing was just the be­gin­ning of the end, so I con­tin­ued care­fully un­til I felt the strange ur­gent ex­cite­ment that al­most made me for­get ev­ery­thing else. I pressed my lips to­gether and held my breath, be­cause be­yond the pa­per‐thin board wall, my mother was asleep; she wasn’t sup­posed to hear, wasn’t sup­posed to know what her lit­tle girl was do­ing. Held my breath at that, couldn’t stand it any longer, and rubbed very quickly un­til I found fierce re­lease, gasp­ing softly when I was in dan­ger of suf­fo­cat­ing, but I knew that this gasp be­trayed me, be­cause I knew that tell­tale sound of the pressed ex­ha­la­tion that I some­times heard through the wall. I usu­ally fell asleep im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward.


The vis­its from Sepp be­came rarer, not only be­cause he had enough to do with the Kabunke, but also be­cause my mother had taken a part‐time job in the city and only came home late in the evening. So I spent most of my time with An­drea in my room, and we rarely went up to the at­tic any­more. Eaves­drop­ping on the Kabunke was get­ting stale, we were look­ing for some­thing new. I had said to An­drea at some point that I wanted to see a cock, ex­actly how it was, be­cause we had not seen any­thing spe­cific when we watched Sepp at the Kabunke.


One day she brought Karli, her step­brother, with whom she had al­legedly al­ready fucked. I was em­bar­rassed, al­though the Karli was ac­tu­ally quite sim­ple‐minded. But I was em­bar­rassed be­cause An­drea had qui­etly crept into my room, dragged Karli by the hand be­hind her, and had im­me­di­ately sat down on my bed. Karli was stand­ing next to the bed, look­ing ex­pec­tantly at her, be­cause she took off her dress and panties and threw them care­lessly next to the bed. Then she said to me that I had to do the same. Af­ter a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion, I saw from her greedy and stern eyes that no ex­cuses would help, so I stripped naked with a flushed face and hid be­hind An­drea.


“I’ll show you how it’s done,” An­drea said and be­gan to un­but­ton Karli’s pants door. Karli gasped and reached for­ward with his hand, feel­ing An­drea’s ab­domen and try­ing to in­sert a fin­ger into her cunt. An­drea had mean­while opened his pants and slowly pulled out Karli’s cock. I half crouched be­hind her and watched fas­ci­nated.


Af­ter a long fum­bling, Karli had fi­nally stuck a fin­ger into An­drea’s cunt and grinned. She held the tail with one hand and whis­pered over her shoul­der to me:


“Look how it grows now!” and in­deed, the tail be­gan to swell, be­came long and thick. An­drea pulled briefly on the shaft and in front, from the tip, came out the bright red shiny glans. I looked at it closely, I had al­ready seen that ‐ ah, at Un­cle Erich! Only Karlis tail was at least twice as big as that of Un­cle Erich.


Af­ter An­drea had turned the cock back and forth and pushed the skin back and forth a few times, she whis­pered, “Now I’m go­ing to jerk him off!” which Karli ac­knowl­edged with a pleas­ant grunt. An­drea now slid her hand quickly back and forth on the shaft, Karli rolled his eyes and all at once it jerk­ily spurted from his glans. Some splashes hit An­drea’s hand, the rest dripped onto the floor. An­drea brushed the splashes away with her hand as best she could.


“Well?” she asked, look­ing me in the eye. I nod­ded and looked at Karli’s cock hang­ing down like a tired sausage. An­drea reached for his cock again af­ter some time and said that Karli could do it more of­ten, sev­eral times in a row. Karli nod­ded smugly and grunted to An­drea, “Can I?” then reached up to my thigh, not car­ing that I flinched, and cu­ri­ously palmed my slit, fin­ger­ing my vagina and clit. “Ooch, it’s still way too small!” he said dis­ap­point­edly, and asked An­drea, “Can I do it now?” With a sigh, she leaned against me and nod­ded sur­ren­dered.  “But be care­ful!” she ad­mon­ished, open­ing her thighs. Karli took his cock in his hand and rubbed a bit. Sure enough, he got stiff again and ter­ri­bly big. Now he steered it and thrust with it quickly and ruth­lessly into An­drea’s cunt.


She ex­pelled her breath vi­o­lently and I felt her tense against my shoul­der. I looked down over An­drea’s shoul­der along her body and saw the mir­a­cle of fuck­ing: Karli’s cock dis­ap­peared deep into her cunt, only to be pulled out again im­me­di­ately, wet and shiny. Wet and thick it came out, An­drea’s cunt hold­ing it like a frog’s mouth. An­drea gasped harder and clutched his cock so tightly with her labia that Karli had to snort vi­o­lently. This went on for a while, but when he be­gan to ram wildly in and out, she straight­ened up and pushed him off her fear­fully be­cause his se­men was al­ready spurt­ing out.


Karli woke up as if from a deep dream and looked at her like a stupid sheep stand­ing there with his cock wet and dan­gling down. An­drea merely shook her head and mut­tered an­grily that he shouldn’t squirt in, he nod­ded sur­ren­dered and sighed, then he con­tin­ued to jerk off hastily while stand­ing up, threw his head back and con­tin­ued to rub ob­ses­sively, even though only iso­lated drops squirted out of his glans; I sud­denly un­der­stood ex­actly what Un­cle Erich had done back then. Karli con­tin­ued to rub and rub with a dis­torted face un­til noth­ing more came. Then he stowed his wet cock in his pants with­out a word and went out with­out look­ing at us again.


An­drea looked at me tri­umphantly. “Well, you didn’t think I’d fuck him, did you?” she asked chal­leng­ingly, nod­ding as if in her own con­fir­ma­tion. “He al­ways wants to ram me hard and cum in­side, but I don’t want to get preg­nant!” said An­drea, and fol­lowed up with, “but it al­ways makes me ter­ri­bly horny when he fucks me!” then she leaned back and mas­tur­bated re­ally fast with her fin­ger. I didn’t un­der­stand about get­ting preg­nant, be­cause Karli had squirted in­side, but we didn’t talk about it any­more. Only much later did she make a re­mark that you have to have your pe­riod to get preg­nant ‐ but that’s not the case with you, she con­tin­ued from above. This was the first time An­drea let me watch her fuck Karli, but now I had to be­lieve her willy‐nilly.


From now on, when I lay in bed in the evening and dream­ily played with my clit, I al­ways saw Karli’s cock squirt­ing or hump­ing in front of me, felt pleas­ant warmth and long­ingly pulling ex­cite­ment, which did not leave me un­til the cli­max.





The Gang



An­drea blurted out the idea of start­ing a gang just as we were tak­ing a gasp­ing break, and she said that ev­ery­one had a gang these days, like the Tom Sawyer gang or the Huck­le­berry Finn gang. I was awestruck at all that An­drea knew, es­pe­cially be­cause she had a very clear idea of the gang. She would be the gang leader, of course, I would be her ad­ju­tant, and the neigh­bor boys Philipp and Andi and her step­brother Karli would be the gang mem­bers. She imag­ined how we would have to de­velop our own se­cret code so that the adults could not de­ci­pher our se­cret mes­sages, we would need se­cret cer­e­monies and rit­u­als, a pun­ish­ment reg­is­ter with the most won­der­ful tor­tures for pos­si­ble sin­ners who vi­o­lated the se­cret code. Per­haps it also played a role that An­drea’s va­ca­tions lasted only a week and a half more.


Band, ad­ju­tant, codex, ci­pher, cas­si­ber: my imag­i­na­tion also be­gan to do som­er­saults. They must play with us and meet us in se­cret places, I said, and An­drea said: they will be our slaves! I looked at my great friend from the side as she added: and we will play great games, in­clud­ing fuck­ing, jerk­ing off and stuff…. She dis­pelled my doubts by telling me that she had al­ready jerked off to­gether with Karli and Andi, the 12‐year‐old neigh­bor’s son. By the way, the two of them al­ways do it with each other, she re­vealed to me in a con­spir­a­to­ri­ally low­ered voice, while I stared at her in dis­be­lief ‐two boys, with each other? ‐I didn’t have to wait long for that, the next day was the day.


An­drea and I now de­vel­oped an al­most fran­tic bus­tle to or­ga­nize the gang. Of course, the guys were only with tricks to move to join in, but An­drea promised to let them in on all the se­crets, there the cu­ri­ous guys could not re­sist, at the same time An­drea had skill­fully laid the foun­da­tion for a horny time.


The gang met now day in ‐day out in the rear part of the equip­ment shed, which the adults hardly en­tered. There they would not have stared badly namely, what we’re do­ing there. First of all, of course, there was the cer­e­mo­nial ac­cep­tance and the oath of al­le­giance that An­drea had thought up with Karli. We swore this and that on the life of the mother, grand­mother and what do I know whose else. Then the oath of al­le­giance had to be sealed; for this An­drea in­vented a rit­ual: we all had to piss in a large jam jar, the urine was to be stirred and then cer­e­mo­ni­ously placed on top of a box; who­ever would com­mit trea­son would have to drink the jam jar all at once! ‐ Ev­ery­one agreed, but no one re­ally dared to start piss­ing. Then An­drea un­cer­e­mo­ni­ously pulled up her skirt, squat­ted over the jar and let it run. Then she waved Philipp, who now pulled his Pinky out of his pants with a red head and peed in a slight arc in the glass, af­ter him Karli and Andi. Last came my turn.


Now the first in­hi­bi­tion was over­come, we still played the whole af­ter­noon In­di­ans and se­cret so­ci­ety, but An­drea steered the games slowly in the right di­rec­tion. The next morn­ing we met for the first real se­cret so­ci­ety meet­ing; quickly all should un­der­stand what was to be un­der­stood by it.


An­drea in­vented a won­der­ful South Sea story, with us as stranded cast­aways. Af­ter a while we all had to un­dress ‐ in the South Seas it is known to be very hot and the strand­ing had shred­ded our clothes from our bod­ies, or so. I ob­served the dif­fer­ent cocks of the boys, one small and stiff, the other longer but hang­ing down limply. Af­ter the first mo­ment of shock, I didn’t mind much be­ing naked my­self and be­ing looked at. The story was wo­ven on and on, then An­drea said we were a na­tive tribe who had kid­napped a poor white girl (me) and were think­ing of sac­ri­fic­ing her on an al­tar.


My sur­prised protest did not help, I was laid out in the mid­dle by the na­tives and now lay there naked and fear­ful, await­ing my end. An­drea was, of course, the head priest­ess, who sum­moned the spir­its and, mut­ter­ing in­can­ta­tions, groped and pal­pated the poor crea­ture. The lads’ eyes nearly bulged out of their sock­ets as the head priest­ess fid­dled with the vic­tim’s cleft, pre­tend­ing. Karli stared un­blink­ingly at my slit, which was be­ing tugged, pulled and rubbed by An­drea, and be­gan to wank with a grin. It scared me a bit when he sud­denly took a step closer and squirted in a wide arc in my di­rec­tion.


Now An­drea let go of her vic­tim, knelt down on the floor next to Philipp and grabbed onto his cock, but held it very still. Philipp didn’t make a sound, only his ears turned bright red. His stiff cock be­gan to throb in An­drea’s hand, be­came even stiffer and soon the lit­tle red head peeked out from the tip. Philip seemed thun­der­struck and al­lowed with­out re­sis­tance that she rubbed his cock lightly. First care­fully, then she pulled the fore­skin back more and more en­er­get­i­cally over the red tip. All at once Philip winced, and out of his cock it squirted in lit­tle plunges: ev­ery­one watched tensely while An­drea stopped rub­bing and let it splash on the floor.



Philipp em­bar­rass­ingly closed his thighs and cov­ered his flac­cid cock with one hand. An­drea told how­ever her South Sea story fur­ther and said to Philipp, now he must do it to her. Philipp looked un­com­pre­hend­ing, where­upon An­drea now leaned back and opened her thighs. Ev­ery­one looked at her slit, which she will­ingly showed. Then she stroked it with her hand, back and forth, as if by chance; then she be­gan to mas­tur­bate. She asked me to join in, and af­ter a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion, I half‐heart­edly did. While we sat on the floor with our legs spread and jerked off, the boys watched us with their heads turned up red; I saw how one af­ter the other got hard again. An­drea acted quite neatly and started twitch­ing, the­atri­cally spread­ing her thighs and pre­tend­ing to have a God‐knows‐what‐fine or­gasm, ooch and ouch, al­though she had none at all; I stopped my list­less rub­bing.


Af­ter a pause, An­drea told Karli and Andi to rub too; but they hes­i­tated. She grabbed Andi’s cock and rubbed him quickly, but he would not and would not squirt, al­though An­drea had now rubbed very long and quite firmly. Then Karli said that Andi couldn’t do it that way and would rather have it “from be­hind” and then would also squirt well. An­drea looked at her step­brother Karli for a long time and thought hard, then she nod­ded and said, “al­right!” Ap­par­ently it was not new to her, as now Andi knelt down with strad­dled legs, bent for­ward and Karli pushed his cock into Andi’s ass­hole.


