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  Secret phenomenons


  





  Funny to think back now and realise I was always aware of my gender and sexuality, even at a young age. It was many years later however, that I first heard about orgasms and masturbation. Indeed – and how could it have been different! – I had the facts of life explained to me by a teen magazine. It had a column called “Between You and Me” where young people could ask awkward questions. A girl wrote in about the very same secret phenomenon that I, too, had dedicated myself to for quite some time by now, and with great pleasure. So there they were, the buzz words masturbation and orgasm. And suddenly I knew: hey, that’s exactly what you’re doing! A real aha! moment. It reassured me no end to see that evidently I wasn’t the only one to do that kind of thing and experience those kinds of feelings. Right up until I found out about what I was doing, I was somewhat worried, because I had an idea that what I did was “dirty”. I was also worried in case I wasn’t “normal”. Instinctively, I knew to do this secretly. Even though no one ever said to me, “Yuck, don’t you touch yourself down there,” nobody must ever know. If anyone had seen me do it, I would have died on the spot from shame and embarrassment. An interesting phenomenon. How come? How come that, as a young girl, you instinctively know that it wouldn’t be a good idea to fumble about under your skirt in public? Biology? Genes? I took great pleasure in myself, but at the same time I had a keen sense of shame. My worst horror nightmare was that someone would see me stark naked.




  




  Anyway – I had a lot of fun trying to come up with new things to amuse myself with, and I kept trying stuff out. A small red jumping ball was in for it; I tried the water jet in the shower and found every glimpse of anything with even the tiniest sexual undertones extremely arousing. To this day I wonder whether I was normal. Then recently, a friend told me that, when she was younger, she used to play sexual games all the time. Thank God I was not the only sex-mad precocious little saucepot around! Please don’t misunderstand – my innocent lust for and fascination with what grown-ups call sex in no way meant that I wanted to have actual sex. All that was so very far away! It was simple curiosity and a slow and, I believe, normal and careful approaching of a world that certainly should not become real until beyond one’s teenage years.




  




  If anything like that was being discussed in first grade, my ears turned bright red. I experienced total inner turmoil: on the one hand, I couldn’t get enough information; on the other hand I could barely manage to sit through our first sex education class in second grade for sheer embarrassment. And when I discovered that our first grade reading book, the “Fibel”, had a story featuring someone called Annie, I was mortified and dreaded the day when we’d read this story in class. I couldn’t handle the silly giggling because of the obvious rhyme or the stupid remarks even seven-year-olds appeared to be capable of.




  




  I very clearly remember how I learned what “fucking” actually means. I was six years old, and I was on my way home from school with a friend. This friend was one of the most cheeky girls from my class, was extremely mouthy and forever being teased by the boys. No boy ever showed any interest in me, I was just the stupid mousy shorthaired teacher’s pet. The girl was being silly and asked me provocatively whether I knew what “fucking” meant. I was quite embarrassed because, naturally, I’d heard the word before and knew it to be bad. But what exactly it meant, I had no idea. So I said with as much self-confidence as I could muster: “That’s when a man and a woman kiss!” The girl snorted with laughter, she nearly fell over laughing and then announced: “Oh, you are so stupid! Fucking is when the man shoves his willy into the woman’s fanny!” Wham! Silence. Shock-horror! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! I was completely shocked, not only by the actual content of the information but also because she dared to actually say these words. For me, any word describing primary sexual organs or their function was absolutely taboo. Even today I can barely bring myself to say them. I didn’t let on, though, because the cool girl must never know that, embarrassingly, I didn’t know. But inside I was shaken to the core and all I could think was: oh my God, how is that possible?!




  




  Today I know that indeed it IS possible. And how! When you do it right, it’s actually great fun. And talking about it hasn’t been embarrassing for quite a while. The girls from “Sex and the City” celebrate it just like I celebrate it with my girlfriends. Watch out, boys! If only you knew what we talk about! We talk and we laugh, entirely without inhibition, about our current bedfellows’ sexual practices, their level of experience, the quality of kisses and making love and the size of their pricks. We are entirely, terribly indiscreet. For example, I know all about the sexual faux pas of a dear friend’s one-night stand. What woman’s jaw wouldn’t drop if, during copulation, she heard the comment: “Whoa, don’t you have a hot pussy?” AAARRRGGGHHHH!!! Exactly! Dirty talk is like tightrope walking, it’s an acquired skill and it absolutely has to suit the guy. The one in question was more like a slightly chubby albino meerkat, whose pornographic fantasies were running wild. Rule: Whatever you see in a porno movie, dear males, has not the remotest, not even the very remotest of remote semblances with reality.




