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Disclaimer










Please read all the way
through.










This story is told from the
point of view of a drug and sex addicted minor who is forced to
become an adult far too soon. It is an outcry of his considerable
despair, powerlessness, desire for revenge and anger. The main
character is largely based on his own experiences, but also on
narratives of other junkies, dealers and criminals who are given
the opportunity to be mentioned in this story as well, as an
addition to Tommy's life.










Tommy in some ways embodies
everything a minor is never meant to become. A youth who is
neglected, sexually exploited and maltreated by his own parents and
guardians. He is attracted to other young people who use drugs,
deal, and participate in gangs. Some of them inevitably become
perpetrators themselves. They all have one thing in common.
Survival in an unforgiving world. Tommy's everyday life is soon
marked by sexual exploitation, drug abuse, and day to day
violence.





Even today, in many corners
of the world, it is still common for children to deal drugs.
Pubescent girls and boys are forced by violence or poverty to sell
their bodies. These topics are still taboo in the general
population. Our complacency as a society, inevitably fuels this
suffering. It is easy to look the other way. It's easy to view a
drug addict or a prostitute as scum. That is because they are the
very visible outcome of the dark world they live in. Of human
trafficking, drug lords and pedophiles, that prefer lurking in the
shadows, trusting that their victims will never rise up against
them for fear of retribution and even death. In this sense, Tommy
as the main character, is a tribute to all those who never got a
chance at a normal life since childhood.










Many depictions of the main
character's childhood are taken entirely from personal experiences
or based on the memories of the author's known third persons.
Places, names, and incidents are, as always, heavily altered to
avoid identifying or putting real people in danger. The one
exception is my stepfather Steven Seibel. This rapist and child
molester is the reason for this book. He is therefore referred to
by his real name. All of his crimes that take place in the story
are one hundred percent based on true memories of the author and
other victims. May he burn in hell.










The stories and characters
in this book are based on true events. The protection of the writer
and other characters takes precedence. No questions about events in
the book will be answered by the author that has the intention of
finding out where this or that might have actually happened.










The statements about
religion, as well as sexual experiences and representations
mentioned in the book are from the perspective of the victim. They
may be perceived as hostile to religion and are therefore not
necessarily the personal opinion of the author. In order for the
story to retain a certain authenticity, the author had to delve
deep into his dark past. What happened back then, and the
experiences Tommy goes through in this story, can therefore only be
viewed from this perspective. Be warned. Much of what occurs in
this story can be perceived by normal people as sick, repulsive and
disgusting. Nevertheless, at that time such experiences were
routine for the victims. They knew it to be normal. They never knew
anything different. It is by no means the author's intention to
arouse pedosexuals or in any way trivialize their preferences. If I
say that something was normal for me as a child, at that time, it
does not mean that I think it is ok or even support it!










My intention is to present
the sick crimes that I and other victims had to live through in the
most disgusting detail. The reader is thus given the chance to
witness from uncanny proximity and to understand how it was for us
victims at that time. I simply tell what happened at that time. No
more and no less!





Again, I am aware that many
aspects of this book can make the reader considerably disturbed,
angry and aggressive. That is my intention. It is time for the
public to be pilloried for this widespread disease of child abuse.
The legislatures of the world must finally unanimously say yes!
That such crimes against children such as slavery, rape, denial of
human rights, and deprivation of liberty, are no longer subject to
the statute of limitations. And also retroactively! Too many
victims suffer from alcoholism, drug addiction, prostitution, and
suicidal tendencies. Meanwhile, their tormentors get off scot-free.
We need these changes in the law and we need them yesterday.










At this point I would like
to give special attention to homosexual youth. Often homosexuals
who grow up in strictly religious circles are even more severely
punished. There was an event here in Switzerland two years ago that
sickened me. A devoutly religious father tried to cut the throat of
his own 17-year-old child while he was sleeping. This because, the
father accidentally found out that his son was a homosexual. Such
attacks are unfortunately still commonplace all around the
world.










This fact fills me with
incredible rage but also sadness and pain. Didn't God create all
people in His own image? No human being in the world is entitled to
impose his personal opinion of God's will on another human being.
Every man and woman in the world has the fundamental right to
satisfy their innate needs for love and tenderness. If you have a
problem with homosexuality, then maybe it is better you close this
book and learn to be a more tolerant person.





The author therefore feels
it is important that homosexuality has its place in this story. It
is precisely during adolescence that homosexuals have to overcome
fears and prejudices of the general population much more than
heterosexuals. Especially in strictly religious circles. I knew a
homosexual who took his own life because he felt dirty and outcast.
No human being should have to die because of such prejudice. It
just can't be true! Yet sadly, it is.





Continue reading at your
own risk. The author refuses any claims or liabilities. For legal
reasons I want to make this very clear that all of the characters
in this book are fictional (except Stefan Seibel, sue me you
child-fucking rapist bastard!). Any and all correlations with real
persons is purely coincidental even if based on true events.










Your activist against the
statute of limitations on serious child abuse offenses,








Tommy





















Foreword










Most parents around the world love their children. They feed and
clothe them, teach them how to walk, talk, forgive them for their
mistakes, and bad behavior. They hope that one day their offspring
will have a good life, maybe even a better life than they had. A
life of success, love and fulfillment, so that they may one day
continue their legacy.










They may not be the best parents, might even be mean or hurtful at
times but they learn from their mistakes. Loving parents listen to
their children and take their inquisitiveness, needs and wishes
seriously, putting the happiness of their offspring above their
own. They learn to cherish the quirks, silliness and clumsy
adorableness; ever watchful and protective against those who would
seek to harm.










But…





There are parents to this day who control their children by any
means necessary, brainwash them into their beliefs and doctrines.
They punish their children, sometimes severely, if they have a
different opinion, belief or sexuality than the one desired and
demanded by the parents.










Some parents go as far as to physically harm their own children so
that their sick sexual practices, traditions and values may be
upheld over generations. They mutilate their children’s genitals
under the pretext that God or tradition demands it, force them
under pain of death to not get an education, to not mingle with the
opposite sex, to hide their bodies under thick veils or god forbid
be attracted to or worse yet, have sex with people of their own
gender.










These people use coercion, violence and even murder to uphold their
doctrines. They misconstrue values of chastity, honor, and purity
because their life on earth needs to meet certain requirements for
the afterlife that supposedly awaits. Afraid of the supposed god in
heaven that will exact vengeance and brimstone upon all not worthy.










So many parents believe that what they are doing is justified,
insisting that their children adhere to the same beliefs that they
were born and raised with. In other cases, maybe they converted to
an extreme ideology after falling in love with someone who is
already a fundamentalist. Some people can become exceedingly
self-righteous after experiencing great loss, failure or suffering.
Countless children that are unlucky enough to be born to such
people, are powerless to have any say in the matter. They are
subjugated to the newfound doctrines, regardless of their wishes or
wellbeing.










These people coerce their children to be what their parents want,
at all costs, no matter what the price. No matter if the child even
commits suicide because it cannot cope with the fear of being
shunned and anxiety of the grim consequences for daring to think or
act differently. Children instinctively wish to not disappoint
their parents, whom they love and adore above all. Some parents
will even demand of their children that they murder a cousin, a
sibling or relative in the name of family honor and religious
devotion. They are:










The monsters that kiss you
goodnight .








I want to tell you a story
about when I was a little boy. I grew up with parents who did not
want me to have a normal life. I grew up constantly frightened of
demons and monsters that lurked in the darkness.



I grew up believing that I was going to go to a golden city when I
died, that I would participate in a great war as a soldier of Jesus
against the Antichrist.










I believed that people who didn’t pray to Jesus were damned to go
to hell. I believed that all the people that lived outside “The
Family” I was born and raised in, were lost, hopelessly doomed to
die and go to hell, and even outright evil.








That I would be tempted with toys, idols and fancy distractions to
get me to veer off the straight and narrow path.





As the Bible in Matthew 7:14 says:








“Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, which leadeth
unto life, and few there be that find it.”



King James Bible





I believed that these “Systemites” as we called them, had succumbed
to Satan’s temptations and that it was my mission, the only mission
of any and every true believer to rescue these Systemites from the
Devil’s clutches so that they too may get to live in paradise.










I believed that my body didn’t belong to me but to the Lord and to
my family. Therefore, I was required to share my body at the whim
of those seeking love and affection.










Even if it meant being sodomized by a grown man while I was a very
young boy, and being forcibly masturbated by my mother. Being
whipped completely naked in front of a congregation of over one
hundred people at the tender age of five. Public beatings were
commonplace my entire childhood. I was confined in dark rooms,
being force fed so called holistic concoctions when I was sick and
watching other little children suffer and even die of abuse,
neglect and malnutrition.





My parents believed that demons, Satan and forces of evil were as
real as a red ball, a thunderstorm or a combustion engine. As real
as the people in the streets and the shoes on their feet.










They taught me that if I did not believe in Jesus and pray to him
for salvation, the evil forces would drag me to hell and devour my
soul.










As I grew older it became clear to me that these monsters my
parents believed in were not real. There would be no Second Coming
of Christ. There is no Golden City hidden in the moon. I became
aware that my opinions and questions are not heresy or treason.