I was com­pletely stunned in the first mo­ment. Thought of Seppl and the Kabunke. Yes, what is he do­ing? ‐ Karli started to care­fully fuck Andi, then he got faster and wilder, while I crouched next to Andi and watched how his lit­tle cock swelled and seemed to throb in time with Karli’s fuck­ing. I found it arous­ing the way his sac and cock bobbed in uni­son, the way a few droplets dripped out of Andy’s glans on long strings. Karli laughed when he saw me crouch­ing there in amaze­ment, lifted Andy up a lit­tle by the hips and con­tin­ued to fuck him wildly. All at once Andy’s small, pointed cock be­gan to spurt of its own ac­cord, squirt­ing at the same rate as he was be­ing fucked by Karli. Karli kept thrust­ing and thrust­ing, all at once pulling his cock out of Andi’s bot­tom and squirt­ing once vi­o­lently into the air, then rub­bing un­til he could take no more. Andi cow­ered in the cor­ner and looked at none of us any­more, ap­par­ently he was kind of ashamed af­ter all.


So the last va­ca­tion days passed, we of course played this game again and again, al­though the boys didn’t want to as of­ten as we did. All in all, we did this South Sea magic a cou­ple of times, with An­drea al­ways com­ing up with vari­a­tions. Once, her play­ing around with the poor vic­tim turned se­ri­ous and the head priest­ess rubbed my clit un­til I had a strong or­gasm, which made me feel quite ashamed the first time. Af­ter a while, how­ever, this be­came a rit­ual, and when it oc­curred to the head priest­ess, the boys would hold me by the arms and legs un­til she mas­tur­bated me a sec­ond time. Af­ter a few days, I didn’t feel ashamed at all when they all cu­ri­ously watched me or­gasm. In gen­eral, pro­duc­ing in front of oth­ers and watch­ing be­came more and more im­por­tant for all gang mem­bers ev­ery day.


An­drea was re­ally in­fat­u­ated with Philipp, but he didn’t want to or couldn’t do it very of­ten. Once ‐ and only this one time ‐ Philipp was al­lowed to fuck her a lit­tle, only very briefly and quickly, was al­lowed to care­fully put his glans be­tween her labia and slowly drive back and forth. He did this for a while, then An­drea gen­tly pulled him to­wards her so that he could get deeper in­side. Now he dared to put his cock half in and pull it out again to the glans, but only af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion he dared to go in as deep as Karli did then. An­drea vis­i­bly en­joyed that Philipp now fucked harder, but this time she prob­a­bly didn’t pay much at­ten­tion, be­cause I had long since no­ticed from the pul­sa­tion of his cock that he was squirt­ing into her. Fas­ci­nated, I watched as his sack con­tracted again and again and his cock pumped jerk­ily into her. When he was done, An­drea sat up in hor­ror, her head red, then squat­ted spread‐ea­gled on the floor to let the mu­cus ooze out of her.


Karli jerked off most will­ingly at the very be­gin­ning of the game, a game that An­drea soon gave solid forms and a fixed se­quence of events. Broad‐legged, he stood in front of An­drea or me, star­ing at our cunts and try­ing to cum on us. In the mean­time An­drea had ex­plained to me that this was com­pletely harm­less if the se­men stayed out­side, so we didn’t mind if he squirted on us. With a rich clap, his se­men landed on a leg or a belly, even though I winced at first. An­drea only laughed when he got down on his knees from sheer greed and tried to squirt his seed specif­i­cally on her pu­bic area. She then vir­tu­ally goaded him on by spread­ing her cunt a lit­tle with her fin­gers while he fran­ti­cally and greed­ily rubbed ev­ery­thing on it. It’s only on the out­side, she said with a grin, you don’t get preg­nant from it. Still, I didn’t let him get that close.


Cow­ard, An­drea said to me and the next time let Karli even closer un­til his glans touched her pu­bis while rub­bing and the white cream splashed di­rectly on her labia. The next in­crease was that she ex­cited him as be­fore with her fin­ger play, but then, get­ting horny her­self, mas­tur­bated her clit while his glans danced wildly on her labia. So they both mas­tur­bated quickly and close to­gether. I could see it in her eyes that she had cli­maxed, be­cause only a mo­ment later her thighs twitched un­con­trol­lably, her whole body jerked, while Karli vi­o­lently jerked his glans be­tween her labia. But when he pen­e­trated deeply and be­gan to squirt, she reached down and pushed him back, caus­ing his re­main­ing se­men to splat­ter ev­ery­where. She was al­ways very an­noyed when he squirted in. Still, it al­most al­ways came down to her push­ing Karli or Philipp off when they were al­ready squirt­ing.


In the course of time, Philipp also be­came bolder and now tried to im­i­tate Karli, af­ter all, he was the older. While Karli was still busy with An­drea, he pushed me gen­tly back­wards and knelt be­tween my legs, spread­ing them slightly with his hand. It looked funny how he stared at my hair­less vagina while rub­bing his cock thought­fully. But he was more con­sid­er­ate than Karli and tried to squirt only on my belly or thigh. Mostly, how­ever, he sank for­ward ex­hausted be­fore the or­gasm and let the se­men splash on me. When he squirted, he pressed the glans into the gap be­tween my labia, where I felt it squirt and throb.


Later I had to press my thighs tightly to­gether, be­cause his glans pushed wildly against my slit, bored firmly be­tween the labia against my vagina, when he splashed vi­o­lently twitch­ing. Mostly I took good care that ev­ery­thing stayed out. Once I gave in, be­cause I had a vaguely beau­ti­ful feel­ing of hap­pi­ness when he pressed me, en­joyed it that he pushed him­self be­tween my labia and squirted his warm seed against my hy­men, but I did not let him pierce it, be­cause I was far too afraid to be prop­erly fucked by such a thick cock as Philipp’s or even Karlis.


When Philipp mas­tur­bated with An­drea and Karli in front of me, I pulled back fur­ther and fur­ther the closer he came. Some­times Karli groped me with greedy fin­gers while he splashed hot and wet over my belly or thighs. Some­times, how­ever, I couldn’t avoid him any fur­ther and had to re­luc­tantly en­dure him slap­ping ev­ery­thing on my slit with wild grunts de­spite my pressed‐to­gether thighs or press­ing his thick, squirt­ing cock be­tween my labia with a shabby grin. Once he groped for my labia, spread them with his fin­gers and de­lib­er­ately wanted to squirt in, I jumped up and hid be­hind An­drea.


Andi sat mostly next to us and waited crouched and meekly un­til his turn came. He held his cock in his hand and watched us. When he got horny, he some­times rubbed and squirted a bit, but rather rarely. Later, when Karli had re­gen­er­ated, he would take Andi, who had just been wait­ing for Karli to mount him. An­drea, Philipp and I watched breath­lessly horny when Karli fucked him pretty hard. It seemed to be a lot of fun for Andi and I mar­veled at the won­der ev­ery time his lit­tle cock jerked and spit­ted all by it­self while Karli kept pound­ing him hard. I was fas­ci­nated by it and crouched next to them ev­ery time Andi got fucked and watched, un­able to take my eyes off Andi’s slen­der lit­tle cock. Andi wasn’t as em­bar­rassed now as he had been the first time, and smiled shyly when I crouched next to him and watched the squirt­ing very closely.



But these were al­ready our last ex­pe­ri­ences, be­cause we had to say good­bye to our Berlin­ers.




Andi




Af­ter the Berlin­ers left, it be­came very quiet; Philipp went back to school in the county seat, and I met with Andi only rarely for the time be­ing, be­cause with­out An­drea we didn’t im­me­di­ately dare to re­ally re­vive our se­cret cir­cle meet­ings. Most evenings I lay in bed and rubbed my­self qui­etly, de­lay­ing cli­max as long as I could and some­times lis­ten­ing, shud­der­ing, to the soft sounds com­ing from Mother’s room. I lay in the dark, and while my fin­ger gen­tly rubbed the clit or mas­saged the cleft, I got into my fan­tasies, let Karli or Philipp fuck An­drea, turned into her and en­joyed the cli­max. Grad­u­ally, my fan­tasies shifted back to Andi, who was fucked by Karli and squirted vi­o­lently. I some­times held my breath un­til I felt the or­gasm ‐ al­ready close to suf­fo­ca­tion. But with all ex­cite­ment I did ev­ery­thing to be in­audi­bly quiet; my mother should get noth­ing of it.


She had again the whole day ser­vice, and af­ter some time I in­vited Andi to visit me again in my storm‐free hut, be­cause we both wanted to con­tinue the shenani­gans. The first time we sat rather em­bar­rassed on the bed and kept silent un­til he thought of some­thing funny from a band meet­ing, then we both laughed and the ice was bro­ken.


With­out think­ing about it be­fore­hand, I asked Andi in a whis­per if I could take him (he knew right away who I meant by that) in the hand. He was a lit­tle em­bar­rassed at first, but then he nod­ded and pulled down his pants. His dick was tiny and shriv­eled up at first. Andi mum­bled sheep­ishly that it was a lit­tle small, but that would come. “Do you want me to take off my clothes?” I whis­pered, and he nod­ded. Slowly I un­dressed and sat strad­dled next to him, let­ting him see ev­ery­thing. His cock be­gan to grow very slowly as he peered at my slit.


Af­ter a while of si­lence I care­fully groped it, it felt soft and silky even though it was stiff. Like a small an­i­mal, I felt the pul­sa­tion of its heart un­der the skin. Very care­fully I pulled back the fore­skin, let­ting the glans peek out. It was pointed and long, and in front there was a small hole in a notch. When I started to feel it, Andi flinched briefly and whis­pered that it hurt him. I im­me­di­ately let go and waited. Af­ter a while, I touched the cock again and looked at it: “Can I?” Andi nod­ded and leaned back, lean­ing his head against the wall and push­ing his pelvis for­ward, his cock now re­ally pro­trud­ing.


I grasped the shaft as I had seen Karli do and be­gan to push the skin back and forth. “You have to do harder!” whis­pered Andi with his eyes closed, and I obeyed. Af­ter a few min­utes he be­gan to twitch, but my hand was al­ready to­tally tired. With the very last of my strength, I kept pulling and push­ing, squeez­ing his cock harder as he com­manded, “Harder!” Al­though he had a small, thin cock, it had be­come quite firm. It went on for a long time, and I was be­gin­ning to think my hand was go­ing to fall off, when he stiff­ened, his cock reared up and squirted a bit of se­men all over his thighs and my fore­arm. I had made it. I hap­pily snug­gled up to Andi, who lay there pant­ing and smil­ing to him­self.


Now we met more of­ten. Andi made it nev­er­the­less rather my­self, be­cause I was too slow and too weak, I no­ticed soon. He did it best by stick­ing a fin­ger in his own ass­hole and hump­ing back and forth un­til the stiff­ened cock throbbed and twitched; then he jerked off short and fast and let it all spurt out.


But he made it clear from the start that he pre­ferred it even more when I used my fin­ger to fuck him in the butt. Ini­tially, I did not dare, be­cause I had never be­fore put a fin­ger in some­one’s ass­hole. But he whis­pered that I should stick it in deeper and deeper and fuck him re­ally hard. When he wasn’t tired yet, his cock would straighten up throb­bing and twitch­ing, Andi would whis­per that I should do it even harder, and then his cock would squirt, all by it­self, which fas­ci­nated me anew ev­ery time. Some­times, when he was al­ready tired from the first cum or when he was al­ready very ex­cited and my pace was too slow for him, he humped his butt wildly and im­pa­tiently against my fin­ger, rubbed his cock briefly and let it squirt im­me­di­ately. Mostly, though, he com­pletely aban­doned him­self to me af­ter I learned to fuck his ass­hole with a fin­ger and rub his cock fast and hard at the same time. I al­ways found it in­sanely horny how it squirted from the red tip into my hand; looked at the white juice very closely, rubbed it slowly be­tween my fin­ger­tips.


He didn’t touch me at first, al­ways just looked furtively at my slit and I was just too cow­ardly to touch my­self when he was around ‐ the pro­tec­tive el­e­ment of the gang was miss­ing here. Only af­ter many meet­ings did I dare to furtively ca­ress my­self once, when he had dozed off. We lay there weary, he had been doz­ing for sev­eral min­utes, and I held his sticky, soft cock with my sticky fin­gers. Ly­ing still be­side him, look­ing pen­sively at his glans, dream­ing of more and then the heat crept into my chest, my belly and my hand furtively to my slit. His squirt­ing had made me horny, I rubbed my­self very qui­etly and felt his cock, felt him at the same time with my ris­ing horni­ness be­come firmer. The heat surged up in me, I sud­denly didn’t care that Andi had wo­ken up and was watch­ing me while I mas­tur­bated. Andi grinned wryly as I tensed in cli­max and curled up on my side.