  




  I can now look back on a career of fifteen years in the fields of sex and love, which, of course, isn’t over yet by a long shot. Again and again, I observe how things are changing. Or not. In spite of the most painful experiences, I keep repeating the same dumb mistakes and insist on throwing myself – fully consciously - into yet another ginormously disastrous love affair. I’ve been hurt and I’ve caused hurt. I’ve been the poor lovelorn victim; I’ve been the asshole. I’ve betrayed and I’ve been betrayed. I had excellent sex, I had spooky horror sex, I had world-changing sex, I had run-of-the-mill sex, I had stoned sex, I had drunk sex, I had funny sex, I had romantic sex, I had filthy sex. By myself and with others. Meantime, I’ve relaxed some and I just have sex, without driving myself mad with whether I am beautiful or whether the guy finds me attractive, like I used to during my teenage years. I’m quite happy with that. These days I can say “no” and I can put a stop to useless fumbling – I can do this charmingly or, if the guy is crap, icily, without feeling guilty. And I have tried things I would have never thought possible, in the early days.




  




  But I have to say I’ve become more indifferent. In the beginning, little pictures from marital aid catalogues were the best thing ever, the height of available pornography and unbelievably arousing. Or Emmanuelle movies, watched secretly on Vox on Saturday nights. Wonderful. Today, it takes one click on youporn.com and you can watch everything – and I mean, everything. When I first discovered youporn.com I was beside myself with excitement, having found a virtually never-ending source of sexually inspiring and arousing moving images. Unbelievable! I watched all kind of mini-movies for hours on end and masturbated to the point of exhaustion. So much for the yawn-inducing subject of “women don’t like porn”. And today? B O R I N G! Seen it all before. Doesn’t do a thing for me anymore. This actually shocks me. If I can’t get turned on even the slightest bit by the most badass hardcore movies, what will turn me on these days? Is that what happens to men? Is that why they’re always looking for new kicks? For new women? New adventures?




  


  But in spite all of that, luckily there is still a lot of undiscovered territory and a lot of stuff not yet tried, and a lot of crazy fantasies in my head. For example, my sexual to-do list holds several as yet unfulfilled erotic dreams, like the famous lesbian sex, sex with a man and a woman, sex with two men, group sex and, oh I don’t know what! The adventure continues!




  Number One: “Don’t worry, I won’t push him in!”





  My very first experience of the sexual kind was like something straight out of a cliché teen-flick: during a youth exchange, aged fifteen and smack in the middle of puberty. Naturally, I felt terribly grown-up and mature, an impression only marred by the many spots on my face. There can’t be anything more frustrating and unnecessary in the world than spots, especially for a teenage girl entirely unsure of herself and everything around her. This was my first holiday without my family. I have rarely experienced such freedom. Culturally committed as I was at the time, I took part in a three-week exchange program with young people from Greece. It’s kind of obvious what’ll happen when thirty international young people aged between fourteen and twenty come together. Of course it’s not all just about cultural exchange!




  As soon as the Greek contingent dragged their luggage through the gate at Athens airport, I started to check out the males on offer. At first, I was disappointed – on sight, I wasn’t crazy about any of them. But – and this has been confirmed again and again by subsequent experiences concerning interpersonal attraction: the more intense a shared event, the greater the likelihood of falling in love with other participants. This was even validated by science, with the so-called bridge experiment.




  Of course, we had a lot of activities lined up within the context of German-Greek friendship; our daily routine revolved around numerous cultural and touristy activities. But my true interest was focused on much more exciting things, things that turned this exchange into a unique experience: I discovered flirting – and, for the first time in my life, was actually successful at it! During the very first days, a couple of guys stood out and drew my attention. Although neither of them won me over completely. I kept checking them out, weighing up their respective pros and cons. If my “chosen ones” paid more attention to other girls from our group than to me, I became insanely jealous. A feeling I could happily do without, even today. Jealousy is at least as unnecessary and frustrating as spots!




  In the end, one of my two targets became “it”. My wonderful Number One. We started to flirt cautiously, a smile here, a smile there, a bit of teasing, for no other purpose than to draw the other’s attention. Your average teenage flirting routine. He looked quite masculine already, a manly body, deep voice and, hair not just on his head. Every time he looked at me, I had this unbelievable feeling of butterflies in my stomach and the slightest accidental touch almost caused me to explode with excitement. At some stage he took my hand, drew little hearts on it with a felt-tip pen and wrote in scrawly letters: “I like you”. So romantic! And so corny! And so wonderful! I could hardly believe my luck. I was so in love, and my beloved was actually interested in little spotty-bunny me!