I too have a right to exist and succeed as a human being. I too,
have a right to be happy and not live in the premise that salvation
through death is my ticket to the make believe reward in the
afterlife for all my earthly sacrifices.










Nonetheless, they were right that monsters exist. Real monsters,
made of flesh and blood. The ones that kissed me goodnight. The
monsters who told me that all the horrible things they did to me,
my siblings and other children, were done out of love. That I
needed to suffer in order to be a good Christian soldier, to stand
up to the Antichrist at the end of the world.










I was, after all, destined to fight in Christ’s glorious battle
against the Prince of Darkness.








Any physical pain or suffering would be meaningless once I went to
heaven. Once I lived in my golden mansion all the beatings, speech
restriction (Known in the cult as Silence Restriction), forced
labor and humiliation will have been worth it.












As the Bible says in Acts 14:22:



Strengthening the souls of the disciples, encouraging them to
continue in the faith, and saying that through many tribulations we
must enter the kingdom of God.





The real demons were the ones that smiled at you on the street and
asked if you had a minute to talk about Jesus. The same demons that
were singing praises unto the Lord while their kids were at home
were locked in solitary confinement.










We were the lost children who were forbidden to have contact with
the outside world, denied an education, a future, and were
malnourished, beaten and coerced into sexual relations against our
will.










If we dared complain or murmur we would be forced to wear a heavy
wooden yoke around our neck reading, “I am on SILENCE RESTRICTION
do not talk to me”.










All this was done in the name of God and in the name of Love.










I am a boy, sexually abused, beaten, subjected to inhumane
treatment and isolated from the “System” throughout my childhood.








I am a boy that lives in constant fear of retribution, public
humiliation, corporal punishment and the end of the world.










I am a boy, I don’t want to touch my step-father’s penis, I don’t
want to lick my mother’s vagina. But I feel obliged to, yes even to
smile and say please and thank you after being forced to do things
against my will that are confusing and weird to me.










I wanted to be a normal boy. But, how could I ever be? I was
exposed to pedophiles and predators at far too young an age. I was
repeatedly raped by my stepfather until the age of six and coerced
to have sex with my mother as well. This was done to me under the
pretext of “Sharing” (showing and making love to one another), just
as the cult leader demanded from all disciples of all ages.










One day I realized I had become a young man. It was time to defend
myself against all this oppression and violence. I decided that
instead of taking my life and letting those bastards win, I would
take my life into my own hands. Enough was enough. I was not going
to be a slave anymore! At the age of thirteen I took a gamble and
ran away into the outside world. Having never watched TV, listened
to the radio or done anything normal for thirteen years I had no
idea what the outside world was like or what to expect.





A Fall into
Darkness






Bingen am Rhein, Germany September 30, 1995.





Thud! That unmistakable sound of a body hitting the asphalt after
falling from the seventh floor. It sounds like a belly flop from a
five-meter diving board.



Someone screams from the balcony





Sven runs panicked into the living room. “Hey guys! GUYS!!!”





“Wolfgang and I were talking and suddenly, he just fell backwards
over the edge and plummeted to the ground!”





The music is still blaring and most people in the living room are
yet unaware of the events outside.





Sven screams.



“Hey, you damn fucking assholes listen to me!!!”





The drone of Goa music stops, lights turn on. The room is so full
of the smoke from bongs and joints, it’s hard to see who is who.
With tears in his eyes Sven continues screaming



“Wolfgang fell from the balcony!”





“Hey dude”, someone else
remarks, “don’t say shit like that, it’s not funny.”










Two others have realized that this is no joke and are already
dashing through the apartment down the stairs, their stampede rings
through the stairwell. The main door is thrown open so violently,
you can hear glass shattering amidst the groaning and screaming of
the first two arriving below to find Wolfgang dead.





Wolfgang, the eternal daredevil. Wolfgang, whom the girls called
“Der Gehirnlose” (The brainless), now very aptly fit his own
description. Luckily for Wolfgang, his death was probably
instantaneous. Unluckily for everyone else, they see that his head
hit the edge of a concrete boulder meant to keep cars from driving
onto the premises. Half of his head hangs open, pieces of his brain
lying in the dirt, there is blood everywhere. As more people rush
outside, some go to the balcony to try and see what happened, still
in disbelief or in a drunken stupor, thinking it to be a prank. The
girl Wolfgang was making out with earlier sees his body below and
starts vomiting over the balcony. The spew almost hits Wolfgang’s
corpse below.










„Das ist so scheisse! SCHEISSE SCHEISSE SCHEISSE!“





“Shit shit shit!”





She faints, almost falling over the concrete balustrade, her friend
frantically pulls her back and lays her gently on the floor.



Another party girl screams from the balcony.



“Is he dead?”





Someone screams up a simple and chilling





“Yes”










By now most the party guests are disappearing in a hurry. Almost
everyone is on drugs and unwilling to be at the scene when the
police show up.





I was at that party, Ollie’s party.



As parties go, without exception, I was high on a cocktail of acid,
ecstasy, plenty of joints and had throughout the night, drunken
copious amounts of beer. At the age of near fifteen, I already had
a drug and alcohol tolerance that would kill some grown men.










Ollie is high as a kite as well. Weed, hashish, joints and bongs,
pipes of all shapes and sizes are scattered around the room in
abundance, the air thick with smoke and the smell of stale bong
water. Typical of a drug consumer/dealer’s apartment in the early
90’s










Most of you may know or have known someone like Wolfgang when you
were growing up. Someone who could walk along the edge of tall
buildings or ride a skateboard recklessly close to oncoming
traffic. A guy who by the age of eighteen had already broken every
extremity possible and had several close calls with death. A guy
who didn’t care about tomorrow.










He sang the loudest at every campfire, slid around in the mud at
rainy festivals, and had a “bring it on” attitude for every bar
fight, brawl or police chase. He was also exceptionally good
looking. His blue eyes, blond curly hair, high cheek bones and
upper body were to die for. This adrenalin junkie now lies dead, in
the most stupid way imaginable: falling backwards off the balcony
ledge while high and drunk.










I muster all my courage and go onto the balcony and peer carefully
over the edge. I can’t help but stare and involuntarily grip my
face with my hands. Some girls down below are hugging each other in
disbelief. The guys standing around the corpse are in shock.
Completely overwhelmed as to what they should do. Our host has no
landline (paranoid dope dealer) and the nearest payphone is a block
away. Everyone is arguing over who should call the ambulance










Slowly the lights in the adjacent apartments go on. I decide to run
downstairs to get a better idea of what is happening. Some of the
neighbors are already watching in horror from their windows. A
neighbor gets run after and beat up by one of Wolfgang’s friends
after he took pictures of the dead body from a distance.





Another of Wolfgang’s friends catches up, grabs the camera away
from him and smashes it on the floor.



“You are really sick in the head, do you know that!? “










I can hear the photographer gurgling through a broken nose and
bloodied mouth as they make him eat the pavement.



“Hey man, why are you doing that? The tabloids will probably pay
really well for these kinds of pictures!”





The creepy photographer gets himself back on his feet and scuffles
off before he gets his ass kicked even more.





A teenage girl whispers to me,



“Good he broke that asshole’s camera. I bet you he also takes
pictures of little girls with it, judging by his looks. Shit
Pedophile”










It is 5 a.m. on a Saturday morning. Just minutes have passed since
Wolfgang decided to exit this party, quickly and permanently. Most
of the people from the party have left by now. All cowards, dazed,
confused and traumatized, reeking of vomit and smoke, alcohol and
sex. The death of a fellow party animal hangs in the sky like a
garish nightmare. Fittingly, the air pressure is low. Black clouds
loom overhead, lightly drizzling rain onto the ground, turning the
sunrise bleak and solemn.





Realizing that I am of no use, I run upstairs as fast as my legs
can carry me. Its better I help Ollie. I find him in his bedroom
muttering to himself. He’s frantically collecting all his drugs to
flush down the toilet.










Jesus Christ, I think to myself. Ollie has a shit load of gear. The
police will show up at any moment and he has over two hundred grams
of weed, hundreds of ecstasy pills, hashish in different qualities…
I grab his arm,





“It is way too much stuff to flush. It will probably clog the
toilet.¨










I suggest that I take all the drugs into the forest instead, and
bury them somewhere. Ollie nods in agreement and we start stuffing
everything into a backpack.





Ollie is pouring with sweat, shaking and crying, visibly pale as a
ghost. I am in shock and just trying to be helpful. He yells at me
to hurry up and help him scratch out hundreds of LSD blotters that
are wrapped in cellophane, frozen stuck inside the freezer. They
are so unmistakably identifiable with little orange suns, smileys
and Rolling Stones tongue imprints on every ticket. He is trying to
use a hair dryer to defrost the ice while I frantically scrape at
it with a wooden spatula. I managed to break free a little 10 mg
vial from the ice. Ollie’s eyes open wide, he exclaims,





“Fuck! Be very careful with that! You do not want to break and
spill that on your skin or you’ll be tripping for the rest of your
life!”





I nod responsively. I was extremely lucky I hadn’t broken it with
all the excessive force that I used to pull the vial free from the
ice.