I usu­ally rubbed my clit stealth­ily and silently when he dozed off. I could never mas­tur­bate as freely as he did in front of me, but al­ways did it se­cretly. Once he tried to mas­tur­bate me, but didn’t get me more than a lit­tle arousal, but I still en­joyed it very much, sit­ting back and let­ting him do it to me pas­sively. Af­ter­wards I was very re­laxed and cheer­ful.


When he wasn’t around, I of­ten jerked off through­out the af­ter­noon, tak­ing small re­cov­ery breaks, then get­ting go­ing again. Dur­ing that time, I had many or­gasms in an af­ter­noon and just couldn’t get enough. I de­vel­oped dif­fer­ent tech­niques, some­times rub­bing just the clit, some­times teas­ing my ass­hole with the other hand like Andi, and al­ways the nip­ples. Some­times I played with the vagi­nal en­trance, made lit­tle hump­ing move­ments with one fin­ger and imag­ined it was a man. Af­ter all, I was al­most 13 and hell‐bent on sleep­ing with a lad. I didn’t want to be the last vir­gin in the vil­lage.


One day I couldn’t help it and told Andi that I wanted to fuck him. He was com­pletely sur­prised and some­how scared. He had never, he did not know how, he was only …. I in­ter­rupted his stam­mer­ing and asked in a whis­per whether he was my friend or not. He nod­ded and fell silent. I looked at him for a long time, then I quickly took off my sum­mer dress, un­der which I had noth­ing on, and lay down on the bed. Andi un­dressed too, slowly and awk­wardly, then he looked sheep­ishly into my eyes and re­mained silent.


It was quite strange to lie so close and com­pletely naked next to him; it was quite dif­fer­ent from ly­ing next to my mother on Sun­day morn­ing or with An­drea in the at­tic, where we had made our fuck at­tempts. Lit­tle scrawny Andi and his lit­tle buff cock lay next to me, both a lit­tle scared and yet I loved them both. We were sweat­ing, prob­a­bly not only be­cause of the sum­mer heat, be­cause we both didn’t know how to start it. All at once the Andi laughs softly and whis­pers in my ear, “Look, he just doesn’t want to!”


In fact, his lit­tle one had with­drawn even more. Damn, I thought, he can’t be do­ing this to me! My first an­gry re­flex star­tled Andi, I looked into his eyes that re­minded me of a to­tally scared deer. I im­me­di­ately for­gave him and hugged him, mur­mur­ing in his ear that it was okay, he should be quiet. Af­ter a while of wait­ing, I told him we should do it like we al­ways do. He nod­ded.


As he had done so many times be­fore, he be­gan to rub his cock slowly, “mak­ing it tight” as he called it. He thrust his pelvis im­pa­tiently as his cock be­came firmer; now it was my turn, I licked my in­dex fin­ger and slowly and care­fully in­serted it into his butt. Then I humped him with my fin­ger while he rubbed his cock. I saw that it had got­ten nice and long and tight; now I pulled my fin­ger out of his ass and lay on my back. “Come fuck me!” i whis­pered. Ex­cited and as if caught in a trap, Andi fal­tered and looked at me in amaze­ment. Saw me ly­ing there ready, looked at his “pinned” cock and then looked back into my eyes. Come, I thought long­ingly, come! Yes, so it was right, he was now ready, all horny and stiff, as he was al­ways horny and stiff be­fore squirt­ing and now he could cer­tainly fuck me.


Once again Andi had got­ten that deer look, but he obe­di­ently rolled around and knelt be­tween my thighs. His small, nar­row tail was al­ready stretched to burst­ing, red and de­mand­ing looked out in front the glans. My heart was beat­ing like mad, be­cause I was afraid of what I wanted so much at the same time and felt how fear, de­sire and cu­rios­ity mixed; my cunt be­came warm, won­der­fully warm. I had imag­ined it again and again, and I al­ways over­came my cow­ardice with the idea that Andi’s cock was, af­ter all, much thin­ner and smaller than Karli’s or Philipp’s or even the coarse Seppl’s with his thick, huge club. If I ever dared, then only with Andi.


Im­pas­sively he knelt there and thought long, then his hand led the stiff tail to my cleft. I will never for­get that first touch, the del­i­cate and care­ful grop­ing that touched my skin and made me shiver. His glans met re­sis­tance, not dar­ing to go be­tween my labia. “It won’t work!” com­plained Andi. I shook my head and whis­pered, al­most in­audi­bly, “Come, so come now!” Andi slowly pushed it for­ward, the nar­row, pointed fel­low found its way af­ter all, and slid in very slowly, as if in slow mo­tion, a lit­tle way. Andi straight­ened up on his knees, pant­ing, and froze in mid‐slide.


I hadn’t ex­pected that. I looked at him, saw him close his eyes and re­main mo­tion­less. I lifted my head and looked at him, then my gaze slowly slid down his lean body to his cock. It was still al­most half vis­i­ble and the glans was no longer there, his cock was in­side me.


He was in­side me.


Slowly he pen­e­trated; for a mo­ment I was star­tled as the hy­men tore. A warm wave flowed through me as I felt him all the way in­side me. Andi reached back with one hand, pal­pated his bot­tom, and slowly slid a fin­ger in and out.


Some­how I didn’t feel him, at the same time my crack was filled with his warmth, moist and won­der­fully pleas­ant puls­ing. I could see Andi tens­ing and his cock twitch­ing and pump­ing with­out him stir­ring. What was he wait­ing for, when was he fi­nally go­ing to start fuck­ing? I felt the warmth and the mois­ture and saw him kneel­ing there with his eyes closed, wait­ing. Wait­ing for what?


“What is it?” I whis­pered, sus­pect­ing mis­chief. An eter­nity passed, dur­ing which Andi con­tin­ued to re­main mo­tion­less, his cock puls­ing, pump­ing on and on. Af­ter this eter­nity, he opened his eyes and smiled bliss­fully. Slowly he sank for­ward, his tail slid very deep and painfully fur­ther into me, he laid his head against my shoul­der and sobbed silently.


Scared, I reached out and stroked his straw‐blond mop of hair. “What is it, what is it?” I whis­pered over and over, feel­ing at the same time the cu­rios­ity of my body, my vagina ea­gerly em­brac­ing his cock. His sobs sub­sided for a mo­ment, and he whis­pered, “It’s all squirted in! Ev­ery­thing!” and then he sobbed again.



I felt panic ris­ing. Andi had squirted into me? My God, I could get preg­nant! No, I re­as­sured my­self, I was still much too young, I couldn’t get preg­nant now, I still had to go to school, and only then, maybe. With a jerk I shook Andi off, wrig­gled out from un­der him and reached for my cunt. Sure enough, it was all full of his slime, drip­ping out a lit­tle. In my panic, I paid no at­ten­tion to the few drops of blood that tes­ti­fied to my vir­gin­ity. I squat­ted down and let it all drip out onto the sheet, com­mand­ing my­self to widen com­pletely, com­pletely, and let it all drip out. Then I cried.


Word­lessly and silently he then left, we avoided each other for a few days, un­til one af­ter­noon he stood be­fore me again, em­bar­rassed and un­cer­tain, but with the de­fi­ance of his whole 14 years. Whether I was still an­gry with him, or whether I could for­give him, it had just hap­pened, he didn’t know how. At first I stared at him stub­bornly, but then we laughed and ev­ery­thing was fine again. In the next weeks, when he vis­ited me, we did it like be­fore; we never tried fuck­ing again. Af­ter all, we now knew how it felt.



And Andi pre­ferred to be fucked him­self. Mostly I did it to him with my fin­ger, feel­ing his butt pinch and squeeze my fin­ger when he cum, hold­ing my hand in front of his glans and catch­ing the se­men in the palm of my hand. Our meet­ings be­came less fre­quent, mostly Andi just came by as if by chance, but I could tell by the look on his face that he needed it badly now. Then Andi stayed away al­most com­pletely, be­cause my mother had taken on an­other job, which started even ear­lier in the morn­ing, but she was back home by early af­ter­noon. I saw Andi only rarely any­more and then only very se­cretly.







Theresa



Once again, I had only the evening to my­self, grop­ing and rub­bing in the dark, lis­ten­ing with bated breath for the sounds com­ing from Mother’s room. It seemed to me that my mother was groan­ing and moan­ing more of­ten than be­fore. The monotony of those days was only in­ter­rupted when my cousin Theresa came to visit with her fi­ancé Pe­ter. Mother set up the cot in my room and said mis­chie­vously that the two of them were sen­si­ble and would know how to be­have if they spent the night in my bed, which was big­ger and wider than the cot. Theresa chastis­ingly nar­rowed her eyes, and Pe­ter hur­ried to mur­mur ap­proval with his face flushed. So I slept on the cot and was ter­ri­bly cu­ri­ous, noth­ing but cu­ri­ous.


Theresa had been here on and off in re­cent years, but never with a boyfriend. Well, by now she was 18 or 19 and no one thought it un­seemly for her to travel with him, they were, af­ter all, promised to each other and as good as en­gaged. Sud­denly I re­mem­bered the soft noises of ear­lier nights when she had vis­ited and now looked at Theresa with know­ing eyes. So she knew it too. And so I was cu­ri­ous how it was with her and Pe­ter.


At first there was noth­ing. We ex­tin­guished the light, un­dressed shame­facedly turned to the wall and lay down to sleep. For min­utes there was com­plete si­lence. The sum­mer heat pen­e­trated our pores and made us hardly breathe. The min­utes stretched into hours and the hours into eter­ni­ties. I re­al­ized I couldn’t keep my­self awake much longer, felt sleep slowly com­ing, and heard my breath­ing slow­ing and be­com­ing shal­lower.



Quite soft sounds of them wak­ing me up. I stayed very still and lis­tened as quiet as a mouse. The bright moon­light of the sum­mer night con­jured a fairy mood in the dark room. I saw the two of them mov­ing dimly, slowly and al­most in­audi­bly Pe­ter rolled back and forth on Theresa un­der the cov­ers, they nib­bled and whis­pered and all the while he moved rhyth­mi­cally, timidly slowly and care­fully. I pal­pated my clit, but at first didn’t dare rub faster, un­til I couldn’t stand it any longer and held my breath, to a sound­less or­gasm.


This re­peated it­self again the other day; again I al­most fell asleep and was only wo­ken up by them again. But now they weren’t as quiet as the day be­fore and Pe­ter flipped back the cov­ers be­cause he was get­ting too hot. I only dimly saw his butt bob­bing up and down in the bright moon­light, heard him and Theresa pant­ing and whis­per­ing. I had long since be­gun to rub my clit and at some point I had com­pletely for­got­ten about the two of them, con­cen­trat­ing only on my lust and hold­ing my breath again un­til the cli­max rolled vi­o­lently. I looked briefly over to the two, who lay there com­pletely still and quiet, then I turned to the wall and fell asleep.


The next day the two of them were out in the vil­lage, but in the af­ter­noon Theresa asked if I didn’t want to go up to the for­est with her for a bit. I didn’t even think about last night and just said yes. We walked up and I was sur­prised that Theresa didn’t know how to start, be­cause it was clear that she wanted to dis­cuss some­thing with me. We had been walk­ing for quite a while when she got to the point. “You were heard last night” she said abruptly, look­ing at me sternly. “You were quite loud and cav­a­lier” she fol­lowed up in an ac­cusatory tone. Im­me­di­ately I ducked my head and felt my­self blush. I gulped and choked and couldn’t make a sound.


It was okay, Theresa said, I could do what I wanted, but when guests were there, well. Since one would have to do just on some. Whether I un­der­stood her?


The thoughts tum­bled through my head like leaves in the wind. I was em­bar­rassed, but at the same time re­sis­tance was stir­ring in me, it didn’t suit me that she should have the up­per hand so eas­ily. “Be­fore, when you were with us, you used to do it, too!” I said de­fi­antly and looked into her eyes, which im­me­di­ately be­gan to dance and wan­der around like trapped but­ter­flies. I felt that I was right, and I wasn’t go­ing to let it go so eas­ily now. “And I only did it be­cause you fucked so loud!” I fol­lowed up, see­ing her blanch now.


For a long time she said noth­ing, just looked out at the val­ley and walked back and forth be­tween the trees at the edge of the for­est. “Oh, you just mis­un­der­stand me!” she said gruffly, and fell silent again. She chewed on her lower lip, wickedly and meanly, and I didn’t un­der­stand what I was sup­posed to have mis­un­der­stood. Time passed with­out ei­ther of us say­ing any­thing.


Theresa sighed, the way she al­ways sighs when she godly gives in or gives in. “It’s just be­cause of Pe­ter,” she said, and I didn’t un­der­stand any­thing any­more. “What about Pe­ter?” asked I, look­ing at her frankly. I felt that we were not re­ally an­gry with each other and I wanted to know openly and hon­estly what was both­er­ing her.