  And then, finally, t h e moment. This one magical, amazing moment. The first kiss. Somehow we managed to get away from the group and found a comfortable quiet corner with a settee, where we wouldn’t be disturbed. Of course, we both acted completely blasé and chatted in a totally off-hand and cool way. But on the inside, little me, inexperienced and madly in love, was in a terrifying state of upheaval and excitement. We sat next to each other. I was full of the kind of panic that almost rips you to shreds when you are with someone who is a potential candidate for kissing. And he would be my very first candidate for kissing, ever! Bend forwards, slowly. Should I make the first move, should I act like I don’t care, should I look away, should I look at him, oh God what if he’s a terrible kisser, do I smell OK, I hope he takes my head in his hands like in the movies, and so on and so forth. Even today, my head is bombarded with all these questions when I find myself in a new first-kiss situation. And so, that’s us on the settee, heart full of panic, stomach churning, hands clammy. And to top it all, the warm summer air reverberating with Bob Marley’s “No woman no cry”. I have no idea how we moved closer, but suddenly it all happened very quickly and bang, we were kissing. It was so wonderful; it practically knocked my socks off. The summer, this boy, this song, just everything. I was completely and full-blast madly in love with this Greek boy.




  My first kiss was so wonderful; maybe my most wonderful kiss ever. And damn wet. And I was kind of salaciously moist, too – that first kiss was so damn arousing. Around our mouths we were dripping wet, we were really just a couple of inexperienced slobber-mouths. I realized: proper kissing needs practice. And my young man agreed. With his hand, he wiped the slobber off my face and said in his broken English: “We need to practice!” And we did. And how! Some hours later we had found the perfect technique and we kissed until we were sore. Every day. We held hands, made out like crazy and became inseparable. I was so happy and so in love with my Number One. Unfortunately, we had only a few days left until the exchange finished and the participants had to fly back to Greece, 2,500 kilometers away. We were hugely annoyed that we hadn’t discovered our interest in each other earlier. But that’s how it is – limited availability greatly increases desire, especially where love is concerned.




  And then, our last evening together. Naturally, my most fervent wish was to be able to stop time and thus avoid the inescapable end of this first-love summer dream. Of course, that wasn’t possible. So we decided to make best use of our last hours together. One of the German participants had free run of his house, we had our party there. Booze flowed freely and my best friend got completely blotto and was destined to make an unforgettable appearance later in the proceedings, at the most unsuitable of moments. While everyone else was partying, my Number One and I disappeared into the host’s bedroom, having obtained his permission first. He just asked us not to leave any incriminating evidence behind. I’d not been able to keep my first little summer love from my parents and they had thoroughly briefed me ahead of this evening; especially my lovely mum kept telling me not to rush into anything.




  I didn’t really have any idea what exactly was supposed to happen. Despite that, my Number One and I threw ourselves onto our host’s bed and just got going, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. I had never had a real-life naked male person next to me in bed. Entirely unconcerned and full of curiosity, we explored each other. And we were really good at it! We tried everything, as though we’d never done anything else. We touched, we kissed each other everywhere. I wasn’t the slightest bit ashamed to be naked and to reveal all of me. I would have never thought this possible. Also, I was extremely surprised that a penis doesn’t actually smell. I don’t know how come I was so convinced that it would, but I’d always thought that penises would stink horribly. Maybe it was an imprint from early childhood – I’d always found boys revolting because they always stank. And somehow I was certain that it was their penises that reeked so badly. Truly. But not my Number One. He smelled really lovely. His penis just smelled of soap. Really fresh. I liked it very much and was extremely relieved. I touched it and even my lips and tongue dared to explore. My Number One enjoyed this very much, he groaned and I just carried on the way I wanted to and really went to town. And I loved it! Then we swapped over, and he got to explore between my legs. I was a little bit worried by then, didn’t want it to develop into the ultimate in-and-out sex; my ears were still ringing with mum’s warnings. But then he said, in his magical broken English: “Don’t worry, I won’t push him in!” And so I relaxed and just let him carry on. And he was very good with his lips, tongue and fingers, so that very quickly I experienced my first not-self-made orgasm. I came beautifully with my Greek Number One’s slobbery kisses in the unfamiliar bed of a friend who, incidentally, was over twenty years old already and had never had sex!




  But before I could attend to my Number One again and return the favor, there was my best friend’s grand entrance. She knocked and, clad in nothing but my undies, I opened the door. Cross-eyed and staggering, she’d come by to tell me that she wasn’t the least bit drunk and would I please believe her. The state she was in, it didn’t even occur to her how much of a nuisance she was to us. Of course I was worried about her and I know I should have helped her get sober again, but over there on the bed was my Number One, and I really didn’t want our last hours together to be messed up by my best friend puking and being completely out of it. So I slammed the door in her face. She kept knocking for a while and complained furiously, but I really had more important things to do. I crawled back into bed with my Number One and, with mouth, tongue and hands gave him his, by his own admission, very first orgasm. Even today it makes me smile to remember what he groaned in his Greek English, just before the climax: “Ooohhh, iiiiiiit’s comiiiing!” That drawn-out i, iiiiiiit’s comiiiing! Afterwards he was completely bushed and thanked me profusely and several times, saying he’d never known anything so brilliant and that it was in fact his most wonderful experience ever. Long live German-Greek friendship! For us two absolute beginners, it was a grandiose start into our sexually active lives.