We grab the rest of the stuff and toss everything hastily into my
little Nike backpack. Ollie runs off somewhere and comes back
holding a tightly wrapped cylinder with a condom pulled over it,
throwing it into the bag. It contains around 50 grams of whitish
powder which I’m guessing is Ephedrine or maybe methamphetamine?
Cocaine? MDMA? No idea, no time to ask. With Ollie, it could be a
number of things.



“Come Tommy, we need to clear every single room in the house.” We
dash around like nervous rats trying to spot all the drugs, joints,
pills and white powder the guests may have abandoned in panic.





The World is
My Home








Let me explain how I ended up here.





I met Ollie at the Open Air Werden music festival in Essen,
Germany. A pasty stoner, with something on his face that I guess
you could mistake for a beard, he was overweight and definitely not
much of a ladies’ man. A dirty black t-shirt with an aging
Scorpions print bereft of its sleeves covered most of his belly and
ass, yet unflatteringly too short to hide his large buttocks
overlapping his beige cargo shorts. A Rastafarian woven bracelet
adorned his left hand which had turned mostly shades of brown from
never taking it off, and he sported a cigarette stuck behind his
ear and long, dirty blonde, thinly spaced hair. He definitely
looked much older than he was and my look of surprise was real when
he told me in conversation he was just 27 years old.










His eyes were another story entirely: an eerie piercing sky blue.
They seemed to have been spray painted on in ultra-high gloss, not
unlike a haunted porcelain doll. So vivid in color in fact, that I
at first wondered if I was tripping. It was hard to not stare at
them and was probably by far his most attractive, if not also
slightly creepy feature.










I first noticed Ollie because he was selling gear. It was instantly
recognizable to a veteran small time dealer such as myself. I
approached him wanting to buy something, anything really. Just
whatever he had available to shut off my brain. He was sitting on
the grass picking at an old beat up black plywood western guitar
covered in Nine Inch Nails, H-Blockx, and Korn stickers. I watched
for quite a while. Once in a while someone would come up to him and
ask him if he had anything fun. He’d lift up his little blanket and
show them some molly pills and little dime bags of weed. After the
buyer left, he’d stuff the money into his pants pocket and continue
picking away at his guitar. I was already quite a proficient player
at the age of fourteen and was keen to show him my guitar playing
skills. First things first. Tommy needs drugs. It is early
afternoon, and there are not many dealers around. I sat down near
him and we made eye contact.










I asked him in German





“You got acid?”





He scoffed, “What, are you a cop? Ha, just kidding! How old are
you, kid? Go home to mommy!”





Huh! The dealer spoke English, which is cool, but fuck him! He’s
just plain rude.





“If you must know, I have a condition. It’s called Kallmann
Syndrome, I’m actually 20 years old.”





Ollie laughs “You are such a liar!”





He was insulting me again, but I knew he had drugs, better just
stay friendly.





“How could you tell I speak English from just three words?” I ask.





“Seriously?” Ollie continues, “Here in Germany we call acid ‘eine
Reise’ (a Trip) or ‘Fahrkarte’ (a Ticket), no one says acid. That’s
way too obvious. If you were an American spy, ze Nazis would have
shot you already.”





“Ok. Well thanks for the info, where did your English get so good?”





“I lived in Canada as an exchange Student years ago. I love British
comedy, black humor and all this… Do you like Monty Python? I have
all of their VHS tapes at home.”





I nodded and shrugged.





„Sure why not. “










There is another reason for me to talk to Ollie. A girl sitting
near him. Stunningly gorgeous but very quiet and un-talkative. I
learned that this beautiful girl's name was Angela. I couldn’t help
but wonder how two so entirely different human beings came to hang
out together. Angela looked street-wise, yet seemed to be at least
a decade younger than Ollie, and their dynamic was more of a
brother-sister relationship than that of friends or lovers.










“Listen,” Ollie said.





„You can hang out with me if you promise to only speak English.
That way I can practice my English and in return I will pay for
drinks, food and you can get high with me if you want. I won’t give
you any acid though… Deal?”





I nodded, “Sure, why not?” and thought to myself “JACKPOT!!!”





He gave me a piece of hashish which I expertly rolled “Swiss Style”
into a long and fabulous joint. Ollie was impressed by my joint
rolling skills and dubbed me his official joint roller of the
evening.










The friendly hippie who drove me all the way from Frankfurt came
over and introduced himself to Ollie.





“Hi, I’m Roland.” He stretched his hand out to greet him and Ollie
asked if he wanted to join us. The four of us unwound as Barbie’s
Killing Ken began to play. We mingled with the crowd, and embraced
the sounds, vibes and smells of the night air.





I knew better though than to pry Ollie with too many questions
about his friendship with Angela. I admired her quietly and kept my
thoughts about her beauty to myself. She seemed to be way out of my
league.





Both Ollie and Angela were happy to hang out with us. Subsequently,
hours of getting high and drinking commenced. The blur of night
turned into day, and at some point around sunrise I fell into a
sleep which was so intermittent and fitful that I became extremely
uncomfortable and sat up in reluctance, resigning myself to being
awake again.










I realized my companions were still out cold, so I staggered over
to some bushes to relieve myself and then aimlessly walked around
the festival area waiting for the others to wake up. After having
bummed cigarettes off some other drunken festival goers, I returned
to my group and sat back up against the tree and began picking on
Ollie's old guitar. One after another, random strangers sat in my
proximity and listened to me play Lady in Red, Come as You Are and
other popular songs of my generation. Hours flew by and I passed
the guitar around to whomever cared to play.










Roland got his little cooler box from the van and handed me a cold
beer which was followed up by a joint. We continued to get high and
drink under the tree. The four of us eventually roused ourselves
and walked to the nearest gas station for some hangover food, as
well as copious amounts of red bull, cheap vodka and coffee that
would have killed a grown horse. Most of the rest of that day is a
blur to my memory










Somehow that evening, I woke up again in the back of Roland’s van.
Angela is sitting on the bed next to me as we travel down south
along the Rhine. I must have fallen asleep after we left the
festival but like I said, it was a blur. I was sure I would
remember at some point. Time to get high! I dug around in my
clothes for any remnants of hashish and sighed in relief when I
found all my stuff exactly where I had put it. I felt for my wad of
cash--still there! Whew! Ollie was playing his guitar in the seat
next to the driver and singing rather badly, but the mood was great
and everyone was singing along. What the hell, I sang along too.
Miss American Pie was a favorite, as well as Country Roads, House
of the Rising Sun and whatever else came to mind.










And so the two of us would sit on the bed in the back of Roland‘s
beat-up van, smoking one joint after another and occasionally
passing some vodka and joints to our groovy musician, who
benevolently helped Roland keep his buzz going as we tuckered
along. At some point Ollie asked me if I wanted a go. He handed me
the guitar and I hit up Long Train Running from the Doobie Brothers
and the obligatory Bob Marley. I exhausted every song I could
possibly think of before letting the guitar have a well-deserved
break to let Roland play his favorite band, Jethro Tull, on the
tape player.










I can’t recall what time it was when we arrived at Ollie’s house
but it must have been in the dead of night. Everything was lit up
and completely silent. The kind of silence that allows you to hear
the flutter of a bat as it hurries by the street lamps, snapping up
insects with its amazing echolocation. I drank until morning and
watched my companions succumb one by one to the sandman’s realm
wherever they happened to lie, comatose. Soon, I too was fast
asleep.










A few days had since passed. Roland was feeling restless and bored.
Soon after, he decided it was time for him to go back home to
Canada and rekindle his music career. He asked if Ollie would be
interested in buying his van from him. Ollie agreed to purchase his
van for two thousand Deutsche Marks. We drove Roland in his ex-van
to the train station and said our goodbyes.










As he boarded the train to the airport, I thought to myself, "At
least he’s got a plan, he knows where he's going. I agreed to stay
in contact and write to him, so he jotted down his home phone and
address for me. Sadly, like so many other people I met, I didn’t
bother to write or call him. I was and still am terrible at keeping
up with correspondence. I will always remember Roland the fabulous
flute player though, even if I never did write him. Our paths that
were joined together in fate are now separated again. He will
continue his discovery channel through life as must I as well. I
hope he finds the meaning to his existence.










Having nowhere to go, I decided to stay on with Ollie and try to
figure out what the hell I was going to do. I was in a bad
situation and Ollie was a cool guy. It seemed he liked me and I
liked him, so I ended up living with Ollie off and on indefinitely.
Sometimes when I needed space from him or he had a lady friend
over, I retreated to my tent which I had hidden in a beautiful area
of the forest up on a hill overlooking the town, about an hour’s
walk from his apartment block.





Years ago Ollie was in a two year student exchange program in
Canada. He had learned English very quickly. He was happy to have
me around since he was a total Anglophile. I learned to love Monty
Python, British TV and black humor. Meeting Ollie was fortunate for
me because although I had a German passport, I spoke barely any
German as a result of growing up locked away from the outside
world, in a cult that only spoke English.





When Ollie was drunk, everybody was his friend. This also led him
to get ripped off on several occasions. I told him to at least lock
his bedroom when he threw parties in his apartment, but he never
listened. Coming from a rich family and being a university drop out
meant that he didn’t freaking care.





“It’s just stuff, dude. You can’t take it with you when you are
dead.”