“Pe­ter has been very up­set” said Theresa. “You were ly­ing right un­der the win­dow, so you could see ev­ery­thing very clearly, the moon­light was very bright. He lay awake for hours and couldn’t get back to sleep” said Theresa. Oh, now I un­der­stood. Pe­ter, the dear one, was wor­ried about me and stayed awake all night be­cause of me. I didn’t want to be guilty of that and told Theresa that I was very sorry and that it would surely not hap­pen again. “Pe­ter is my fi­ancé and when he gets up­set he can’t con­cen­trate on me” she said and I un­der­stood that too, be­cause the fi­ancé is sup­posed to con­cen­trate on his fi­ancée. “Yes, well, I prom­ise” I said, 13 years young and no idea about any­thing, not even creep­ing jeal­ousy.


Theresa was al­ready turn­ing to leave when I re­peated, “Yes, I prom­ise, but you can’t fuck any­more ei­ther, be­cause that’s what got me so worked up!” I fin­ished my sen­tence. Theresa’s foot fal­tered at first, then she looked at me full on. “All right, it’s on!” she said, ex­tend­ing her hand to me. The hand­shake sealed our prom­ise.


That evening we went to bed in a very strange and un­usual mood. I had the feel­ing that we were wish­ing each other good night much too kindly, like false snakes. I was quite con­fused and wished Theresa and Pe­ter a good night too,
“and sleep well!” I added, turn­ing to Pe­ter. Then we lay in the dark and were silent. A prom­ise is a prom­ise, they didn’t fuck and I lay still.


I must have slept deeply, be­cause all at once I was wide awake. The poor bed creaked pa­thet­i­cally, while the two in the bright moon­light quite obliv­i­ous to their lust. I thought of our prom­ise of the af­ter­noon and tried to fall asleep again, but I couldn’t, no mat­ter how much I wanted to. What was I sup­posed to do? The two of them groaned and moaned, rhyth­mi­cally sound­ing as Pe­ter pen­e­trated Theresa and bounced back. Af­ter all, the two of them were barely a me­ter away from me, and this prox­im­ity made the ex­cite­ment creep up in my stom­ach. Stealth­ily my hand ap­proached the cleft, the fin­ger sought the clit. Care­fully and silently I rubbed, looked over to the two and slowly rose into the arousal. Com­fort­able warmth flooded me, I gen­tly pushed the light blan­ket aside and closed my eyes while mas­tur­bat­ing.


Af­ter a few sec­onds I had be­come as horny as never be­fore from lis­ten­ing. I sud­denly did not care that the two were barely a me­ter away from me and whether they could hear me or not. My fin­ger awoke to ex­cite the clit in a whirling frenzy, I paid no at­ten­tion to the two who had ap­par­ently paused. My arousal had long since risen to the point where I wouldn’t have wanted to stop any­way, though very briefly I felt a vague fear. A snap sound. I fi­nally for­got ev­ery­thing around me, opened my­self and my thighs very wide, and held my breath in an­tic­i­pa­tion of the or­gasm that shook me with sud­den fe­roc­ity and dis­charged with vi­o­lent, rolling jerks.


I im­me­di­ately stopped, some­thing ir­ri­tated me. Some­one had turned on the light, that was the snap! When I looked up, gasp­ing, I saw first Pe­ter’s in­so­lent grin, then Theresa’s des­per­ate, re­proach­ful look. Pe­ter had turned up the lit­tle read­ing lamp and now they were both look­ing over at me, had been watch­ing me mas­tur­bate and or­gasm all along, while he was deep and mo­tion­less in­side Theresa. His round, hairy butt pressed firmly against Theresa, who now turned her head away bash­fully. I sud­denly no­ticed his grin, saw the greedy glint in his eyes. “Go on, come on, keep go­ing!” he whis­pered ex­cit­edly, thrust­ing into Theresa a few times. I froze, ly­ing spread‐ea­gled and naked as a frog, my fin­ger par­a­lyzed on my clit. I ought to be pissed off, I thought, but my ab­domen was still quiv­er­ing and trem­bling hap­pily in the wan­ing or­gasm.


He turned his head side­ways and looked over at me, his eyes search­ing my small, hair­less cleft as he pushed his cock deep in­side Theresa once more. His look re­minded me of Un­cle Erich. Ir­ri­tated, I closed my thighs and hid my cunt with my hand.


Pe­ter be­gan to fuck her again, look­ing over at me and grin­ning in­ces­santly. Closer than I’d ever been to watch­ing adults fuck, I watched Pe­ter get wilder and wilder while Theresa clung to him with teary, closed eyes. She shook her head and wanted to pull away from him, wanted to take her legs off his shoul­ders, but he forced her down and kept fuck­ing firmly. “Keep go­ing!” Pe­ter or­dered me in a whis­per, and pressed back into Theresa rock­ing deeply. Now he de­lib­er­ately turned a lit­tle to the side so that I could see Theresa’s wide‐open pu­bic cleft and his cock in its en­tirety, and I watched in fas­ci­na­tion as it slowly dug back into Theresa’s black‐haired cunt, came out shiny and wet, and pushed deep again. She tried to pull away from Pe­ter, but he held her like a vice and humped her tightly, so that she soon stopped re­sist­ing. While Pe­ter pushed her like a wild man, she looked at me strangely and slowly some tears rolled down her face, while she was thrown up and down more and more vi­o­lently by the force of his pow­er­ful body.


My ex­cite­ment rose in­stantly as I saw in the dim light Theresa’s labia close tightly around his cock as if to lick it off. Slowly her face trans­formed, suf­fer­ing was now fol­lowed by plea­sure and lust. I lay there com­pletely ex­hausted, rest­ing my head on the side of the pil­low, watch­ing his cock, which he was now thrust­ing vi­o­lently like the vil­lage bull deep into her tuft of black hair, thrust­ing, over and over. Theresa be­gan to breathe shal­lowly, moan­ing and groan­ing and con­vuls­ing silently as Pe­ter con­tin­ued to ram her un­flinch­ingly. He pulled his cock out very slowly, no doubt for con­tra­cep­tion, un­til the glans hov­ered barely half a fin­ger’s width in front of Theresa’s hole, while he stared over at me with wide‐open, ab­sent‐minded eyes. I, in turn, stared at his glans, which now jerked up to my hor­ror, spurt­ing the se­men in thick jets di­rectly into Theresa’s open vagina.


Pe­ter sud­denly fell for­ward, re­flex­ively his cock jerked for­ward, slid back into Theresa’s vagina. I was hor­ri­fied, be­cause end­lessly his thick cock pumped ev­ery­thing jerky and jerky into poor Theresa. Con­fused, I stated tri­umph in her fa­cial ex­pres­sion, while she looked over at me the whole time, poor Theresa my ass! Al­though he was ob­vi­ously im­preg­nat­ing her, she pressed his but­tocks firmly against her, braced her­self against him and vir­tu­ally let the se­men pump into her. Then he sank to the side, his cock slipped out of Theresa’s vagina and re­mained half stiff and drip­ping wet on his thigh. Theresa re­mained ly­ing there, wide open as she was, pay­ing no at­ten­tion to me at all, while bright vis­cous drops ran from her red­dened vagina and dripped onto the sheet. Then she put an arm around him, tast­ing and stroking him sooth­ingly un­til he breathed more calmly again. Only af­ter a long time did she close her legs and em­brace him warmly and pos­ses­sively be­fore look­ing at me haugh­tily once more and ex­tin­guish­ing the light.


My mother looked up only briefly and sul­lenly when Theresa said smil­ingly at break­fast that they were leav­ing ear­lier than planned af­ter all.




Monika




I changed schools, now had to bike through the fields for half an hour ev­ery day and rarely saw Andi. Not a day went by that I didn’t re­treat and in­dulge in my vice; I of­ten jerked off all af­ter­noon.  


My new girl­friends from class loved cocky speeches, talk­ing be­came more, one word gave the other and af­ter a short time formed a small cir­cle of “ex­clu­sive” girl­friends who steeled away and mas­tur­bated to­gether. Gig­gling, we thir­teen‐year‐old geese ran across the field be­hind the school, crouched down be­hind the first bushes and all jerked off at the same time. The whole thing was more funny than erotic when one gig­gled com­ment­ing how she was about to come now, how it was al­ready start­ing to twitch, yes, yes, yes and now it’s com­ing for me too! From watch­ing I some­times be­came very horny and had a rapid, vi­o­lent or­gasm. The oth­ers laughed then, be­cause usu­ally they just pre­tended. They laughed be­cause noth­ing could stop me once I had be­come horny. They laughed be­cause I was the only one who re­ally mas­tur­bated dur­ing these games.


Some­times I went to the bath­room dur­ing class and jerked off quickly, then came back to class with an un­in­volved face and winked at my ex­clu­sive girl­friends. A few times one or the other came along too and we did it to­gether ‐ or at least I did; hur­ry­ing so the teach­ers wouldn’t no­tice. Some­times I also went home with one of them, then we of­ten spent the whole af­ter­noon “study­ing” in the room, jerk­ing off to­gether for hours un­til we couldn’t any­more. Dur­ing this time I had many or­gasms in one day.


My fa­vorite friend Monika, with whom I some­times mas­tur­bated to­gether for whole af­ter­noons, told that it was “vi­o­lently” hap­pen­ing at the river. Cu­ri­ous I went the next time with her, it was an ad­ven­tur­ous time.


There were the an­glers, grown men who sat mo­tion­less on the bank and stared for hours at their tackle. We girls made fun of strip­ping naked and swim­ming in the wa­ter to them; if we were in sight, we would briefly flash breasts, but­tocks, or our pubes un­til they be­came rest­less. We’d warp away gig­gling when one an­gler or an­other got up, went be­hind a bush, and we could tell by the shak­ing and gasp­ing that he was jerk­ing one off.


Then again, we would lie skin to skin two by two in knee‐deep wa­ter and mas­tur­bate un­der­wa­ter; I was be­gin­ning to love the or­gasm in the wa­ter. Some­times we felt ob­served, which on the one hand spurred us on, on the other hand led to the fact that we swam nev­er­the­less more of­ten into the deeper wa­ter or un­der the tree’s roots at the river­bank, in or­der to mas­tur­bate there.


Some­times we also watched cop­u­lat­ing cou­ples more or less openly and jerked se­cretly with. We also jeered some­times hap­pily when a lad also watched the fuck­ing lovers and then ‐ al­most burst­ing with horni­ness ‐ jerked off. If we got horny our­selves, then we mas­tur­bated se­cretly, each for her­self, af­ter the boy had moved away; we never let the boys watch.


Once a young lad watched a cou­ple from the shore and se­cretly played with him­self in his pants pocket, but he did not dare to jerk off prop­erly un­til the cou­ple had moved away. On a whim, I wanted to mark the strong one in front of my class­mate, so I qui­etly got out of the wa­ter naked, posed in front of him, and slowly un­but­toned his pants af­ter squat­ting next to him. He looked up at me, caught and fright­ened, and at first didn’t know what hap­pened to him; more­over, he couldn’t take his eyes off my naked­ness. His lit­tle tail was al­ready hard as a board and soak­ing wet, I grabbed it and held it while I blinked at Monika to see if she was re­ally watch­ing us. I rubbed his cock back and forth at light­ning speed and de­lib­er­ately opened my thighs wide. While he looked be­tween my thighs with bulging eyes, a thick stream shot out. I held his cock tightly as long as a few thin splashes still fell into the grass. ‐ But that was re­ally the only time, I never dared to do that again.


I also went down to the river more of­ten when I was alone at home, looked for a cozy place and let my­self drift on the wa­ter. Stroked me, ex­cited me and quickly made me or­gasm when I had be­come horny enough. I took all imag­in­able po­si­tions, drift­ing on my back, ly­ing on my belly, hold­ing on to the shore bushes, ly­ing in a fish­er­man’s boat. I did this gladly and of­ten, un­til one day I heard a rustling in the reeds. Quickly I slid out of the boat into the wa­ter, hid my­self be­hind it and waited.


Then I saw how our neigh­bor, the old Mr. Moser, care­fully rose and crept away. That in his wooden hut mag­a­zines with re­veal­ing pho­tos lay, I had dis­cov­ered long ago; my friends and I had laughed and gig­gled, be­cause the girls of the twen­ties in un­der­wear or bathing suits should seem erotic, but seemed to us rather up­tight. Now I was con­cerned about the fact that he had watched me mas­tur­bate and prob­a­bly sat­is­fied him­self in the process. Af­fected not only be­cause it was the neigh­bor ‐ whether he would tell my mother about it, I doubted ‐ but be­cause I had never be­lieved that so old peo­ple like him are still in­ter­ested in sex. From then on, I avoided that place.


Monika, with whom I was con­stantly trav­el­ing, let me in on a big, very big se­cret one day. We were in her room do­ing what we al­ways did, when she looked out the win­dow and said we had to get dressed quickly and go to the shed. No one I must ever tell, no way, etc. etc. etc. Then we crept into the shed. When my eyes got used to the semi‐dark­ness, I saw noth­ing out of the or­di­nary, just Bello, the farm dog, and the lit­tle girl, about four or five years old, who al­ways played with him. Her mother worked in the farmer’s field and was al­lowed to take the child to the farm dur­ing the day. Wait, my friend pointed, wait!