  The next day heralded the beginning of a period of deepest mourning that lasted approximately half a year. I was so in love with my Number One, and it broke my heart to watch him leave and fly thousands of kilometers away. We took our Greek guests to the airport. I hated that day and with all my heart kept hoping for a miracle. Naturally, there wasn’t one. I cried an ocean of tears. When they had all disappeared through the gate, he came running back and called “I love you” from behind the glass wall. Just like in the movies. That was the last I saw of him, ever.




  And so I spent approximately half a year in mourning. I’d never be able to love anyone else, of that I was certain. Almost every night, I cried for ages and missed him like mad. Back at school I pointedly displayed my grief. It should be clear to everyone that I was now dating a Greek boy. I have to admit that I was just a teensy bit proud, too – nobody else had had anything like such a holiday adventure. I made plans to immigrate to Greece and was completely convinced that I would. Every day I dreamt of seeing him again. I imagined what it would be like if he suddenly appeared at my door. And I was utterly convinced that one day, it would happen. But of course, he never did appear at my door. Once or twice we spoke on the phone. I kept bombarding him with love letters. He sent one single fax. And so I never did emigrate. And the thing I’d never thought possible did happen: suddenly there was Number Two. Rule: However terribly lovesick you may be, it will always pass and always there’ll be someone else. Always. Remember that! For the next time!




  Ten years later, Number One got back in touch with me. He’d found my email address on the Internet and he wrote to me. I was that gob-smacked and surprised! And some of those old feelings from way back flared up again, just a little bit, even though by now we were out of reach for each other and we each had our own life. All the same, I was really touched; especially because he kept stressing that he couldn’t forget me either. We sent a few emails back and forth, a few photos. We complimented each other and promised we would never lose touch again. But despite all protestations to the contrary, our email connection petered out eventually. We lost each other again. But not in my heart – there, he is firmly anchored in place.




  Number Two: Defloration terror




  The six-month mourning phase appeared to be over, because all of a sudden there was my Number Two. Funnily enough, my Number Two and I had been “going out” together when we were twelve, but that only lasted a few days and ended with me breaking it off in the schoolyard. I was in sixth grade at the time. My best friend even managed to record that tragic moment photographically. The photo still exits today. Being a fashion queen, I was wearing grey leggings and a pale-pink extra-long oversized fine-knit sweater. Back then, my sense of fashion still had a lot of development potential (even though, amazingly, this look would have been totally en vogue again this summer!). As did my sense of men, incidentally. In fact, back then I hadn’t really any intention of going out with that particular boy, because I was undyingly in love with someone else all together: the class hunk. As thick as two short planks and terrible at school, but an absolute ace at sports. Exactly the kind of guy who will mercilessly break your heart at least once in a lifetime, never mind whether you are fourteen, thirty-four or sixty-three. That these guys are bad news is something we know not only because we keep being reminded by our dear mummy, our best friend, out best gay friend and our big sister – no, it’s something we already know within ourselves. Does that help? Of course not! Eyes wide open and heart a-flame, we run, suffering deliciously, towards our doom.




  He was outrageously handsome, hair the color of straw, forever wearing the coolest Chiemsee sweaters and the coolest Levis 501 jeans, both of which were de rigueur at the time. He was always tanned and had these incredible blue eyes. Unfortunately, those blue eyes weren’t particularly interested in me. However, I decided to try everything in my power and since, even back then, I preferred to take matters into my own hands, wrote the obligatory “do you want to go out with me” note during class. Yes, the whole shebang, with two tick boxes for Yes or No. Heart beating like crazy, I passed the note to him. And when he passed it back with his reply, it said: “Maybe after the math test.” Oh great. What the hell was that supposed to mean?! I kept analyzing his reply for days, but I couldn’t get a bead on it. Was it supposed to mean that he’d go out with me if the test went well? Or maybe if the test went badly? Oh man, love was complicated, even back then! And while my attempts at getting my great unrequited school romance off the ground seemed to rather fizzle out, an emissary for another boy, the one who would later become said Number Two, handed me a message, stating that he wanted to go out with me. I was stunned, hadn’t expected this at all. I asked for time to think it over. And suddenly my original object of desire, who had kept me on the back burner all this time, declared that he was interested after all. This too is a strange lesson from the playing fields of love: the moment you turn away from your beloved, he suddenly finds you irresistible. Could this really be explained by that tired old myth of the male’s thrill of the chase? Rule: When someone gives their heart to you, suddenly there are more hearts being offered to you. But when you’re searching for someone to give you their heart, forget it – no chance!