He was not very interested in the world of the living and I
suspected him to be a bit manic depressed or at least, on the
spectrum. Not that I cared, we would often spend weeks hardly
leaving his apartment. Since he had all the cool shit of the time,
it wasn't surprising. His list of gadgets was pretty impressive. An
LP collection of nearly a thousand records, a bad ass Bang and
Olufsen sound system, a huge TV, Super Nintendo, computer, Atari,
you get it right?










Drug dealing seemed to be more of a hobby than anything else for
Ollie since he didn’t need the money. Ollie, a typical
“Polytoxikoman '' (multi-drug-user) kept his wits about him just
enough to function at the edge of society. His parents, from what
he told me on several occasions, were unimaginably rich and felt
bad about not being there for him as a child. Therefore, they let
him get away with anything he wanted. Ollie was raised mostly by
nannies, traveled a lot and was rather restless. His attention span
was short and he got bored rather quickly in conversations. If the
topic wasn’t of interest to him, he would just simply walk away. He
listened more than he talked, and loved a good story. That is, if
you managed to hold his attention for long enough.










He told me that he used to just get on a train and travel aimlessly
to all the big metropolises of Europe when he was bored. When he
got to whatever destination he ended up in, he hung out in the
search of cool people, a party or anything with music and drugs.
Ollie always had good stuff on him so he got in with the local
crowd rather quickly. Since his family was politically influential,
the local police would tend to look the other way when he got
caught with narcotics. A slap on the wrist and a generous donation
to the municipality and everything went back to normal.










However, Ollie’s constant abuse of drugs was having a bad influence
on me. For my own self-preservation I realized that it was better
for me to occasionally hang out on my own in my tent in the forest.
Since I had no ID, I could not rent a spot at the local campsite.
Even if I would have had one, it would have been no use as I was
still a minor. I was on the run from the law as well as probably
being on Interpol’s missing child list ever since I had run away.
That meant being very, very careful.












Deception came easy for me, having grown up surrounded by English
speakers from every corner of the globe in a cult known as the
Children of God.



Lying was bred into me from a very young age. We were taught to
conceal our true identities from the outside world, so being a
con-artist and a professional deceiver came as natural to me as
drinking beer.










The safest bet was to leave as little evidence of my existence as
possible. Camping out in the middle of nowhere in a forest was
always a good idea. Totally off the grid, away from hiking trails
and frequented areas was good, while not going too deep into the
forest lest I be mistaken for a wild animal and shot or assualted
during hunting season. At first it was scary, but I soon found that
my fears of the dark were unfounded. Slowly, I genuinely started to
like camping out under the stars. It was peaceful. Away from the
noise, selfishness and narcissistic behavior of the average human
being. During the day I could write poetry, draw sketches from
memory of people I saw in town or read books from the local
library. At night I would listen to music on my Walkman or read a
book with my flashlight, smoke hashish and drink vodka. It was
simple and befitting for me.










Ollie had hooked me up with some dealers. I could score hashish and
molly to sell. He had good connections and I desperately needed an
income. In evening time and on weekends I would hang out where
young people would gather, or go to local events and hustle.
Ecstasy was dirt cheap back in the day and you could get pills
wholesale for as little as 4 to 5 Deutsche Marks a piece, provided
you bought several hundred. They sold like hot cakes and I was
often sold out within a couple hours. I ended up with quite a tidy
income. As long as I changed locations often and was careful, I
could make plenty of money. I was so low-key and innocent-looking
that the one time I was nearly stopped by police at a train
station, they didn’t even search me.








I had just arrived back from Mannheim, where I met up with one of
our dealers for the purpose of scoring some “supplies''. I had on
my person no less than 200 grams of black Moroccan and several
hundred molly pills shoved into a speacial compartment of my
backpack. As I got off the train and headed down the underground
passageway, I was approached by two civil police officers. Their
off-white and blue perfectly ironed shirts, the hint of a gun belt
bulge under the left chest of their sports jackets, the
walkie-talkies on their belt buckles screamed danger even from far
away. It was evident that they had singled me out and were headed
speedily towards me, so I went on the counter-offensive. Smiling, I
stepped up my pace and approached them. I asked in an American
accent,





“Excuse me, do you speak English?”





The police men were thrown off their guard.





“Ach, ja, yes a little” one of them grinned, in a heavy German
accent.





I continued, smiling as bright as the sunny sky.





“So sorry to bother you but I’m supposed to meet up with my bible
group in the town square. We’re supposed to gather in front the
reformed church but I’m running late so I wanted to make sure I’m
exiting on the correct side of the train station”





The German police man responded in broken English,





“Oh yes, you are correct. You don’t miss zis. You go straight, when
you see ze next road you go left and keep going until you see it”





I genuinely looked relieved and put my hand on my heart and
exhaled, feigning to be slightly out of breath. “Thank you so much,
God bless you ,I'm late, gotta run.”





The policemen looked slightly bewildered but also happy to help and
simply said,



“No problem, have a nice day”





I smiled while pacing a few steps backwards, folded my hands in
front of my chest and bowed to them like a good little Christian
before turning around and hurriedly scampering out of the train
station.





I kept expecting them to shout “Halt!” or “Stop!”. It never
happened.









A Romance in
the Woods






Fuck! The drugs! We got to do something about all these drugs! I
snap out of my daydreaming and look across the room.










“Ollie! I’m going to leave now and return when it’s safe. If the
police catch me here, you’ll be charged with harboring a fugitive
from justice, and a missing minor.”










“Fuck, man, I always forget you’re only fourteen, it’s so weird.
I’ve never met a fourteen-year old like you, ever. When I first saw
you, I thought you...” he pauses, thinking of how to express the
right words, “You acted like an adult in a kid’s body! Shit, man,
but it all made sense when you told me your age.”



He smiles at me, almost lovingly, like an older brother might.





“Sometimes you are super developed, way past your age, and other
times just a plain goofy kid. Yup, it totally makes sense now!”










I nod.



“Yeah, fuck, I get that a lot. I’m going to fuck off now and bury
this crap in the forest. See you in a couple days.”










Ollie shrugs, “If I don’t answer the door…“



His voice trails off into a stammer.



“Fuck man what do you think will happen?










I shrug my shoulders and look at him, tears welling in my eyes as I
mumble,





“Fuck, man, I don’t know, let’s just try and stay calm. I’ll come
back, I promise.”










As I pass the door, he flicks his cigarette onto the kitchen tile
and crushes it with his bare foot, struggling to find some last
parting words.





“This really sucks. Take care of yourself, ok?”










I nod. Without another word, I start running frantically down the
stairwell. Once at the bottom I find composure and walk calmly
outside. I cover my head with my hoodie and slink past the others
so as to not attract any attention to myself. The sound of sirens
approaching is my final warning to get the hell away from Ollie’s
neighborhood. I head out of town up to the woods where I hope my
tent still is, well hidden within the forest. After walking a few
hundred meters I see a girl who I recognize from the party, sitting
and crying on the sidewalk. She seems to have been chain smoking,
judging from the collection of cigarette butts in front of her
shoes. She sees me and looks up, the heavily applied mascara
leaving tear stains on her face.





“Hey man, you got a cigarette?” She pauses, “You were there too,
no?”





She cocks her head in the direction of Wolfgang’s dead body. I nod
affirmatively, kneeling down next to her on the sidewalk. A
cocktail of LSD, molly and weed courses through my veins and I’m
carrying enough drugs in a backpack to get an entire campus high.










I handed her a West cigarette, my favorite brand, cheap and strong.





“You can’t stay here too long. The neighbors might call the police.
They’ll want to see your ID, and ask questions.”





I kneel next to her. She cups her hands around my lighter as I
flick several times before the flame ignites the tip of the now
rain splotched cigarette. She takes a long drag, her hands
quivering.





She mutters to herself in a whimper



“Fffuck, ffuck, fuck fuck fuck”



She flicks the cigarette away almost in disgust. It extinguishes
itself in a sidewalk puddle.



”Every other option sucks!”



She looks at me, her eyes ripped open wide as if in shell shock,
streaming with tears.








I want to leave right now but she's crying. Fuck! I absent mindedly
light myself a cigarette. She continues, “I don’t... I don’t know
what I should do! I can’t go home in this condition. My mom will
kill me. If I stay out all weekend and go to school like this, my
teacher will report me to my mom.”








Her trembling hand pulls the cigarette out of my mouth, and as she
takes a long wet drag, she mumbles while smoking.










“Mom forbade me to go to Ollie’s party because she’s so afraid I’ll
do drugs. Now she’ll know I lied to her if I show up like this.”
She points to her dilated pupils.



She buries her face in her palms, still holding the scrunched
cigarette and I awkwardly put my hand on her shoulder.










“She will immediately see  that I’m all high on Ecstasy. She
will be so paranoid, so disappointed … he just fell.”





I awkwardly hug her. She buries her head and hands in my chest. The
cigarette goes out on my hoodie, leaving a burnt hole.





“I keep thinking… I think that I had something to do with it, I
blame myself for that guy… him falling from the balcony, and I
wasn’t even near him all night.”







“Shit, fuck! I just wanted to have a little fun, then all of a
sudden some drunk guy starts yelling that Wolfgang is dead. I
couldn’t handle it, I just ran off. Damn it! I’m only sixteen! How
is it my problem? I feel so guilty running away, but he’s dead,
what could have I possibly done to help him Shit, Shit,
Shit! Mom thinks I’m staying over at Angela’s house but she’s
gone to her boyfriend’s villa in the suburbs this weekend and she
has no clue that I used her as my alibi.”