Bello had briefly looked up at us as we sat down on the floor, but then the lit­tle girl, who hadn’t no­ticed us, took him up all over again. She pulled and tugged at the poor an­i­mal, who was happy to go along with ev­ery­thing. More and more of­ten he sniffed her bare bot­tom, pressed him­self against her legs and rubbed, like dogs rub against hu­man legs. I was just about to hiss an­grily to my girl­friend that this was not so mys­te­ri­ous, when the sit­u­a­tion changed com­pletely sur­pris­ingly.


The lit­tle girl had been frol­ick­ing on all fours, fol­lowed by the big dog, who put his front paws on her back all at once and made a crooked hump. “What are you do­ing, what are you do­ing!” the lit­tle girl shouted with feigned se­ri­ous­ness and con­tin­ued to frolic mer­rily with the dog, at each “What are you do­ing?” she tus­sled again with the big yard dog. Af­ter a few sec­onds of frol­ick­ing, Bello had as­serted him­self and clung to her back with his front paws: now he made his hump again, clasped the lit­tle girl and be­gan to make hump­ing move­ments ‐ more pre­cisely, I at least as­sumed it, since lit­tle could be seen from our po­si­tion. Monika and I changed po­si­tion so we could see ev­ery­thing, for all the lit­tle girls cunt. The lit­tle girl held a long time still, while the dog’s ab­domen flicked back and forth. I stared in dis­be­lief: Bello’s cock was stuck in the lit­tle vagina and the big yard dog rammed back and forth like a ma­chine. Ob­vi­ously the lit­tle girl waited un­til Bello squirted into her vagina, as I could see quite clearly, then she tore her­self away again and snapped at the dog, who in turn im­me­di­ately tried to mount her again. 


This went on a few times, and al­though the lit­tle girl kept teas­ing, she teased him and held out her bare bot­tom. A dozen times Bello mounted her and fucked her very fast, then he squirted into the lit­tle child and re­mained mo­tion­less in the tight vagina. Breath­lessly I watched her vagina when Bello stopped and started squirt­ing in­side, I couldn’t be­lieve what I was see­ing. Only a short time later, the dog be­gan to fuck quickly again and squirted vi­o­lently in­side. Des­per­ately, the poor an­i­mal kept look­ing for the right en­trance, but the girl jest­ingly with­drew from him as soon as he had squirted in. His swollen rod re­mained mo­tion­less in her vagina for a few sec­onds un­til the lit­tle one started to nag again what he was do­ing now! Bello had enough and ended the game. With a vi­o­lent jerk she freed her­self, Bello yelped briefly and painfully and saun­tered away. The lit­tle one ran out of the shed, run­ning af­ter him, nag­ging.


I was speech­less and per­plexed. What, can that be? I asked Monika in a whis­per, but she just shrugged her shoul­ders. I meant, the dog only pre­tended, that can not be! Monika gave me a mean­ing­ful look, but didn’t say any­thing. Ca­su­ally she men­tioned that the dog gets stuck with his thick bal­loon be­cause the lit­tle one down there is too tight, dogs some­times get stuck when the bitch is very tight or gets a cramp, you know that.


Then we went to our “learn­ing af­ter­noon” in the room, and Monika took Bello with her. I sus­pected noth­ing good when we lay on the bed with our skirts up and Bello sniffed at us while we mas­tur­bated. His warm breath and cold, wet nose fright­ened me, as did his tongue, with which he some­times licked my cunt. But Monika seemed to like the dogs tongue lick­ing her cunt while she was mas­tur­bat­ing. We sat at the edge of the bed af­ter­wards, Bello did manikins and let his short but thick red cock show. He clutched Monika’s lower leg and started rub­bing against her.


Monika’s face was bright red when she asked if I wanted to help her. With what? With Bello do­ing it to her.


I was thun­der­struck. But not Monika! Now that I knew the big se­crets, she could tell me ev­ery­thing right away. With Bello she wanted to do it for a long time, but it was just for her alone a pretty ac­ro­batic af­fair, which has never worked so far, she had tried it again and again. And why didn’t she sleep with a man right away? Monika was a bit con­fused, be­cause the thing with Bello was ‐ she was look­ing for words ‐ play­ful­ness, but with a man? She would have to be two or three years older, and be­sides, con­tra­cep­tion would be a big prob­lem. I, for my part, said I would never do it with Bello or any an­i­mal, be­cause I find it only nat­u­ral to do it with hu­mans. It wasn’t un­til too late that I re­al­ized that was pretty hurt­ful and in­tol­er­ant.


De­cid­edly, Monika grabbed the lit­tle bed rug and put it around her shoul­ders. “So he won’t scratch me” she com­mented on my ques­tion­ing look. She turned all blushed red again as she set­tled on all fours and looked back, at Bello. The wise guy, of course, al­ready knew ex­actly what to do. Only his legs were too short, he would have had a hard time get­ting up to Monikas cunt. “You have to hold him up a lit­tle!” said Monika, “please!” Ev­ery­thing re­sisted in­side me, but she kept at it. I still hes­i­tated, then I grabbed Bello by the butt and lifted him a lit­tle. I looked past him, search­ing his rod and Monika’s cleft with my gaze. I aimed and pushed him up a lit­tle more, then he touched her cunt. Paws rest­ing on her shoul­der, now he pulled up a lit­tle on the bed rug, and I saw his small, thick, bright red rod en­ter her pink cunt. Monika sighed aloud.


Nat­u­rally, he slipped out again im­me­di­ately when I let him go. Monika whis­pered that I had to hold him tight so he wouldn’t slip out again, then she low­ered her head again. I did, still re­luc­tantly, what she asked and moved Bello back into place, lifted him up and con­trolled his butt while I looked side­ways at him and watched very care­fully that his rod re­ally hit her cunt. Then I held him tight, let­ting him sink slowly into her.


Bello be­gan to thrust. Ac­tu­ally, he was merely wrig­gling around in his awk­ward po­si­tion. But the harder he got, and he got very fast, the greater the dan­ger that he would slip out again. Monika looked back over her shoul­der, grin­ning, while Bello be­came more fran­tic, tick­ing back and forth like a wound‐up me­chan­i­cal mu­sic box. It was amaz­ing when he squirted in­side her cunt. I hold him tight so he re­mained in Monika’s vagina. Shortly af­ter he started to fuck again, I pressed him for­ward with my body so he con­tin­ued to fuck quickly and squirted again. That went on for a while, Monika looked to me and nod­ded. Evry time the guy squirted in­side her vagina she laughed and chuck­led:  “that’s fine, that’s what I was look­ing for!” Af­ter the third or fourth time Bello stopped fuck­ing, he was ob­vi­ously fin­ished. Then I felt him slowly slip­ping out again.


What now? It won’t work any­more, I whis­pered. Monika whis­pered back that I should take him up again, and I stuffed him back into Monika, but the fool slipped right back out. Ac­tu­ally, it was hope­less.



“Hold him!” hissed Monika, “hold him!” and rubbed her clit with an aroused sigh. I did what I could, but he bared his teeth at me. I low­ered him, for it was hope­less. His short, wet rod was drolly swollen, in front was the glans swollen to a red bal­loon. He scolded me again, then trolled into the cor­ner, arched his back and tried to lick his cock off.


Monika had be­come more aroused and horny dur­ing the first at­tempts. But when I had pushed in de­ter­minedly a few times with Bello’s rod, the big boy had squirted into her vagina and I had put Bello down, she was al­ready far, far away and con­cen­trated rub­bing her clit un­til she twitched.


Later Monika was very quiet, cleaned up and we got dressed. The friend­ship with her got a clear crack on that day, we still did all kinds of things to­gether for a while, but it was no longer the same. Monika found out, that a cer­tain low stool was per­fect for Bello in height and she could do it now her­self, alone.


And then my mother said one day at 
Din­ner, she had met a nice man in the city and wanted to in­tro­duce us. He would come to our house for cof­fee next Sat­ur­day.




Al­fred




I was af­ter An­drea’s re­mark, my fa­ther would be “eloped”, quite con­fused. Later, but this was al­ready at the time when Sepp some­times vis­ited her, my mother said at din­ner that she had to dis­cuss some­thing se­ri­ous with me. Fa­ther had gone away and was not com­ing back. I howled like a cas­tle dog and ran to my room. It hurt ter­ri­bly, es­pe­cially be­cause he had left with­out say­ing good­bye, be­cause he had not even said good­bye to his lit­tle girl, as he had al­ways ten­derly called me. From mother’s ex­pla­na­tions, why and why it had come so far, I heard half al­ready no more, only that he had now an­other woman.


In re­al­ity it was all quite dif­fer­ent, be­cause a few days later fa­ther came over and walked with me across the mead­ows and fields up to the for­est. No, it would never have oc­curred to him to run away with­out a word, that was not true. And of course he would al­ways visit me when I wanted him to, or I him. The thing with the new wife was rather com­pli­cated, he said, scratch­ing his head in em­bar­rass­ment, but that was just the way it was; he and mother would no longer fit to­gether, he knew that very well.



I had a thou­sand ques­tions for him, but I trudged silently be­side him on the dirt road. For min­utes we walked on in si­lence. At some point he said that it hadn’t worked out with the mother “that way ei­ther, you know,” he said. She didn’t want him any­more, she didn’t want “it” any­more, but a man needs “that”. But she didn’t want “it” any­more. I wanted to scream, wanted to yell at him that this was not true at all, that Sepp came ev­ery few weeks and then she wanted it, and I could hear her through the thin wooden wall, so she needed it af­ter all badly! But I trudged silently next to him over the dirt road, did not bring out a sound.



But my fa­ther kept his word, he came by reg­u­larly and vis­ited mainly me. With mother he spoke only lit­tle and then also only the nec­es­sary. Soon I sup­pressed my suf­fer­ing and felt the sep­a­ra­tion al­most no longer as such, since my fa­ther was also be­fore of­ten for weeks on the road. The new friends, the new school and the newly dis­cov­ered vices grad­u­ally took me com­pletely cap­tive, and I no longer thought about the pain.


Un­til Mother started stay­ing in town some­times af­ter work to go to the movies or out with a friend. She would call Mosers, who had a phone, and leave a mes­sage that she would be late. Once she left in the af­ter­noon, putting on makeup and preen­ing her­self rather fran­ti­cally, and gave her­self away when she said she was go­ing danc­ing with a friend, with a girl­friend, she cor­rected with flushed cheeks. But my ears perked up and my sus­pi­cions were con­firmed: mom had a boyfriend!


For a few weeks this went on, up and down, and I sus­pected, in the ups she met some­one, in the downs they parted again. I felt con­firmed in my as­sump­tions, be­cause Sepp had not come to visit her for quite a while now. But I didn’t pay much at­ten­tion to all this, was con­cen­trated on my own se­cret af­fairs. Some­times Mother would talk about her work, men­tion­ing Al­fred in pass­ing, who was a very nice per­son, and then I heard more and more fre­quently about Al­fred say­ing this and Al­fred say­ing that. Al­fred this, Al­fred that: I didn’t have to be a de­tec­tive to put two and two to­gether. I didn’t let on, but I de­spised my par­ents then, sep­a­rated only by their own stu­pid­ity.


And then came the Sun­day when Al­fred vis­ited us. Mother was fran­ti­cally pre­par­ing the cof­fee snack, clean­ing and wip­ing the kitchen in­ces­santly, and kept look­ing out the win­dow to see if he was com­ing al­ready. He did come, a friendly, lean man who lov­ingly stroked the old, black Mer­cedes 180 af­ter he had parked it. I had al­ready heard about his car, he had driven a cab with it for a while, but then his boss had acted stupidly and Al­fred had sim­ply stayed away with his cab, and that’s what he has now, the boss.


Af­ter the ini­tial ex­cite­ment was over and mother had mopped up the cof­fee and laid a new table­cloth, it ac­tu­ally be­came a nice cof­fee break. Al­fred was so won­der­ful at im­i­tat­ing voices and telling sto­ries that you had to lis­ten in­tently un­til the punch line came and then we all had to laugh out loud. He had al­ready been around the world, al­though he was ob­vi­ously a lot younger than my mother, knew Salzburg and even Vi­enna. Then he laughed at my as­ton­ish­ment and said he was born in Vi­enna. He told of va­ca­tions in Greece and how he had taken a truck to Is­tan­bul, once upon a time. I hung on his lips, be­cause no one had ever vis­ited us be­fore with so much to tell.


What both­ered me a lit­tle was that Al­fred soon started act­ing like some­one who be­longed here. When he “our lit­tle daugh­ter” said, it al­most sounded as if I were his daugh­ter. When Mother got up to fetch some­thing, he em­braced her waist as if she were his prop­erty. And when we showed him the whole house, he in­spected ev­ery­thing as if he were the new owner, re­mark­ing about this and that, that this would be moved this way and that, and here this would go, and there that. It alien­ated me how he took pos­ses­sion of us in pass­ing.