  And so I found myself in the absurd situation of having to choose between the two candidates during recess. Both of them now knew of each other and demanded to know where they stood. Courageously, they both planted themselves in front of me. – I can’t imagine a woman ever doing this – and asked for my decision. And I, stupid cow that I was, made entirely the wrong decision! I wanted to get even with my true love, the blue-eyed blond hunk, for making me wait so long. And, with my head held high and proud like an imperious princess, I chose the other one. Brown hair, brown eyes and not nearly as handsome. The moment I’d made my decision, I regretted it – but it was too late! If you purposely decide to choose the shit end of the stick, you’ll have to live with the consequences. There went my one and only chance to go out with my blue-eyed hunk. Afterwards, he took up with some super-trendy tenth graders. Stupid spotty-bunny me cried her heart out. How could I have been so dumb? So now I had the other one around my neck. We spent an afternoon at the local swimming pool. His legs were already richly and scarily covered with black hair. And so I decided to dump him again, as quickly as possible. During said recess, in the schoolyard. My blue-eyed hunk left school two years later and until then I yearned for him heart-achingly, all that time.




  Even though four years later Number Two still had a lot of black hair on his legs, our interest in each other suddenly rekindled. After half a year of mourning for my Number One, my heart eventually had to admit that the Greek option did not really have a promising future. And so I started to look around again, to see what was on offer locally. I was sixteen years old by now, in tenth grade, and aside from a bit of groping, necking and licking had no other sexual experiences to my name. And all of a sudden, all the girls around me were doing it. The still-virgin girls reverently bombarded the ex-virgin girls with questions. Does it hurt? What’s it like? What’s it feel like? Did you have an orgasm? What about the sperm? And each one of the ex-virgin girls had a different story to tell. Some were disillusioned, some romanticized their first bedroom adventures, Hollywood-style, and others preferred to keep quiet. So what was the sexual truth? After all, nothing is ever lied about as much as sex. I didn’t let all those first-time-in-the-sack girls pressurize me. It’ll happen when it happens. And besides, I was still quite happy with my memories of Number One and didn’t feel remotely inexperienced.




  And so my interest in my Number Two slowly reawakened. I think he was quite impressed by my holiday adventure, which only goes to confirm the lesson mentioned above: you only become wildly interesting when you’re no longer available. Once you’re in love, others practically throw themselves at you. If woman appears unapproachable, guy goes crazy. He practically drools and he won’t give up until he has shot you down. Number Two and I spent some time flirting, teen-fashion. In actual fact, he already had a girlfriend at the time. But I’ve never let myself be discouraged by little obstacles like that. The spark finally ignited on a long school trip. Quite accidentally (of course) we spent the entire day more or less next to each other, always endeavoring to attract the other’s attention. And then, on the long bus ride home, we just happened to sit next to each other and were resting our feet on the seat opposite. And since it was cold and dark, we used our coats as blankets. And those naughty feet of ours started to play with each other. Sex or no sex, there simply is nothing more exciting than those very first on-purpose tender physical contacts. So hot! So thrilling. So sizzling. So erotic. So exhilarating. It just bowls me over every time. Even if a contender should turn out to be a loser soon after, the magic of that very first touch is simply unbeatable. And the longer that magic lasts, the more certain it is a sign that further developments will be thrilling, not disappointing. And so our sock-less feet explored each other under the protective cover of our coats, that night in the bus, surrounded by some forty classmates, none of whom had any idea what was going on, nor were they supposed to, which made the whole thing even more exciting. At some point our hands found together, too, and that doubled our state of excitement. Now our feet and our hands were touching and caressing each other and I was blissed out and kept holding my breath the entire time. My heart was beating like crazy. We didn’t say a word. And we didn’t kiss. That would have certainly attracted attention. Back home, alone, I kept remembering how our feet and hands had touched. As ever after an experience like this, I was in complete turmoil and couldn’t sleep.




  Next day in school was really exciting. Deep glances that went under the skin and this terrible not knowing of what was what. After all, he was already spoken for. And since there were no mobiles and no Internet (text messaging and emails are definite flirt propellants!) we had to write little notes to each other. In one of those he confessed his love for me, and one day after school he came home with me. Of the many advantages of both parents working, the best clearly is the fact that, as a teen, you have the run of the house in the afternoons. We sat next to each other on the settee and chatted about this and that, being exceedingly cool and nonchalant. Why is it one feels obliged to act so cool and disinterested at moments while inside one feels like going crazy? Then, finally, the moment of deliverance! We took up where we had left off on the bus. We touched each other’s hands and our hands started to caress each other. We didn’t say a word. And then finally, having moved closer and closer together, we kissed. He was quite good at it. Actually he kissed really well; it was a pleasure to kiss him. Kissing is so important! For me, kissing opens all the locks and gates. Kissing is so arousing, I’ve had to put panties into the dryer just from kissing! But if someone is a bad kisser, all the magic vanishes in one single moment, followed by bleak disillusionment and dark disappointment. If he can’t kiss, he won’t be able to make up for it in bed, either. It would in fact be best to just send him home the moment you realize you are not impressed by the quality of his kissing. But most of the time, we aren’t brave enough to do this (why is that?!) and so we end up with the same kind of botch-up job in bed.