She continues rambling and crying uncontrollably into my hoodie. I
know I can't leave her alone. Yet I can't stay here either!
Somehow, I have to persuade her to leave the curb with me before
the police come over to ask questions. After all, they are probably
already in Ollie’s apartment questioning him, and have most likely
cornered off the road a few hundred meters away. The sky seems to
be on fire with the flashing of red, orange and blue lights





I look around nervously 










“Hey, no worries, I know Angela, she comes by quite often to buy
weed and stuff. Listen, normally I don’t do this and please don’t
think I’m hitting on you but if you want to, why not hang out with
me for a while and wait for everything to calm down? I could use
some company myself. Any friend of Ollie or Angela’s is a friend of
mine. You can hang out with me until you come down off the drugs
and then we’ll see from there.”










I bite my tongue. I should not have said that. I’m carrying enough
drugs to put me well past my eighteenth birthday in a home for
delinquents, hanging out with a drunken girl seems like a really
stupid idea. My drugged, naïve and slightly horny brain convinces
myself to stay with her, however. She is very pretty and very sad.
It’s a seductive combination and my teenage male instincts to help
and protect her are drowning out all reason. She pulls her head
away from me and looks at me like she’s trying to assess if I’m a
threat or not. I put her at ease.










“Hey, I’m only fourteen, I ain’t no threat to nobody.”





She reacts shocked.





“So young, fuck, what kind of shit are you up to out here running
around?”










“I was chilling with Ollie, but I can’t stay there now, so I’m
going back to my place.”










“Whatever. I guess I’ll come with you. Where do you live?”










“At the moment, in a tent in the forest.”










"Are you fucking kidding me? “










“No, I’m not joking. I ran away from home. My parents are really
horrible. They beat me up and did all kinds of terrible things. I
was staying with Ollie from time to time, but when I want some
peace and quiet, I go up there in the forest. Ollie can be quite
exhausting, he’s always throwing parties, listening to loud music.
Everyday people come over. Sometimes it’s too much for me. I
definitely can’t stay at Ollie’s anymore for obvious reasons, so
I’m heading to my tent until things quiet down.”





I look at her and sigh.





“…also, the police might be looking for me.”










“Why are the police looking for you?” She giggles sarcastically.
“Are you a terrorist? Bank robber? Did you murder someone?”





I exhale timidly.







“No, No and Yes, maybe, I think so. But it wasn’t like, you
know...that! Murder, what should I tell you? I was trying to help
someone. There was this son of a bitch in this youth center I used
to go to. One day he suspected his ex-girlfriend was cheating on
him with someone else and he wasn’t having it. He dragged her off
to a toilet stall by her hair. He was raping and beating her so
violently you could hear the punches and the screams through the
brick wall. No one was helping her, everyone was very scared of
him."








She looks at me intensely.










“Man, you sound like you are really unlucky, but you don’t look
like a bad person or like someone who will hurt a defenseless young
girl.”










I look at her with sadness and remorse in my eyes.





“I hate monsters that hurt or take advantage of others. Either way,
I need to leave this area. You should too!”










She’s finally convinced, I hold her cold hands and help her get to
her feet. Soon we are walking past the outskirts of the town in the
morning drizzle, headed towards my tent. We see a gas station and
both look at each other. A mutual nod of agreement says we need
some supplies. For drug related reasons I choose to stay on the
other side of the road. I give her some cash and send her alone to
buy some vodka, cigarettes, snacks etc. She shows me a fake student
ID she uses to get cigarettes and alcohol. I chuckle and both our
spirits are somewhat lifted.










It seems like forever until I see her coming back. I have to resist
my paranoia and flight instinct to just get the hell away from
there. I start thinking that the girl has panicked and used the gas
station as an excuse to get rid of me. It doesn’t help that I am
already super paranoid carrying so much illicit material on me.
Being stationary for more than a couple minutes makes me very
nervous. Have you ever been so high that you are sure that everyone
else is staring at you? Even though, probably no one is actually
staring at you, and you know it’s all in your head? Voila! That was
me that Saturday morning.










I was wrong though, and just as I start walking away, I see her in
the distance, smiling even a little as we make eye contact. She
waves to me from the other side of the main road. I join her and we
continue up the hill and into the forest. We get to my tent and as
promised to Ollie, I plan to bury the drugs. The problem is that I
have company. The girl. Guess I’ll worry about the drugs later.
It’s nice to have a girl around. She is good at keeping the
conversation going. We keep smoking and drinking generous amounts
of vodka and Fanta. She is so hyper, it was already more likely
that I would fall asleep before she did. I am already going on two
days of very little sleep whilst high on acid and various other
chemicals.










Luckily, I had pocketed a big piece of hash that had been lying on
the living room table at Ollie’s when I left, so I decided to try
to get her to smoke some with me. I couldn’t tell if she was just a
poser or actually a drug fiend like myself. My first impression is,
she seems to be the type that likes the look of the outcast and the
rebel, but not necessarily being either of these. She sits next to
me at the edge of my tent and stares into the distance as I roll a
joint. Her piercings, her black and red dyed hair and all of her
accessories scream run-of-the-mill 90’s bad girl. Nonetheless, I
can’t take my eyes off her, she is simply beautiful. Underneath the
bad girl outfit, she’s probably just your standard, innocent, white
trash teenager. Maybe she got drunk a few times, had a little puff
off a joint or tried some ecstasy, but that wasn’t anything unusual
in my book.










Altogether she seems to be a good girl who wants to make her mom
proud and cannot bear to disappoint. I light up and inquisitively,
hand her the joint.










“Is it laced with something?” She asks










I think to myself. “Ok, not that innocent.” I shake my head.





“No, I wouldn’t hand someone a joint with something in it without
informing them.”










“Good. You know, once I was hanging out with someone, an affair of
mine at the time as well as some of his friends, and we were all
chilling in his living room. He passed me this joint to light up
and I, trusting him, just lit it up and took a huge drag from it.
Minutes later, I don’t know what the fuck was in it, but I could
hardly breathe and was having severe paranoia. My eyes got so heavy
I couldn’t keep them open and my arms and legs felt like rubber. I
couldn’t even whisper. I passed out and woke up hours later, alone
on the couch. My panties and jeans didn’t feel right and my belt
wasn’t buckled properly. I reached down inside and felt all this
smear between my legs, wet gooey and smelling like latex. At least
those assholes wore condoms, or so I hope. They just left me there,
locked in his apartment, and went out drinking. I had to climb out
a window to escape before I went to the police, but they didn’t
take me seriously when I didn’t want some stranger to examine me. I
gave up and went home. I showered and then cried on my bed for
hours after that. That asshole just figured he could do whatever he
wanted. Now I cross the street when I see him and his friends. They
still smile and wave as if nothing happened.”










“Oh my God, I don’t even know what to say, I’m so sorry to hear.
Something like that happened to one of my friends at the beginning
of this year. Why are men such disgusting pigs? This joint? It’s
just hashish and tobacco, nothing more.”










She takes a huge drag, and holds it in for what seems to be a whole
minute, turns to me, and placing her lips firmly against mine,
exhales the lot into my lungs. Giggling at my somewhat confused
reaction, she looks at me.





“Hey, it was quite a while ago, and I'm not scared of you. You seem
nice, cute even.”





"And if you wanted to drug me, well now we're both drugged."





I laugh uncomfortably. “Really, it’s ok, I’ll smoke it by myself
otherwise.”





She looks at the joint and grins





“Now it’s my turn!”





I take a huge drag off the joint and place my lips firmly on hers,
exhaling all the smoke into her much smaller upper body.





We sit in silence, and start kissing and alternatively breathing
the joint into each other’s bodies. It’s a wonderful feeling and
she is delicious.





As I put the joint out, I see her rummaging through her purse, and
she pulls out a condom.





She licks her lips while looking at me seductively, as she rips
open the packet and hands me the pink, strawberry-perfumed
contents.





“Put this on.”





I give her a puzzled look, but it’s unmistakable that my pants are
bursting with anticipation. She moves her face right up to mine and
whispers into my ear.



“Do you want to fuck me? I can’t turn my brain off right now, it
would be a nice distraction.”





She playfully bites my ear, and before I can respond, she pushes me
to the ground and begins to kiss me all over my face and neck as
she whispers,





“I want to get all these horrible images and memories out of my
head.”





I nervously push myself back into the tent with her lying on top of
me, shoving the bag containing the drugs into the corner. I hastily
unbuckle my belt and she clumsily pulls down my pants. My penis is
so hard I am afraid that her just touching it will make me come.





My paranoid brain whispers,





“What if she ridicules it? What if I can’t control myself, I wonder
if she thinks I smell…?”





She notices me struggling to put on the condom,





“Have you never done this before? Are you a virgin?”





I awkwardly tell her I’m almost done. I’m so nervous I almost
ripped the condom in half trying to pull it on.





“Hey relax, slow down, you need to roll it down not pull, you’ll
break it.”



She laughs, making me feel awkward. She smiles and looks at me like
I’m some sort of prize.





“You really are a virgin aren’t you?” I shake my head and she
laughs in disbelief.