When he had left, my mother was still sit­ting at the kitchen ta­ble for a very long time. She still talked about Al­fred and then asked how I liked him. In­stead of telling the truth, I said that he was a very nice, kind man, be­cause I didn’t want to hurt my mother. I felt that she ex­pected that from me.


Over the next few weeks she al­ways came home very late, and then one day she opened up to me that Al­fred was in a com­pli­cated, des­per­ate hous­ing sit­u­a­tion. She had of­fered him that he could live with us tem­po­rar­ily. Tem­po­rar­ily.


She didn’t lis­ten to me very well when I came up with some ar­gu­ments, such as that we didn’t have a room of our own for him. She al­ready had ev­ery­thing neatly fig­ured out and was just mov­ing along in her own sys­tem. De­fi­antly, I pinched my lips to­gether and helped her move the fur­ni­ture and drag those that were not ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary into the at­tic. Then Sat­ur­day came, and with that Sat­ur­day came the old black Mer­cedes, crammed with Al­fred’s be­long­ings.


I stood a lit­tle apart as my mother greeted Al­fred and helped him carry his things in. I stood apart, de­spis­ing my mother for plan­ning and dis­cussing ev­ery­thing in de­tail with a com­plete stranger and leav­ing me on the side­lines. Silently and with tears of anger in my eyes I went to Monika. That was at the same time one of the last af­ter­noons that I went to Monika to learn.


Sub­se­quently I won­der about my re­ac­tion, but I imag­ined rock solid that I had to de­fend my room, my home nest against Al­fred. So I went straight home af­ter school and went to my room, stud­ied a lot and re­ally stud­ied, which had a good ef­fect on my grades, and then had the whole af­ter­noon to my­self, my se­cret vice and my mus­ings. It was also dur­ing this time that I started writ­ing this jour­nal.



Of­ten Al­fred would go to town with my mother in the morn­ing, and pick her up in the evening. But on some days Al­fred didn’t go to work, and then it meant be­ing quiet. My sense of shame told me to be as quiet and care­ful as pos­si­ble, es­pe­cially on those days, so that he wouldn’t hear any­thing of my se­crets. For they both tried to be as quiet as pos­si­ble, too, but I lay wide awake in my bed at night, lis­ten­ing for the sounds com­ing from Mother’s bed­room. With time, I de­fied and bucked in­wardly no more and played long and gen­tly with my­self while they made love next door. Af­ter all, I was get­ting the first fuzz around my cunt and would prob­a­bly get my pe­riod soon, like a real woman.


Some­times when Al­fred wasn’t go­ing to work, he would come into my room in the af­ter­noon to check on me. Mostly he asked triv­ial things, if I wanted a snack or some­thing, but if I was al­ready un­der my blan­ket, then he sat down at the edge of the bed and had a triv­ial chat, mostly just a mono­logue about this and that, al­most al­ways it was soc­cer. But he never for­got to put his hairy hand on my blan­ket and pat me a lit­tle. The first time I still flinched be­cause I was com­pletely naked un­der the blan­ket, but over time his pat­ting no longer fright­ened me, be­cause the most he could do was pat­ting my thigh be­cause I was ly­ing on my side.


Once, I had al­most reached my cli­max, he stuck his head in and asked if he could come in, and I re­mained silent, then he was in the room. He didn’t seem to have no­ticed that I had just been mas­tur­bat­ing,
but some­how my mood struck him as strange, and later he said as much. I shrugged my shoul­ders and kept stub­bornly silent. He sat down on the edge of the bed in his sweaty un­der­shirt and pat­ted me, as al­ways. But now I was ly­ing on my back and lolling in my horni­ness, press­ing my horny body against his hand, which ir­ri­tated him a lot. Heaven knows what I would have done at that mo­ment, but amaz­ingly he be­came more and more con­fused and quickly left the room.


From that day on, I re­mem­ber it very clearly, I be­haved meanly to­wards him. I pro­voked him by walk­ing around the apart­ment in only my un­der­wear as well as he did, ig­nor­ing his gawk­ing. Of course, I be­came horny my­self at this de­lib­er­ate dis­play and en­joyed go­ing back to bed quickly and mak­ing it fast for my­self. Now when he came in in the af­ter­noon, I had one bare leg peek­ing out from un­der the cov­ers, or some­times both, just had the crum­pled blan­ket tucked be­tween my thighs. Now he had the great­est dif­fi­culty in pat­ting me, be­cause the pro­tec­tive blan­ket was no longer there, and my bare legs he did not dare to at­tack. I had found his lim­its, hur­ray!


It was from now on easy to throw him com­pletely into con­fu­sion. Slowly but steadily I in­creased the risk, chat­ted with him about his beloved soc­cer ball and put up a leg as if un­in­ten­tion­ally, so that he had to see up to my half but­tock and a lit­tle bit of fluff, if he dared to look. And he did that blink­ing, se­cretly, and was ter­ri­bly em­bar­rassed when he looked me in the eye again. I let his pat­ting freeze al­ready in the ap­proach, if I held out to him a teensy‐weensy bit of the most se­cret of a real woman. A few times, when he dis­turbed me in the mid­dle of it and I still felt my horni­ness blaz­ing, I sim­ply left my hand un­der the blan­ket on my pu­bic, which com­pletely threw him off when he had to look. I was suc­cess­ful with this, be­cause now he re­treated to the bed­room with nice reg­u­lar­ity, and then I heard him pant­ing and rub­bing. I laughed in­wardly at him and rubbed my­self too. On the nights that fol­lowed those af­ter­noons, he would ram like crazy for half the night and I could hear my mother sigh­ing loudly and hap­pily.



Some time af­ter that, I got sick and had a high fever. My mother was very wor­ried about me and stayed at home, tak­ing me to her bed in the most fever­ish hours and hold­ing me un­til I slept peace­fully again, while Al­fred had to sleep in my room. When the fever was gone again, I slipped into my long night­gown on Sun­day morn­ing and crept to the bed­room door, where I knocked softly. Then I asked if I could join her in bed. Of course, my mother said, and I went into the dim room, lay down be­side her un­der the cov­ers, and dozed by her side as I al­ways did.


In the be­gin­ning, it was the ill­ness that had brought me back to the mas­ter bed­room. Now I found my­self lik­ing the idea of tak­ing a piece of home back from Al­fred again, of re­claim­ing it. Per­haps, how­ever, I wanted some­thing else, but at first I was not aware of that at all. In any case, I was again ly­ing next to my mother on Sun­day morn­ing and had her to my­self.


Al­fred, how­ever, had other things on his mind on Sun­day morn­ing than a 13‐year‐old brat ly­ing in “his” bed next to “his” wife and slept there the whole morn­ing. The first two Sun­days he proved that he was a real gen­tle­man. On the third, how­ever, he couldn’t hold it any longer; I half awoke from my doze when I heard my mother hiss­ing that he should fi­nally give it a rest! But Al­fred did not let up, and af­ter I had turned away and closed my eyes tightly, I heard him, qui­etly and se­cretly fid­dling with mother. My heart beat up to my throat when she stopped protest­ing. As quiet as they wanted to be, I felt their ev­ery move. I opened my eye­lids a tiny crack wide and saw that she had taken his cock in her hand. Al­though she was rub­bing it very softly and care­fully, I still felt the mat­tress be­gin to move slowly and rhyth­mi­cally. Need­less to say, it was much, much later that I be­gan to loll and then “woke up”.


For Al­fred, the ice was bro­ken. Sun­day af­ter Sun­day I knocked qui­etly on the bed­room door, slipped un­der the cov­ers and “slept on”. My mother guessed what was com­ing and whis­pered that he should wait un­til the child was fast asleep, which I did. Some­times she made him give up un­til I had gone again, but some­times not, when his urg­ing be­came too wild. Then she would sigh godly, qui­etly rub his cock and make him squirt. I felt wicked and very wicked and thought de­fi­antly that yes, they had be­trayed me, but at the same time I was cu­ri­ous and filled up with horni­ness, which I later sat­is­fied in my own bed. I be­came es­pe­cially horny when I didn’t turn away, but snug­gled up to my mother, hid­ing my head “asleep” un­der the cov­ers, and could see ev­ery­thing clearly in the dim dark­ness; how mother’s hand rubbed his cock up and down, very slowly and care­fully, be­cause I was also ly­ing on top of her. How the hand froze when the sticky stuff squirted out.


Dur­ing the week, they now no longer made love as of­ten as be­fore. Al­fred must have come up with some­thing new, be­cause I heard him nib­bling and mak­ing out for a long time be­fore she started moan­ing and groan­ing. I be­came more and more cu­ri­ous day by day what they were do­ing, stick­ing my ear to the wall like a spi­der, try­ing to fig­ure out the strange noises. My mas­tur­ba­tion fan­tasies over­flowed ev­ery night un­til I de­cided to get to the bot­tom of it. With a pound­ing heart, I crept to the bed­room door, stood in front of it “yawn­ing” in my night­gown, and quickly opened it.


In a sin­gle mo­ment I sur­veyed the sit­u­a­tion, then quickly closed the door and mut­tered: “Sorry, but I couldn’t fall asleep!”, then I ran to my room with my heart pound­ing.


The first thing I had seen was Al­fred’s bare ass kneel­ing be­hind my mother. She was kneel­ing on the bed fac­ing the wall with both hands tied to the bed­posts. Sur­prised, they both looked around and Al­fred’s stiff cock slipped out. The mother opened her mouth to say some­thing, but by then I had al­ready closed the door again.


The next morn­ing I woke up, and mother was sit­ting next to me on the bed, look­ing at me se­ri­ously, long and silently. Then she spoke to me like an adult, per­haps for the first time ever. Searched for words to ex­plain the sit­u­a­tion. That it was noth­ing per­verted, but it gave Al­fred an ex­tra plea­sure when she was tied up, but she was not so tightly bound that she didn’t feel free any­way. She went along with it vol­un­tar­ily, pre­cisely be­cause it was so im­por­tant to him. Then she looked at me se­ri­ously again and asked if I could un­der­stand and ac­cept that. I swal­lowed and nod­ded. My guilty con­science of hav­ing am­bushed them was weigh­ing heav­ily on me. In a sud­den fit of re­morse, I hugged my mother and kept nod­ding, sob­bing that it was all right with me.


I re­mained re­served and made my­self as small as pos­si­ble. Al­fred came in the af­ter­noon in the mid­dle of my game, but no­ticed noth­ing and sat down friendly on my bed. Talked back and forth and also about soc­cer, but then he said in a chummy way that I was al­ready so big and could al­low him and her a bit of fun. I nod­ded silently while he put his hand in the mid­dle of the blan­ket be­tween my naked thighs and pat­ted me right on the pu­bic area. “Well, we’re big al­ready, aren’t we?” he said, pat­ting me again, the blan­ket fi­nally slip­ping. I didn’t move, but his eyes al­most fell out of his head when he saw my naked cunt. De­spite all the fear, I felt a cer­tain tri­umph in up­set­ting him with my naked­ness. Then he abruptly got up and walked over to the bed­room, jerk­ing off.


I feasted on this ex­pe­ri­ence for days, em­bel­lish­ing it fur­ther and fur­ther as I fan­ta­sized and mas­tur­bated, and was happy with it for a while. It flat­tened slowly, I looked for the new kick and went on Sun­day morn­ing again to the mas­ter bed­room. My mother, who ex­pe­ri­enced it all quite dif­fer­ently, was very happy that her lit­tle girl was back.


This time I snug­gled close to her and slept a bit, but of course woke up when Al­fred pulled his act again. I leaned my fore­head against Mother’s bare chest un­der the cov­ers so she couldn’t see my eyes and watched as Al­fred’s hand stroked Mother’s leg and slowly raised it. Then he nib­bled on his cock and slowly, qui­etly and care­fully slid it in her vagina. Al­though I was al­most pass­ing out from shame and jeal­ousy, I held my breath as he be­gan to move slowly and rhyth­mi­cally.  His gasps re­vealed how much he liked it. But he didn’t like it that way from the side af­ter all, be­cause he paused and pulled her out from un­der me, turn­ing her onto her stom­ach. Now he knelt up and steered his cock in from be­hind, then braced him­self and tan­gled one hand on my night­gown. As he fucked her, the night­gown shifted higher and higher. I was par­a­lyzed as he had an­grily tried to get his tan­gled hand free, push­ing my night­gown up to my thigh.


Al­fred stiff­ened, grabbed my thigh with one hand and now cheek­ily pushed my night­gown fully up. I lay on the back and had me “in my sleep” pulled a pad over my face, but in re­al­ity blinked out from un­der it and watched him, al­though I was ter­ri­bly ashamed of my naked­ness. He was vi­o­lently do­ing push‐ups on Mother’s bot­tom, which was thrust­ing to­wards him, in eerie si­lence and se­crecy, but full of lust. Then he pulled out his cock, rubbed it hard, and squirted long white streaks across Mother’s but­tocks while star­ing grimly and with a horny look at my ex­posed cunt.