  But Number Two was great. And so we were soon lying on the settee, making out like crazy. I was so aroused that I rubbed myself against his leg and came very quickly and unnoticed: my lovely Number Two never noticed a thing! Aside from some heavy snogging and petting with our clothes on and hands inside of sweaters from the waist up, there was nothing doing. And in any event, I wanted to have matters clarified first. He immediately said he would split up with his girlfriend so that he could be with me. I felt a bit uneasy. I wasn’t quite sure of him and didn’t really know where I wanted to go with this, and whether I actually wanted it to go anywhere. Then again, he had this really sweet girlfriend and I, still a spotty teenie-girlie, just could not imagine that he would want to exchange this sweet, tender, beautiful girlfriend for me. What a mess!




  But somehow, some time later, we managed to go steady. He had split up with his girlfriend and I had committed myself to him. Even though he was by no means the coolest guy in school and I would have scored considerably more kudos points with a different conquest, which at that age is not exactly unimportant. And so my Number Two and I kept fumbling and making out and making out in my parent-free home in the afternoons and felt our way further and further along. I was extremely panicked that he would touch me down THERE. OK, I’d been there with my Number One and, due to my almost daily masturbatory practices, was very well acquainted with my body and all its intimate places. But still I fretted constantly. I was scared to death of letting him anywhere near down there. Not because I was a prude or scared of things – rather the opposite, I was as randy as a bitch in heat. But I totally panicked in case Number Two would be shocked when he discovered what a woman looks like and smells like down there.




  Apropos: Pussy hang-ups


  





  Am I the only one to have pussy hang-ups? I have no idea where this panic comes from. Then again, Mother Nature or God or whatever joker is responsible for the biological packaging of our primary sexual organs, seems to have been of not quite sound mind when they created them. I mean, what exactly is that supposed to look like, down there between our legs?! A couple of pathetic piggy-pink flaps of skin, nestling in a load of fuzzy hair? The rest of the female body is so beautiful – did the Good Lord run out of bio-putty between our legs or was he maybe distracted because he was contemplating the latest football results? I don’t care how many New Age women are singing in praise of the female love-muff, I simply don’t believe you: just take a proper look! The thing just looks miserable.




  And what about the smell! I’ve never been comfortable with the typical pussy smell. Never mind how often and how carefully you wash, whether you apply body lotion by the liter or spray your panties with perfume (burns like hell!), it still smells of pussy. Always. When I really got going and did it by myself, I found the smell quite hot. But I just could not imagine that a man would like it. I even was ashamed of it – still am. And I practically wet myself with worry that my Number Two would smell my very own secret odor between my legs and find it disgusting. These days, I’m a bit more relaxed about it, but even today I can’t really let go until I am absolutely certain that the guy is all right about it. If I have even the slightest worry that he’s not, I feel self-conscious and clam up. Which makes me quite cross. But I can’t seem to get away from this stupid notion.




  Just like I used to think that penises would stink horribly but my first experience put me right, I also used to think that I would die of embarrassment if anyone should ever see me naked. I thought I would not be able to handle my counterpart looking at me every day, knowing what I looked like naked. I thought he would tell everyone and make fun of me, and God knows what else he might get up to with his knowledge of my unclothed surface area. Especially once one is no longer together. I also used to be quite put off by the idea of having shared sexual experiences with someone, and then splitting up. There’s no telling what nasty stories he might spread about me!




  As a worst-case scenario, the story of a school friend of mine brawling noisily about his very personal sex-shocker experience has burnt itself onto my memory. This was the late nineties when full intimate shaving wasn’t the done thing at all, and of course there was no Internet with sites such as youporn.com, where you could become very well acquainted, pre-coitally, with primary sexual organs, both visually and with regard to handling.




  Said friend freely talked about his first time and loudly shared how shocked he was when he first set eyes on his girlfriend’s Promised Land, and I quote: “Bugger me, you girls have one ugly piece down there! I thought I would faint, it looks like a slimy rotten run-over dead hedgehog!” Whoa! That hit home. There’s no answer to that, is there?! Silly girls that we were, and completely unable to handle such a situation, we did what women always do when they are confronted with something embarrassing and unpleasant: we giggled non-committally. How is a teenage girl in the midst of her sexual awakening supposed to develop any kind of libidinous self-confidence when she hears that kind of talk from some loudmouthed Smurf look-alike? We all know that the Good Lord wasn’t exactly motivated by urban Design2000 criteria when he created pricks and pussies. But a run-over hedgehog? Come on, the female genital area isn’t that bad!