“Well, it’s your lucky day, little boy.”





She finishes pulling the condom down, it felt so tight that I was
afraid it would burst if my erection got any bigger.





She slips out of her jeans, and then it all happens very quickly.
She gets on top of me, and I am already inside her. I gasp in
ecstasy while struggling not to immediately lose control and
disappoint her.





“Please don’t come, please don’t come.” I repeat over and over to
myself.





I sit up awkwardly and pull her down towards me as I kiss her neck,
her ears. I press my lips firmly against hers trying to do anything
to avoid ruining the moment with a premature ejaculation.





I feel it pumping, I try so hard to stop it but the inevitable
happens, I come violently with so much pressure that there was no
way I could have controlled that. Lucky for me, being so high on
different substances and so horny, God sent luck, my erection
remains firm and hard. This is my lucky day after all, I whisper to
myself.





It doesn’t take long for another proper erection to reemerge and
she is grinding and moaning with such exertion she hasn’t noticed
my temporary “at ease.”





As she grinds, I sit myself up towards her and wrap my hands firmly
around the back of her head. I dig my nails into the nape of her
neck and kiss the edges of her lips, her breath hot in rhythmic
pulsing. We are now sitting in complete embrace.





She never stops staring right at me. Her eyes look at me with love
and curiosity. As if she is staring right through me. I see all the
details in her eyes up close and intricate. Blue and gray and
little flashes of green like a pool of water with water lilies
floating in it. I am a transcendent spirit floating over a lagoon
island. I close my eyes and dive into the crystal waters below.
Fish and coral decorate the beautiful soft sand and rolling
movement of water in rhythm to her undulating hips.



She moans quietly and urgently. Her hot breath is just a hair’s
width from my lips. Her chin piercing rips open my skin and she
licks the blood off my face. She digs her long black nails under my
hoodie and into my back. She tears at my skin. The moisture is a
perceived mixture of sweat and a trickle of blood. Each rip she
makes in my flesh fills me with pleasure and adrenaline. Fully
enveloped with each other, we tear off our upper clothes, after
lots of struggle, giggling and slipping, finally in naked embrace.





Our violent passion turns to lovemaking, we kiss slowly, strongly
and passionately. I stroke her back as she puts her arms around me
kissing my neck and licking my ears. Who knew that an ear could
feel so good!





She smells divine, I think to myself. A mixture of stale
cigarettes, smoke, vodka, bong water, hashish, wet forest, some
sort of perfume and female hormones. I close my eyes again. All the
fragrances combine themselves into an unholy effigy of an
anarchistic goddess in my darkness. I embrace the arousal in my
olfactory senses. I wish what I am feeling at this moment will last
for the rest of my life.





I push her gently on her back and admire her full-frontal view. Her
breasts firm, dark nipples standing very erect, I lick her breasts,
her stomach and she gently pushes me between her legs. It’s my
first time to willingly satisfy a woman orally but I give it my
best try and she seems to be enjoying it as she arches her back and
liquid comes gushing all over my face. I grab my t-shirt from the
tent floor and dry my face grinning at her.





I bend her legs back as far as she will let me and I put myself in
her, deeper than ever before. Her whole body pulsing and shivering.



Nice and slow, I tell myself. Just keep the rhythm going, don’t
rush it, and enjoy the moment. I kiss her legs, her feet, and
stroke her soft pale bottom until her legs get tired and motions me
to put them down. I pause, dripping with sweat, she pulls me
towards her and bites my ear





“Fuck me as hard as you can”





I wrap my left arm around the back of her head and grab her ass
with my other hand pushing it hard towards my pelvis.





Short and rapid hammering movements follow, softer at first and
then harder and harder until I am pummeling her pelvis as hard and
as fast as I possibly can.





She screams out in ecstasy, her moaning turns to high pitched and
fast pasting whines directly on to my ear drums. The sound of her
moans makes me even more erect and animalistic. Soon I am a
carnivorous beast grunting and pounding away until she can take no
more and with a jolt pushes me off of her, gasping for air. She
arches her back, legs shaking, and claws at my hand squeezing it
over and over again.





I lie there panting in sheer bliss. My body is floating and my
mouth is all dry like cotton.







Soon I recover, and I turn her over on the side and gently enter
her again. This time it’s my turn, and it all happens quite
quickly. I press my palm down on her belly, feeling myself inside
her. I want to enjoy every moment and burn this memory into my
consciousness forever and ever.





“That was really fun.”





“Um, thank you, I guess.”





We both giggle like children.





She puts on her t-shirt and fumbles around for her panties. She
takes my arm and folds it over her like a blanket





“Sleep well.”





I kiss her gently on the cheek.





“Goodnight princess.”





We both laugh. I spoon with her until she is fast asleep. Finally!
I carefully extract myself from cuddling, cover her in my sleeping
bag and roll my jacket lovingly under her head. Still butt naked
and barefoot, I exit the tent into the forest outside.







Slowly I come to my senses again. I notice the condom is still
hanging off me like an ugly, naked, wrinkled mole. I pull it off
myself as if it were a leech trying to suck the life out of me and
throw it, almost violently into the bushes. The smell of sex
envelops my entire being.





I have a small camping shovel, but also a problem. It’s underneath
my tent in the safe-hole I dug covered with some planks of wood and
dirt. I had originally planned to be alone and had not thought this
far. I resign myself to bury the drugs in the ground, digging
angrily using nothing but my bare hands and a rock I found.





After clawing and ripping my way through the roots, leaves and
rocks I am bleeding all over my hands. I hadn’t noticed all the
small shards of broken bottle glass that were scattered everywhere,
and it seems like hours before I dig deep enough to achieve my
purpose. I have dug the hole under some bushes so that the
disturbance of dirt would hopefully remain unnoticed.





Finally, the hole is deep enough. I take the drugs from my backpack
and carefully wrap them up in a plastic bag which I took from
Ollie’s house. Once the drugs are well buried, I collapse on the
spot in relief. Covered in blood, sweat, and dirt, I sit naked on
the forest floor. I lit up a cigarette and burst out crying. My
tears are flowing fast and hot against the breeze on my face. I
wipe the snot from my nose with the bloodied back of my hand. Tears
that scream of my loneliness, my struggle to survive, my hate, my
sorrow.







My childhood memories rear their ugly presence as they often do
when I’m exhausted and emotional. The images flash before me as
real as if I was reliving them. Over and over again.





I want to retch but my throat clenches tight.





I close my eyes and try to relax, I tell myself to think of the
wonderful girl I just had sex with, picture her beautiful eyes, her
lips, her beautiful body. I trail off, the awful images keep
drowning out the nice ones.



Flies and
Cheap Booze






Somewhere in Bombay, India in the spring of 1984, strange things
are happening to a three year old boy.





I must be lying on some kind of table, on my back, my legs are
being held by a firm grip in the air. What a strange feeling this
is. 







A naked man stands before me. Smiling lovingly down at me. I am
tiny and naked. I feel discomfort, pain even. He is smiling at me
as I feel something pushing up between my legs. He is holding
talcum powder in his other hand and is sprinkling it all over my
bottom. I can’t see exactly what it is he is doing to me, and I do
not understand what is happening. I am merely curious and it feels
weird to me. I try to lift my head up to get a better look, but I
can’t really move. I try to push him away to signal I’m
uncomfortable. I can’t really do much and he gently pushes my hands
away and continues smiling while trying to make something go inside
me.










My mother comes into our bedroom. She walks behind my naked
step-father looking horrified, my stepdad's expression is awkward,
he wasn’t expecting her to see him doing that. She exclaims in
German,





“That is disgusting! “










My stepfather replies in German,





“Why? I am making love to my son. Just like the prophet taught us.”





My mother stares at me visibly distressed. I look up at her
confused and scared for reassurance.





She looks at Steven in anger, and continues in German, “I don’t
think that the prophet meant for you to be doing that, when he said
that we should make love with our children.”










Steven pulls himself away from where I am lying, wraps his towel
around his waist, and follows my mother in a condescending, angry
demeanor.





He grabs her by her hair, forces her to stop walking away and
putting his face directly next to hers, berating her in German,
“What do you know about our prophet? Do you think you are more
spiritual than me? “










My mother is scared of him, and rows back on her initial reaction,
continuing to talk to Steven in German, believing that I won’t
understand.





“Ok fine, I...I don’t know anything, I just mean that, I
personally, don’t think you should be doing that, but maybe you are
right.”



Steven comes back to me, picks me up and kisses me on the cheek. He
puts me down on the cool, white tiled floor and helps me put my
clothes on. He strokes my hair and smiling at me, says in German,





“You are so beautiful my little doll.”





It was completely normal for me to see my parents shower naked, for
them (us) to have sex and cuddle. After all, this was endorsed and
encouraged by what the media would later label “sex cult”, the
self-proclaimed “Children of God.” I was involved in all kinds of
sex with both my parents, from as early as I could remember. I
didn’t like it or enjoy it much, but I just assumed it was normal,
that all children did this with their parents.





Often as a toddler, I remember my mother would try to stimulate my
penis by pulling back my foreskin. I remember the pain it caused,
and I would try to push her hand away.





“Does it hurt, honey?”





I would tear up and nod.