My mother turned around and cov­ered her­self, then caught sight of my night­gown and pulled it neatly back into place. She hadn’t no­ticed, but I was al­most burst­ing with horni­ness and soon ran to my room to mas­tur­bate to ex­haus­tion. This point went to Al­fred, as well as the oth­ers. But it should also be his last at the same time.



Some days later I was ly­ing in bed af­ter study­ing, had al­ready be­come very aroused and cov­ered up, when I sud­denly no­ticed that Al­fred was stand­ing un­der the door watch­ing me mas­tur­bate. Of course, I im­me­di­ately cov­ered my­self and pulled the blan­ket over my bright red head. “Now, now,” Al­fred said jovially, sit­ting down on the edge of the bed, “who’s about to!” to pull the blan­ket off my head. Then he gave a mono­logue about how nice it ac­tu­ally was, but maybe just to calm me down. Then he told me to go ahead, he’d love to see that, but I shook my head in hor­ror and ex­cite­ment, no, I re­ally couldn’t! He slowly pulled the blan­ket all the way off and looked me up and down, even though I was un­com­fort­able and quickly cov­ered my small breasts with my arms. “Well, if you don’t like it, okay ‐ but I need it” he said and all at once he un­but­toned his pants. Still ex­cited, I stared at him as he leaned back and rubbed his cock. He looked at me from the side the whole time, then it squirted a lit­tle and dripped onto his hairy belly. He lay there in si­lence for a long time, stroking my legs, then got up and left. I got dressed in a flash and ran to Monika, but then I didn’t dare tell her any­thing.



He let a week or two pass be­fore vis­it­ing me again. Ap­par­ently he knew ex­actly how long I sat do­ing home­work and when I slipped into bed to mas­tur­bate. He came in just as my or­gasm was rolling and I was still day­dream­ing a bit. Qui­etly, he sat down on the bed and pulled the cov­ers off. Anx­iously I looked at him, for I sus­pected what was com­ing next, but he just looked at me closely and then leaned back. Now I knew what was com­ing, and right, he pulled his un­der­pants all the way down and played around with his stiff­en­ing cock for a long time be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing prop­erly. When he was al­ready very aroused, he put his hand on my knee and mur­mured that I should let him look. Anx­ious and tense, I tried to re­sist him putting my leg up and bend­ing my knee out­ward vig­or­ously, but he was much stronger than I was. Then he greed­ily looked at my slit and quickly squirted on his belly. Af­ter he calmed down, he walked out with­out a word.


His vis­its be­came more reg­u­lar now, his in­hi­bi­tions faded more and more, soon he forced me to sit up with my legs strad­dled while he sat op­po­site me and jerked off. I re­sisted all his at­tempts to make me mas­tur­bate and watch me do it; my sense of shame just wouldn’t al­low it. I felt, how­ever, that the mo­ment was get­ting closer and closer when he would squirt on my thighs and belly, more and more of­ten I con­sid­ered telling him off to the mother, but I al­ways vac­il­lated be­tween dis­gust, cu­rios­ity and horni­ness. Al­though I was re­pulsed by the sit­u­a­tion and it seemed dis­gust­ing to me, it stim­u­lated my imag­i­na­tion more and more.


I imag­ined many sit­u­a­tions: from time to time his cock came closer as he squirted. Anx­iously I pro­tected my vagina with my fin­gers, while in the mean­time he un­abashedly pressed his glans against it and squirted, but at the same time felt the horni­ness and ex­cite­ment that his rub­bing caused in my ab­domen. Some­times I imag­ined that my pro­tec­tive fin­gers joined in his rub­bing and se­cretly rubbed along with­out him notic­ing any­thing, but my horni­ness grew more and more in the process and when he begged very much and promised to be care­ful, I pulled my fin­gers aside and let him rub the glans against the labia, let him squirt di­rectly on the pu­bic fold, be­cause I too reg­u­larly got horny when my pro­tec­tive fin­gers se­cretly rubbed along a bit. When I was strongly aroused, I fan­ta­sized that I pulled my hand away, al­lowed his wild rub­bing more and more and let his glans, which rhyth­mi­cally pressed it­self be­tween the labia, ex­cite me fur­ther and fur­ther. Of­ten I imag­ined it so horny that I opened a lit­tle bit and let his glans push into my pu­bic fold, al­most got an or­gasm dur­ing his jerky, vi­o­lent squirt­ing be­tween my labia. At that mo­ment, I would have let him do any­thing. ‐ But when the fan­tasies were over, I knew this couldn’t go on for­ever.


My mother no­ticed noth­ing of all this, she was com­pletely clue­less. Sun­day morn­ing I lay with her again, sup­pos­edly sleep­ing soundly when Al­fred turned her onto her stom­ach and pen­e­trated her. Un­abashedly, the bas­tard un­cov­ered me and ex­cited him­self at my cunt, while he fucked at the same time mother. As good kid I played my part as a half‐dead and let him see ev­ery­thing, I also watched fas­ci­nated his fuck­ing. As usu­ally he was ready af­ter a very short time and de­lib­er­ately squirted in­side in­stead of pulling his cock out. 




I and Me


.

That Sun­day morn­ing I had com­pletely for­got­ten that my mother had gone to visit her sis­ter, who was ill, on Sat­ur­day and had stayed there in the evening to be with her young chil­dren. I awoke from a rather con­fused dream and got up sleep­ily to go to the mas­ter bed­room. I knocked and en­tered as Al­fred was hum­ming. As I was about to slip un­der the cov­ers, I re­al­ized my mis­take and was about to leave, but Al­fred grum­bled that I could lie down, he wouldn’t bite. Some­how I liked the smell of mother’s bed and slipped qui­etly un­der her cov­ers.


Al­fred im­me­di­ately went back to sleep, his slow breath­ing made me tired, and soon I dozed off too. I woke up again only when I heard him sigh and roll around rest­lessly, for he had got­ten a hard‐on again in his sleep. Sleep­ily he reached un­der the light blan­ket, un­der which the hard‐on stood out like a small tree un­der a blan­ket of snow, and played with this lit­tle tree. He smiled in his sleep and played a bit un­til he woke up. He pulled the blan­ket away and rubbed his cock, just like that. I was still “asleep” and turned away when he grabbed me hard with his hand and pulled my night­gown up to my neck. I was ter­ri­bly fright­ened when he put a hand on my thigh and con­tin­ued rub­bing his cock. I was still con­sid­er­ing whether I had bet­ter run out quickly, but he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me on top of him in a flash, turn­ing me onto his belly. My heart al­most stopped, my breath too.


I lay on his bare belly, try­ing to get free with both hands, but he pulled his knees up and strad­dled my legs so that I lay astride him as if on the back of a horse, my spread in­ner thighs pressed firmly against his side. I felt his hairy chest with my small breasts and heard my heart pound­ing loudly as he slowly reached un­der my thigh and nib­bled on his cock. His other hand held my bot­tom and pressed me firmly against his jig­gling belly, mak­ing my butt gy­rate and rub­bing my pu­bic against his belly. He panted and rubbed, and I wig­gled along with the wig­gle of his hand, feel­ing his cock fleet­ingly touch my butt crack. For a few sec­onds it stayed that way, then I felt him press his glans rub­bing against my bot­tom. My fear mixed with a slowly ris­ing horni­ness, I felt the wet­ness of his cock and my own, got rac­ing heart pal­pi­ta­tions from rub­bing my pu­bic against his belly and be­cause he rhyth­mi­cally poked and prod­ded his glans against it.


I will never for­get his ag­gres­sive, al­most evil look when he stopped and tried to pull off my night­gown with a wild jerk; of course it got caught by my arms, but he tore at it un­til it tore in at the side. Heed­lessly he left it hang­ing and grabbed my naked back, stroking me wildly and hold­ing me by my thighs. Like a frog, I lay on top of him, feel­ing his hairy hands all over and his cock thrust­ing firmly against my butt crack and slit. Ev­ery­thing in me was in wild tur­moil, horni­ness fought against pal­pi­ta­tions, fear against cu­rios­ity and Al­fred’s hands, whose strokes left me de­fense­less and a lit­tle horny.


He slid one hand down again while the other stroked my cunt. Again he rubbed his cock, press­ing it firmly against my slit, which the other hand stroked and kneaded. I could have screamed, but I was par­a­lyzed at the same time as he put both hands on my butt cheeks and pushed me deeper. He pushed me slowly but firmly down and against his cock. I wrenched my mouth open into a silent scream as I felt a sharp pain. His glans had en­tered me with a jerk.


Be­fore I could have done any­thing or even thought any­thing, he grabbed and pulled me by the but­tocks deeper and deeper, spread­ing my thighs wide apart. Dull and blunt, his cock pushed deep into me, the pain par­a­lyz­ing me. Al­fred held me by my but­tocks, pulled me up and down a few times like a toy doll and didn’t care at all that I had found my voice again in the mean­time and was scream­ing at the top of my lungs. Screamed be­cause his cock had made me wet and slip­pery and a horni­ness cou­pled with fear and pain and guilt turned into a mad lust. He paused and stared at me with his mouth open, I felt his cock throb­bing and twitch­ing in­side me and felt his cock squirt, squirt and squirt.


At the same mo­ment he pushed me away from him, his pole tore free from me with a muf­fled smack­ing sound as I fell be­side him. I cried out again, star­tled, for my in­ner thighs were a lit­tle bloody. I fell silent and looked at Al­fred, who had his hands folded in front of his face and from whose still slightly throb­bing cock a thin strip ran over his pu­bic hair.


Af­ter a few mo­ments Al­fred abruptly stood up, grabbed his clothes and started to get dressed, then puffed loudly and quickly walked out, but­ton­ing him­self up on the way out. I heard him start the car and roar away.


I was empty and des­per­ate; could I have felt some­thing like ris­ing horni­ness just then? Groan­ing, I pulled my torn night­gown as best I could and hid un­der Mother’s cov­ers. Par­a­lyzed, rigid and silent, I thought about the last few min­utes and tried not to feel guilty. He had grabbed me, he had torn off my night­gown, he had raped me. The lit­tle devil in my ear whis­pered, how­ever, that I had watched him jerk off with plea­sure af­ter all, that I had be­come a lit­tle horny af­ter all. I re­mained ly­ing and cried to my­self, be­cause the devil was not so wrong, even if I wanted to con­vince my­self that he, and only he, had done vi­o­lence to me. I cried all morn­ing un­til the door opened and my mother came in. 


Rushed in, be­cause she had im­me­di­ately pan­icked when Al­fred’s car was not in front of the house.


I think she re­al­ized ev­ery­thing in a split sec­ond. She saw my blub­bery face, the torn night­gown and the traces of blood on the sheet. Pale and tone­less, she sat down on the edge of the bed and straight­ened the blan­ket with an au­to­matic ges­ture and an ab­sent look. I im­me­di­ately be­gan to cry again, clutch­ing her in de­spair; how could I ex­plain to her that it was not he alone who was guilty, but that it was a lit­tle bit me too, that it had been brew­ing for months? That he had caught me “at it”, had stayed again and again and be­haved un­abashedly? But that I had also pro­voked him, with my naked legs stretched out or when I put my hand on my pu­bic un­der the blan­ket? That I had watched them both un­abashedly, Sun­day af­ter Sun­day?


Mother held me in si­lence. I felt her sob­bing tear­lessly, her body hard­en­ing. I sobbed and cried, be­cause ev­ery­thing hurt me, but most of all I was afraid to tell her ev­ery­thing. Af­ter some time, Mother straight­ened up, put both hands on my shoul­ders and looked me in the face.
“I’ll kill him!” she said, and that was the only thing she said that day. Word­lessly she took me by the hand and went with me to the bath­room, washed me care­fully, and cried silently as she dried me. I cried too and hated Al­fred, be­cause he had grabbed me, he had torn off my night­gown, he had raped me. Mother held me for a long time and cried with me, then I soon crawled into bed and tossed and turned rest­lessly while mother sat silently in the kitchen wait­ing.



Al­fred did not re­turn un­til evening. I woke up when I heard loud shout­ing from the kitchen. I couldn’t un­der­stand a co­her­ent sen­tence be­cause they kept in­ter­rupt­ing each other scream­ing. But I knew ex­actly what they were talk­ing about and picked up in­di­vid­ual words. Mother’s threats with the po­lice he ap­par­ently ig­nored com­pletely, de­fended him­self with loud roars that the lit­tle whore was con­stantly run­ning around half‐naked or even ly­ing in her bed. Lit­tle by lit­tle, roar­ing, he spewed out chunk af­ter chunk of all the se­crets, but my mother didn’t seem to lis­ten to him. She would re­port him and he would not get off lightly, she would see to that! My mother could also get loud, but I have never heard her scream so loudly.