  This did nothing to help with the alleviation of the pussy hang-ups that had been with me since I had a first furtive look between my loins with the aid of a mirror. The shock was profound. I was dumbfounded and almost wanted to ask my mum if it was possible to swap the thing for something else. That bunch of pink folds is supposed to be the longed-for Promised Land, the bliss at the end of the pilgrimage, the great endeavor that all heterosexual males strive for?! You must be joking – they’ve got to be off their rocker! A bog-standard coffee cup is more erotic than that weird mess of floppy skin and curly hair. It must be the fascination with horror that would scientifically explain the magical attraction of this body part. Generally speaking, female bodies are utterly beautiful; we girlies have much to be proud of. But really – the genital zone seems to have been fashioned by a heavenly apprentice who was a trifle stoned at the time!


  


  This might explain why so many women prefer sex in the dark. They don’t want to scare men off with their little sex-creature that takes a lot of getting used to. What is unfathomable is why every porno movie and magazine has girls present themselves with their legs spread so wide that you can practically see all the way up to their lungs. Naturally, you eventually come to terms with the deranged outer appearance of your genitals as well as their odor. And since men can’t seem to get enough of what slumbers between our legs, I suppose we girlies should just relax. Even said school friend doesn’t appear to have any problems letting his cucumber play happily with run-over hedgehogs. Still, the term “run-over hedgehog” has remained ineradicably and mercilessly lodged in my brain to this day. I kept remembering it every time I saw the hedgehog-loudmouth’s girlfriend. She was in our school and she looked like a perfectly normal girl, neither particularly pretty nor particularly ugly, just standard. But every time I saw her, my head pounded out “run-over hedgehog” with the accompanying image flashing up on the giant screen inside my brain. Recently, some ten years later, I found her by accident on one of those online networking platforms. And guess what instantly shot through my mind? Oh look, there’s the run-over hedgehog!




  Number Two continued




  




  And so, eventually, Number Two slipped his hand under my panties that were soaking wet, as ever when we were making out. I held my breath and I think he did too – it was his first physical exploration of this kind, too. I think he was mightily impressed with what he found. At the time, of course, I was still sporting a full but beautiful and small natural bush of hair. All that orgy of shaving and leaving just a tiny strip didn’t start until years later. But still I was unable to fully surrender to his lustful explorations. I was still incredibly worried about what would happen next, when he would pull his hand back out and maybe would want to smell it. And either it was my imagination because I was so completely paralyzed with fear, or it was really real, but when he pulled his hand out of my panties – in my panic, I kept trying to distract him – his hand really did go up to his face and I assumed that he sniffed at it, and furthermore I assumed that he actually wrinkled his nose. I was devastated. Now it was out. That was it. The worst had happened; he was going to leave me. Strangely enough I had been entire unconcerned about these things with my Number One. He even licked me and enjoyed it very much. So why was I making such a fuss about it with Number Two? Maybe it was the fact that he went to my school and I was scared to death that he’d tell everyone what a discovery he had made. I didn’t have to worry about any of that with Number One, I could just abandon myself and to hell with it, without any concerns. When Number Two suddenly announced that he had to go now, that was the end of everything. I thought I would never ever be able to face him again. He took his leave really quickly and I was left behind, feeling totally lousy.




  And all that unnecessary upheaval about a little bit of natural feminine odor – how silly was that, how devoid of any self-esteem! Twelve years on, and I am still highly sensitive about this issue. Even though I constantly recite the following: for heaven’s sake, it’s not my fault that Mummy Nature has seen fit to furnish “down there” with all this weird smelling flora and fauna. So it smells of pussy. And, just to clarify this once and for all, women do not smell of fish! It only smells fishy after you, my dear fellows, have souped into us women. It’s your soup that smells of old fish! And obviously it then spreads throughout the relevant lady-parts and stays there for a while, unless you blast it all out straight away with a high-pressure cleaner.




  But I guess my Number Two really was in a hurry and I just imagined all those idiotic scenarios because of my odor paranoia. As evidenced by the fact that he did not dump me the next day and no posters were displayed around the schoolyard proclaiming the olfactory nature of my genital area. Phew – a sigh of relief! That meant our mutual voyage of discovery could continue.




  By now, we had been together for quite some time, even our parents knew about us. And so it was time to take THE step. For both of us, it was the first time. Neither of us had, yet. And wanted to, so badly! He had the run of his house and I wanted to spend the night there, with him. My parents were not at all enthusiastic and didn’t really give me permission. They didn’t exactly say no, but they didn’t OK it, either. They wanted to leave it up to me. Clever move, to make it look like freedom of choice, when really it wasn’t. They plainly and simply expected me to stay home. They were certain that I would not dare. Well, sadly, wrong! I just pushed the worry about tomorrow morning’s thunderstorms aside and obstinately made my way to Number Two’s house. Next morning, as I toddled off towards home, I was scared shitless: all hell would break loose with my parents. After all, this was the first time ever that I had asserted myself against my parents’ wishes. But the need to do my own thing and not to be dictated to was stronger. This is the start of a whole new era! And for most teens, rebellion is doubtlessly connected to their first sexual adventure. Excitedly, I rang the doorbell at my Number Two’s house. He really was home alone.