“Don’t worry, that’s normal. You’ll grow to like it:”





She would then proceed to put my penis in her mouth, and stimulate
me orally. Sometimes it would hurt, later it was more pleasurable.
All the same, I wished to myself she would just leave my penis
alone. It didn’t feel right.





In the evenings, my stepfather and I would often read the
“Scripture” or other comics of our leader, who called himself
“Moses David”.



My stepfather would often stimulate himself in my presence. It was
normal for me. I never really even considered myself abused at the
time. It was against my will, but I felt like I had to, indebted
even to show gratitude. As any child of that age I would have done
anything to please my parents. Even putting up with the gross
tasting, salty sticky mess in my mouth, on my hands and his blonde,
hairy belly.





This kind of abuse and other so-called child raising techniques
were taken mainly from a book called “The Book of Davidito”,
published by the openly pedophiliac Moses David. The Prophet and
founder of the children of God. He openly admitted to fucking his
own children and grandchildren. He claimed children should be
sexualized as young as possible. Since it was all done “in love”
there was no harm with the exception of the “Systemites' finding
out.





The derogatory term “Systemites” referred to anyone that didn’t
belong to the inner circle of the so-called “Family of Love”,
“Children of God” or any other of their ever changing pseudonyms.





By the age of five I was actively having sex with other children my
own age, and was highly likely already infected with herpes and had
already first experiences with other STDS like gonorrhea which gave
you a burning sensation when you peed. Being so young I just
thought I was sick and that my ‘penis is broken’. The concept of
STDS would dawn on me much, much later. I vividly remember having
nightmares at the age of six years old, dreaming of my penis
falling off because it became so festered and rotten.







Later on as an adult, I had to relearn to enjoy sex. To learn the
difference between falling in love and just being lonely. As a
mentally broken teenager, having sex for money, favors and a place
to sleep was nothing more than a monotonous routine. If someone did
something nice for me I felt obliged to have sex with them, even if
I wasn’t attracted to them physically. This caused me to break many
hearts, caused people to turn extremely violent against me and I
even received death threats.







Naturally I also fell in love and had sex with people I was
genuinely in love with. I too had my heart broken. The problem was
that I just couldn’t refuse someone even when I wasn’t attracted to
them.





Other than that, I was a very inquisitive, happy little boy. At
least if you met me back then, you would have thought the same. I
was and probably in some ways still am a total fawn, a
people-pleaser and happy to help. I wanted to share my love with
others and I was proud to be one of the chosen.





As any intelligent boy would, I had many questions, sometimes
asking the wrong ones that made the adults and my parents
uncomfortable and aggressive towards me. I would often be rebuked
for being a “doubting Thomas”. Consequently from an early age on I
learned that some topics were off limits.





As soon as I could read, I was reading anything I could get my
hands on, drawing, painting, building huge robots out of Lego
bricks. I collected bugs in glass jars and always lovingly put
leaves and twigs in the glass for the bugs to eat and poked
pinholes in the lids for air.



When the bugs died (of starvation since I didn’t put the right
leaves or smaller insects in their confiners for the carnivorous
bugs to eat) I would bury them in matchbox coffins with little
crosses sticking out of the dirt in the corner of our garden.





I was always getting into trouble for reasons I never could quite
understand. . It seemed to me that I was learning at a much faster
pace than the other children. I was hyperactive and fidgety,
constantly bored during home-schooling, often spacing out and
daydreaming which sadly merited me many, many spankings.





There was a reason for my boredom. I would read a lot, practically
anything I could get my hands on. By the time we would have these
same topics in homeschooling class, I already knew everything the
teacher was going to say and even corrected them if I was convinced
that they were making a mistake. This you can imagine, irony on,
made me very popular as a little boy, irony off.



I started to read the bible at the age of five and completed it by
the age of six. I didn’t understand a lot of what was written, it
seemed counter-intuitive, and a lot of things didn’t make sense to
me. Over the years I learned that questioning things written in the
Bible were especially taboo, as the Bible was written directly by
God and not to be questioned. (This actually bothered me the most,
more on that later.)





Like all children, most of my reading at first was clumsy and
redundant, mostly concentrating on the phonetics of the word and my
pronunciation of it, rather than what the sentence actually meant.
Unlike other children of my age however, I always asked if I didn’t
understand what a sentence meant, much to the exasperation of my
mother as it sometimes took forever to complete a page because of
all my questions. It was clear that I sometimes worried her, I was
too inquisitive for my own good, not really brain-washing material.





Over time, the world of literature did open itself to me, and I was
able to understand what was written all on my own. This presented a
new dilemma, and more complex questions. I remember asking my
parents at the age of seven years old, why did God command the
annihilation of every man, woman and child in the Promised Land?
Or, why did so and so murder that guy in the name of God? Why did
God test Job’s faith by murdering his entire family, servants and
cattle just because he had a bet with the devil but at the same
time it clearly states in the Ten Commandments “Thou shalt not
kill”? My parents gave me the run-around that all religious people
do when confronted about their blatant and not well thought through
effrontery. It seemed to me from a very young age that God had a
lot of double standards and was rather petty and vengeful.





It was slowly becoming clear to me that Moses David kept his
prophecies vague and mysterious. The predictions from our leader
kept getting postponed and us, his followers kept in the dark over
just when exactly, would be the rapture and the second coming of
Jesus. Meanwhile we slaved away, and paid our heavy tributes to the
leaders of the cult.



Our leaders were leading the ritzy lavish lives of jet-setters
around the world. Staying in villas with servants and cooks. They
lived in what was for us, unimaginable comfort. They even had armed
guards patrolling the premises to make sure no one suspicious could
get in, or out. It was the real Hotel California.





Comparatively, we foot soldiers lived in squalor under
totalitarian, autocratic rule. Constantly in fear of being singled
out as unproductive and unworthy. Anyone could become a backslider
and thus God’s vomit, doomed for excommunication from the family.
We feared to lose our mansion in the golden city and be damned to
spend eternity as second class citizens of God’s brave new world,
simply for not “Harvesting the Wheat” and witnessing every day. No
matter how sick, tired or hungry you are. 7 days a week, 365 days a
year, work, work, and work! On the brink of destituteness, sickness
and constant hunger.





This is an unedited, first-hand testimony from one of the thousands
of victims that suffered egregious abuse and punishment within the
Children of God





"My Mom was battling brain cancer, and leadership decided she was
demon possessed because of seizures and pained outbursts.



They would perform 'exorcisms' on her while she'd be in a thrall.
She had no pain meds. Anyone entering the final stage of brain
cancer without pain management would look possessed.



They worked her to the bone. Once she went blind for about a half
hour while we were doing laundry. I helped her to her room and got
her some water in secret. She was so afraid that an adult would
find out. As soon as her sight came back, she got right back to
work like nothing.



When she finally found out what her issue was she went to the USA
for treatment, and they wouldn't let her take me with her. I never
saw her again.



The day they informed me of her death, they handed me a stack of
all the letters I wrote her. They were never sent.



I could go on about my personal abuses, of which there were many.



But none of the physical abuses I went through cut me as deep or
hit me as hard as the way I watched my Mother suffer.



I personally don't want her story to be covered up, everyone should
know what they did to her."







After all, if your whole cult relies heavily on believing in “God’s
will” and that no human being can enter the mind of the lord, it’s
quite easy to pull the wool over gullible eyes and demand
unequivocal loyalty without questioning the logic behind the
otherwise blatant scam.





The older I got, getting more and more disillusioned about the
so-called divine word of God. These beliefs that governed my entire
life as a child, I now know to be incredulous, demiurgic garbage.
Patting me on the head condescendingly my parents and other adults
would tell me, “If the lord wants you to understand his words, he
will reveal himself to you”





I vividly remember getting that large, big lettered bible for my
fifth birthday. It was a green hardback with gold trim and a golden
cross on the front. The most beautiful book I’d ever seen. An
extraordinary feeling. My parents told me it was very expensive,
and I felt great pride in owning such a fabulous book.





My chest swelled with pride as the other children and adults were
gathered around the table singing bible songs over candles and
terrible, homemade chocolate cake. I was a very special little boy
indeed. The wonderful feeling of initiation, a feeling of being one
of the few very lucky ones. I was chosen to escape the horrors of
the End Time, the Antichrist and of course I was willing to die for
the heavenly cause since my home is in heaven and not on earth.





Most of my days as a child were otherwise not very special at all,
in fact most days I felt more like I was surviving one day to the
next in an endless blur. Those days were filled with cooking and
cleaning. Non-stop prayer and praising Jesus. So much singing and
talking in tongues, and more prayer and more singing… Then off to
continue the cleaning of toilets, scrubbing floors, peeling
potatoes, washing rice, lentils, sorting rotten vegetables and
getting constantly beaten if I complained or “murmured”. When I
wasn’t being worked to the bone I got to go outside to help spread
our doctrines by witnessing and distributing pamphlets and posters.
I can truly say I was utterly robbed of my childhood, virginity and
any sort of healthy normality regarding sex.













In the 1980s, Moses David made up a prophecy that the entire
northern hemisphere would be wiped out in nuclear warfare between
Russia and the USA. He urged all “Family members” to flee south in
a movement referred to as “The Great Escape”





My parents, like many other hippies and outcasts of society,
thought it would be super original to go to India. Since after all
we needed to flee the impending nuclear war that would wipe out all
of Russia, Europe and North America.