At first I would have liked to die, I was still com­pletely con­fused and ev­ery­thing hurt me. Mother yelled at him again to pack his things and leave, im­me­di­ately, then she slammed the door and went down to the base­ment. Al­fred fell silent and I heard him fid­dling with the cof­fee maker. Some­how he was al­ready an ice‐cold lump, how could he think of cof­fee now! I qui­etly closed my room door and threw my­self on the bed, howl­ing in pain and in anger at this guy.


Af­ter a while I heard him scold­ing loudly, but I didn’t hear mother. Only once, she shouted, “Now go, go al­ready!” Then he slammed the door be­hind him and drove away. I heard it only with half an ear, then I fell asleep again.


The next morn­ing I awoke to loud voices and strange foot­steps in our house. I quickly put some­thing on and went to the kitchen. The po­lice had come and had told my mother, the Al­fred Newrkla had flown out last night in the Nehringer for­est in a curve and fallen into the Lem­mer­bach. He had died im­me­di­ately. Mother sat at the kitchen ta­ble with a pet­ri­fied face and just nod­ded. Then the po­lice­men left again.


Mother did not speak a word. In me was a storm of most dif­fer­ent feel­ings, my tor­men­tor dead and right serves him, but the Al­fred, mother’s dear Al­fred, was no more! I didn’t know yet what it was, death, and I was very afraid when some­one died; where was he now? And: what was he like? I had of­ten thought be­fore whether old Mr. Müller, af­ter he had died, was still the grouchy old child‐hater or had be­come a friendly lit­tle an­gel? I opened my mouth and was about to say some­thing, when my mother looked at me silently and said tone­lessly, “I killed him!”


I cried out in hor­ror, thoughts tum­bling in my head ‐ this could not be true! How could she have ‐ ? And how? Above all ‐ hadn’t I killed Al­fred? Hadn’t it hap­pened be­cause of me? Wasn’t it me who had con­jured up the whole dis­as­ter and pro­voked the act of vi­o­lence? I was trem­bling, think­ing about it for the first time, and it fright­ened me.


“The best thing is to go to Aunt Martha’s for a few days, she can take care of you when they come for me. And they will come for me, for sure!” I re­sisted, beg­ging and plead­ing to be al­lowed to stay, but my mother stood firm, rose, and be­gan pack­ing my things into her old brown card­board suit­case. Then she went over to the Mosers and made a phone call to Aunt Martha. When she re­turned, she said that Theresa, my cousin, was com­ing to get me. They were all happy that I was go­ing to stay with them for a few days. When I had to think about the fact that my fa­ther wouldn’t be back from the over­seas con­struc­tion site for a few weeks, I had to cry again in de­spair.


Then we sat in si­lence in the kitchen, silently look­ing at the pat­terned table­cloth. For the first time, I saw my mother smok­ing. I wanted to tell her ev­ery­thing, about mas­tur­bat­ing and about Al­fred who had been sit­ting by my bed, and also about the fact that on Sun­day morn­ings I had al­ways just pre­tended to be asleep and had over­heard ev­ery­thing, but I had a thick, chok­ing dumpling in my throat and couldn’t get a sound out. I kept silent, al­though I should have told her ev­ery­thing. But we sat in si­lence at the kitchen ta­ble, and I saw my mother smok­ing for the first time.


I was cry­ing and didn’t want to let go of my mother at all when Theresa came to pick me up. Then I sat silently next to her in the car and watched the trees and fields whiz by. Theresa had no idea at all about the drama and bab­bled on that it was al­ready over with Pe­ter and that the cur­rent one was called Franz, he was a baker’s ap­pren­tice and very, very nice. They lived in the at­tic and I would get the small room next to her, but this time I would have to sleep alone, she gig­gled and nudged me with her el­bow with a wink. Only then did she see that I still didn’t say a word and looked out sadly. But I said noth­ing, though she asked in­sis­tently. We drove on in si­lence.


I stayed at home for a few days, Aunt Martha had sent a no­ti­fi­ca­tion to the school, I was ill. She knew, but she left me alone and did not ask. Af­ter two or three days she came into my room and sat down pale on the edge of my bed.
“They took your mother away” she said softly, “they say she drugged him with sleep­ing pills, that’s why the ac­ci­dent hap­pened.” Aunt Martha was silent for a long time. Then she gave her­self a jolt and said, “How­ever it may have been, it served him right, the bas­tard!”


I cried and said noth­ing. Mother in prison! Be­cause of me, be­cause I was to blame for all this. In my head it kept ham­mer­ing: blame, blame, blame!


The fever came at night, I lay in bed for days, obliv­i­ous to my sur­round­ings. Aunt Martha was des­per­ate be­cause I nei­ther ate nor drank. I screamed when the devil’s gri­maces bent over me in dreams or I was whirled around in a macabre dance of death with Al­fred, my mother, or Bello, the farm dog at Monika’s house that had fucked the lit­tle girl. Vaguely I re­mem­ber the vil­lage doc­tor pal­pat­ing me with cool, slen­der fin­gers and giv­ing me an in­jec­tion. I did not feel the punc­ture at all, laughed like a mad­woman and im­me­di­ately fell asleep again.
 

Some­day, a few days later, the fever broke. I had be­come skinny, slen­der and fee­ble, could hardly stand up. Aunt Martha lov­ingly cared for me, chat­ter­ing about this and that and the other. When I felt stronger, I asked how mother was. Aunt Martha im­me­di­ately be­came se­ri­ous again and told me that the un­cle (her hus­band) had been al­lowed to visit her, that she was very com­posed. The un­cle had hired the best lawyer in the dis­trict to help Mother, and they would talk about the costs later. I asked her if I could also visit my mother. Aunt Martha did not know, but she promised to ask. Of course I was not al­lowed. Be­sides, she said, I was still much too weak. I just nod­ded, be­cause that was ex­actly what I had ex­pected. But dur­ing the long lie‐down I had had a lot of time to think. The plan had ma­tured for a long time, now I wanted to carry it out. I was not yet 14, but I had to act like an adult now.


The next morn­ing, while Aunt Martha had gone shop­ping in town, I crept down the stairs to the tele­phone hang­ing on the wall in the front room. I di­aled and waited a long time for some­one to an­swer. Then I wanted to speak to the of­fi­cer who was re­spon­si­ble for the Al­fred N. case. I had to say my name again, then a deep, scratchy male voice an­swered, want­ing to know what I wanted. To make a state­ment, I said. I see, he said, and which one? I swal­lowed and choked, for it was not easy for me, but at last I stam­mered, “I did it! I did it!”


There was si­lence on the other end of the line. Yes, if that was all, he asked, and I heard his lighter flick, ap­par­ently he was light­ing a cig­a­rette. “No,” I said, “please lis­ten: it was me, I did the Al­fred mur­der, my mother had noth­ing to do with it! She is in­no­cent!”


Once again there was an eerie si­lence, I wasn’t used to talk­ing on the phone ei­ther and found the pauses con­fus­ing. “My mother didn’t do it, I did!” again I shouted into the re­ceiver, “can you un­der­stand? You have to re­lease her, she didn’t know any­thing about it!” He in­ter­rupted, “Wait a minute, wait a minute,” then again that ut­terly par­a­lyz­ing si­lence. I waited, shak­ing with fear. I could hear him talk­ing to some­one in the back­ground.


Then the voice was back. “Where do you live now?” I told him Aunt Martha’s ad­dress. “All right. In fif­teen min­utes an of­fi­cer will come to see you. Don’t go away, stay at home! Can I de­pend on that?” Yes, I whis­pered, and put the re­ceiver back on the fork. I re­mained stand­ing next to the tele­phone, bare­foot and in my shirt. At last, at last, I had saved my mother! I stood there, let­ting the thoughts swirl through my head that my mother was fi­nally free and that I could now ad­mit guilt.


The door­bell buzzed. I saw a slen­der fe­male fig­ure through the glass pane and opened. The young woman looked at me in­quir­ingly, then said her name was Ms. Ehmer and that she worked for the po­lice. Did I just call there? Yes, I nod­ded and let her en­ter. “I have to go right away, don’t I?” I asked, get­ting a lit­tle an­noyed be­cause even as I asked that ques­tion, tears were welling up and chok­ing my throat. “Oh, there’s still time,” Mrs. Ehmer said, “maybe we’ll sit down and you’ll just tell me ev­ery­thing, all right?” I nod­ded, then looked down at my­self. “I’m still in my night­gown,” I said, com­pletely re­dun­dantly. Mrs. Ehmer smiled. “Let’s get dressed then, shall we?” I nod­ded and climbed the stairs, Mrs. Ehmer close be­hind me. “Is this your room?” she asked af­ter look­ing around for a mo­ment. “Yes,” I an­swered and quickly im­proved, “no, that’s just while my mother isn’t here, I have my own room at home.”  Damn, I’m cry­ing again! “Well, I’ll wait out­side un­til you’re done get­ting dressed” said Mrs. Ehmer and went out­side the door, but she left it open. “And don’t keep me wait­ing too long!” she said, smil­ing mis­chie­vously, “I have to go soon!” Quickly I got dressed and ran a brush through my hair. “Ready!” I said to Mrs. Ehmer, who looked in amaze­ment at the brown card­board suit­case in my hand.


Slightly un­sure, I said, “I’m com­ing with you!” She was still silent, and pauses I hate, I re­ally do. “I have ev­ery­thing for the prison, it was still packed any­way” I stut­tered and wanted to go down, but Mrs. Ehmer said, “Well, first you have to tell me ev­ery­thing in de­tail, then we’ll see!” Friendly, but de­ter­mined, she took the suit­case from my hand and put it next to the door, then she gen­tly took me by the hand and led me to the bed. I sat down, Mrs. Ehmer sat down at the ta­ble and looked at me. “Your mother is do­ing quite well, un­der the cir­cum­stances” she be­gan, look­ing me straight in the eye, “she is very strong and bears it with pride. That she drugged the man who raped you with sleep­ing pills will be dif­fi­cult to prove, be­sides the court will be le­nient in this case. It is un­likely that she will be sen­tenced, and if she is, it will be for a few months at most. You know, there are im­por­tant dif­fer­ences be­tween mur­der and man­slaugh­ter or homi­cide in the heat of pas­sion.” Ms. Ehmer paused, then added, “I’m sure the lawyer will put in a good ef­fort, I’m sure of it.”


We were silent, and I tried to un­der­stand ex­actly the mean­ing of her words. Mrs. Ehmer fid­geted in her chair, then asked if she could smoke. Ab­sent­mind­edly, I nod­ded, for I was think­ing about what she was ac­tu­ally try­ing to tell me. I mus­tered up all my courage and asked, “What does it all mean?”


She smiled. She bel­liger­ently blew smoke out the win­dow be­fore an­swer­ing, “It means you don’t have to make up a story to take the blame for Al­fred’s death. The po­lice know for a fact that he had taken sleep­ing pills in his last cof­fee and then passed out while driv­ing. What they don’t know for sure is who put them in the cof­fee. He may as well have taken them him­self, he was in­tox­i­cated be­sides. But the tablets be­longed to your mother, that is proven. And her per­sis­tent si­lence doesn’t make things any eas­ier for us.” She paused for a mo­ment and watched me sharply. “But what we don’t need at all is a tall tale you’re telling us. It might even hurt your mother in some cir­cum­stances.”


I was fright­ened. I didn’t want to harm my mother af­ter all! My plan shrank in a sec­ond to a tiny, in­signif­i­cant point. Mrs. Ehmer let me cry it out, put her hand around my shoul­der and re­as­sured me with kind, un­der­stand­ing words. Gen­tly she asked me if I could talk about ev­ery­thing and made lit­tle notes while I halt­ingly and bum­blingly told about the whole Al­fred story. Some­times she said I didn’t need to de­scribe ev­ery­thing in such de­tail if I was hav­ing a hard time, be­cause she would only pass on the things rel­e­vant to the in­ves­ti­ga­tion, def­i­nitely not ev­ery­thing.



When Aunt Martha came back, Mrs. Ehmer asked if she could take me to see Mother. I whooped and was al­lowed to visit my mother, who smiled sweetly at me and then sternly told me not to tell such stupid things, that it had been me and so on. And the good news was that the lawyer thought he could get her out soon. Then she thought for a mo­ment and added, “Even if we both know the truth.”


It came out that way, too, but only sort of. Fa­ther came and wor­ried touch­ingly about me, in the fall I came to the up­per school and Mrs. Ehmer was not a real po­lice­woman at all, but a psy­chol­o­gist who looked af­ter me for many months af­ter­wards. The court sen­tenced my mother to 2 years, but re­leased her af­ter 8 months. My fa­ther and I vis­ited her as of­ten as we could, and on my 17th birth­day they ful­filled the only wish I had: that all three of us cel­e­brated to­gether and above all at home. It took them an­other year to get back to­gether.
 

But it took me sev­eral more years to come to terms with this catas­tro­phe. And it should take even longer un­til I could write about it.
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