India, the country whose roots in civilization date back thousands
of years. , the most fabulous smells and spices, colors and music
of every frequency known to man. Many beautiful, incredible sights
and architecture



Yet, its unparalleled lack of humanity includes unimaginable
sickness and poverty, untouchables, mass lynching, the burning
alive of spouses, child slavery, rape, abhorrent sanitary
conditions and whole villages living in literal slavery to some
vast land owner.





Let’s rewind to when we first flew to India in 1982. I was close to
two years old. My mother was already pregnant with my half-brother
at the time.





My first memories of India were that it was very uncomfortable,
sweltering humid heat, noise 24 hours a day, cheap hotels and being
constantly hungry, thirsty and sick.





My parents were too poor to buy bottled water and too paranoid
about drinking from the tap so they boiled all the drinking water.
Since in most of the cruddy hotels there was no fridge we drank the
water as soon as it was barely cooled enough to be drinkable. I
don’t remember ever having a cold drink in that heat for quite some
months until my parents finally got accepted into one of the
communes that were sprouting up all over India. I remember one
funny incident that got my step-father Steven furious.





Steven went to buy some cold bottled water from the local shop. He
did this on special occasions when there was some extra money or my
grandparents were visiting. He was bringing back the empty bottles
and the shop owner wasn’t around so he went to look for him in the
courtyard. He discovered that the “bottled water” was nothing more
than local tap water that the shop owner was filling up from a hose
in his garden and then using a small co2 machine to pump the gas
inside before putting the little tin caps back on. We were
basically drinking glorified tap water with bubbles.





I remember that every escapade into the outdoors was filled with
the stench of black, car and truck exhaust fumes, sewage and all
manner of human and animal excrement on the side of the road. On
every street corner men would pinch my cheeks and be very
inquisitive towards my mother if she was travelling alone with me.
Many men would grab ahold of her wrist and try to pull her this way
or that. Offers of marriage were as about a daily occurrence as
someone squatting next to you to defecate. We almost got kidnapped
by a taxi driver once and only after the taxi driver was forced to
come to a complete stop in the middle of the road because a cow was
blocking the path, she took her chance to escape, grabbed me and
sprang from the vehicle. Our shopping bags were still in the taxi
as the driver floored the gas pedal almost hitting me with the back
wheel before taking off in a cloud of dust. We would go hungry that
night. Many stories of unaccompanied white women being raped and
murdered had correlation to reality. Soon my mother refused to
leave the house without a male guardian.





Flies were in such abundance that if you breathed with your mouth
open you were sure to inhale at least half a dozen. The only thing
that was some relief from our daily drudgery of service to god is
if my mom managed to “Provision” a meal in a restaurant.





The act of Provisioning meant begging for free food or stuff under
the pretext of being a humanitarian worker.





So, occasionally I was getting some proper food and oh what luxury
an ice cold soda! This was however more a rarity than the norm.
Usually it was drinking hot or piss warm water and eating rice
every fucking day morning, noon and night. Sometimes this was
supplemented with milk powder, dal or fried oats. Very rare, some
cheap gristly and barely edible meat, and bland, unsalted
vegetables boiled in water. My mom, like most dirt hippies, was a
horrible cook. In short, I hated India.





Since my parents were without a job we lived by “Faith” a common
term used throughout the cult to justify not holding a job, taking
responsibility for one’s own children and behaving like a normal
human being.





What this meant in reality was resorting to grifting, begging from
relatives and in my mother’s case, prostitution. My mother would
put makeup on the weekends and leave us children at the mercy of
Steven or other sadistic adult men. She and some other female cult
members would by chaperoned off to the local five star hotels where
she would have sex for money.





My stepfather was luckier, his parents were upper middle class
rich. His father was a banker who loved to travel the world. My
grandparents came to visit us about once a year. I always wanted to
cry when they left for Germany again. My hopes and dreams of
escaping this hellhole flew away with them. They, as all
grandparents, always had the nicest of clothes and perfume. My
grandmother was a very kind and gentle spoken woman.





Nonetheless, she chose to ignore the fact that my stepfather, her
son, was raising her grandchildren in the most atrocious way
possible. Yet again, how could she know? Steven was extremely good
at hiding things. He always made sure we had at least one
immaculately clean outfit, showered and presented as a pristine and
smiling showbiz to his grandparents.



We kids were terrified of Steven. We knew that if we said or did
anything to make him look bad we would be severely punished. So we
smiled in public, and were genuinely happy! Happy to not get beaten
behind closed doors! Steven was very choleric yet publicly passive
in his aggression. He was able to tell you in public, just by his
looks that you were in for a beating later on in private. This all
under the nose of our sponsors, friends and relatives who had no
idea about the sadist that sat with them laughing and smiling,
comfortably drinking their wine and gorging himself on fine foods
in restaurants while us kids at home endured with the most
minimalistic of bare necessities.





Steven lived his entire life from the pockets of his parents
ensuring that he would leave nothing for all the children he
irresponsibly helped to raise and/or put into the world. So many
bastard children of his that he abandoned, lucky for them…



Since we lived by Faith, meals were scarce and I dared not
complain. If I dared even at the age of two or three years old I
would get beaten severely by my stepfather. I always loved him as a
child but was always genuinely afraid of him. He could snap at the
tiniest of remarks, disobedience or even just having a different
opinion was enough at times to get welted across the face, beaten
with a belt or bamboo stick, denied food, water or knuckled over
the head. I often had to stand in the corner for hours over the
tiniest misdemeanors. Basically acting like a kid always got me
into trouble. Half of the time I was baffled as to why I was being
punished. Getting insulted and screamed at seemed like I got off
easy by comparison. I was beaten so often as a kid that I actually
counted the days since I didn’t get beaten. Imagine that.





He always made sure the little money we could scrounge would be
enough to buy the most basic food (Rice and Dal), sometimes some
milk powder if the begging went well and of course some kind of
cheap alcohol.





Even the draconian punishments that included denial of food and
other atrocities were considered an Act of Love.



I learned that my stepfather and other adults were emissaries of
the self-proclaimed prophet Moses David who in turn was an emissary
of Jesus Christ and every word out of their mouths was just and
true. If I had a different opinion I was selfish and rebellious and
to show me that they loved me they would beat me to correct my
sinful nature and to help me become pure in the eyes of our true
father, the lord and savior Jesus Christ.





Long days were spent in the Indian heat. Soon my mother gave birth
to my half-brother. We had a mattress on the floor, a rudimentary
kitchen with two gas burners and one table with two chairs. I had
scarcely anything to bide the time or play with so I drew and
sweated a lot. One of my favorite games was to lie perfectly still
and imagine that I was dead. We would wait all day for Steven to
come home. If he was in a good mood (probably when the monthly
check from his parents arrived) he would bring home some good food
from a cheap take away restaurant and wine but most days he would
come through the door and go straight to sleep late in the evening.
If I dared make noise while he was sleeping … you guessed it, a
belting.





Even my baby brother was not spared. At not even a year old for
such horrendous crimes as spitting out food or crying too loud my
little baby brother would get beaten. Steven would even rip him out
of my mother’s arms when she tried to defend him.





She would cry in German. “He’s just a baby! “





Steven would raise his hand to strike my mother and then usually
she would give up, cry and let my little brother get a spanking for
just being a fucking baby. This was how we were raised. We learned
to never question authority, never voice our own opinion. We even
got beaten if we were caught muttering to ourselves. Even not
hearing a command or asking questions that we should know the
answer to resulted in beatings. I was beaten, publicly humiliated,
on average at least three to four times a week for almost 14 years.
The insult to add to injury was after every beating we were
required to thank our abuser for beating us. You would have to say
something like this.





“Thank you Uncle or Auntie so and so for disciplining me. I will
try to do better next time.”





Munchhausen
by Proxy, Witch’s Cocktails and a White Furry
Demon






Another sweaty night without air conditioning. Yet again the
electricity has shut down in the middle of the night. Steven and
Annette are noisily grunting away at each other’s genitals moaning
“thank you Jesus, praise the lord, oh lord I’m coming… “





The moon is bright in the sky and bats fly by the window. With
every cloud that passes in front of the bright full moon, scary
monsters appear on the wall. I am paralyzed in my bed. I can just
barely turn my head. I often had sleep paralysis until around the
age of seven.



The white furry demon starts crawling up my bunk bed. I could see
its huge white eyes with pin point, black irises, sharp teeth and
flowing white long furry face like some yeti out of hell crawling
towards my feet. It maintains eye contact with me throughout the
whole ordeal. Now I can feel its weight on top of my legs as it
pulls its way forward to my waist. As always it buries its head in
my groin which at first just tickles a lot but soon follows the
searing hot agony as it begins making a meal out of my genitals and
lower intestines. It maintains eye contact with me throughout the
entire ordeal. The pain is searing hot, I feel liquid gushing from
different punctures in my skin as its moist tongue and teeth mangle
my little body. The sounds of tearing flesh make me want to vomit.
I try to scream but only the faintest whisper escapes. My parents
who are still fucking on the bed below don’t even realize their son
is being eaten alive just a few feet above them. I see my blood
gushing over the mattress onto my brother’s bunk below.
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