  I had prepared myself for the event and was wearing my most beautiful underwear. I was even wearing my first mini-bra, with a pink flowery pattern. I felt unbelievably sexy. I was wearing a thong, because I’d just discovered that one’s butt, when wearing pants, looks a whole lot better with a thong. No more double-butt-cheeked wobbly backside but round and full and pert, thanks to the G-string! From thereon in, pocket money was invested stringfully. I never really found those things particularly erotic myself, I just used to wear them for said reasons of aesthetic backside-views, but most gentlemen were not particularly put off by such tiny panties, rather the opposite.




  Aside from all that, I was speculating madly about what it would be like to sleep with and next to a boy. Most of my panic centered on waking up together in the morning. You just don’t look like a Hollywood superstar when you climb, crumpled, out of bed in the morning. My panic focused on two major areas. Firstly, it’s no secret that you don’t smell sweet and minty-fresh first thing, before brushing your teeth. But I was forearmed! To this day I don’t know why I didn’t just consider getting up and brushing my teeth. I guess I was embarrassed and thought I was the only human to suffer this affliction. I secretly stashed about three kilos of peppermints in a hidden corner under his bed, which I had carried around with me in my trouser pockets and spirited away into said corner when he wasn’t looking. And all night long I sucked peppermints as though my life depended on it.




  My second area of panic concerned my worse-for-wear look the next morning. At the time, I used to wear masses of make-up, because my spots bothered me that much I’d rather walk about wearing a thick mask than display the spotty pot-holed mess that was my face. Naturally, there wouldn’t be a lot of make-up left after a night of making out and thrashing about. I was truly panicked that he would see my spot-infested pimply face. I was really ashamed of it. Which meant that not only was I sucking peppermints like a maniac all night, I also waited for the perfect moment early in the morning to dive into the bathroom. I was so upheavaled and confused anyway, there was no chance of actually sleeping. I never get any sleep during the first few nights with a new guy next to me. At dawn, I prettified myself again and shored up the layer of putty on my face. I knew of course that spots liked nothing better. But I didn’t care. Like so often, reason and vanity speak two entirely different languages. Just as long as he can’t see what’s underneath! And so, perfectly styled, I sneaked back into his bed and lay there, barely moving, so that I would not destroy the newly created look. I spent the beginning of the new day lying next to him, not moving, sucking peppermints – just to be ready for that one moment. When he woke up, I beamed at him, fresh and pepperminty of breath, face heavily covered in make-up. Okay. I’m a few years older by now, but not particular wiser. It’s not quite so extreme anymore. But during the first few nights with a new guy, I still go for a little rouge and powder around dawn, so that I can beam at him brightly and prettily in the early morning after. But at least I no longer spend the night sucking peppermints!




  As for contraception, I had started to make provisions some time before. I’d been on the pill for half a year by then. So we started making out on the settee. All that excitement made me worry like crazy that I wouldn’t become properly aroused and moist. And my other giant worry was whether my nipples would become erect. That’s another one of those stories. It’s completely overrated, all this stuff about women’s nipples going hard and all that fiddling about with them. My nipples go hard when I climb into a bath of too-hot water, or when I’m cold. That’s it. When someone fiddles with them, it’s mostly coincidental if they go hard. It has absolutely nothing to do with being aroused. And so I used to pray to my nipples during sex and beg them to go hard, so that whatever guy was working on them would be happy. Daft or what?! Yes – instead of saying to him, all relaxed, hey babe, don’t knock yourself out, there’s nothing happening and it does nothing for me, I drove myself mad and kept putting all that pressure on myself. We women are completely daft. Instead of thinking of ourselves, we only think of making things as nice as possible for the guy. Even if he is a loser, we still tell him how he is the hottest lover-boy on the planet, instead of brutally confronting him with the truth. Some of my friends were relieved to admit that they were just the same with regard to nipples and the technicalities of nipple erection. They feel zero-point-zero during the belaboring of their nipples by male hand and tongue. And they, too, say that only temperature change makes their nipples go hard. And that it has nada-niente-nix-rien-and-nothing-whatsoever to do with sexual arousal. So – I am frigid of nipple. But I still moaned mightily while they were being worked over by Number Two...




  Some while later we moved from the parental living room to his room and bed, where we continued in happy anticipation. In addition to contraception by pill, I insisted that we use a condom. I could still hear my mum’s words of warning. Understandably, she was not keen on having a pregnant teenage daughter. Better safe than sorry! We proceeded to get undressed and explore each other’s bodies. We were both terribly excited but tried to be as cool as possible and not let on. We hardly spoke at all. And so I was pleased when he eventually dug out some condoms from a little box, like it was the most natural thing. Together, we expertly pulled the thing over his thing. He was extremely well endowed and had a giant thing. Long and thick. Surrounded by lots of black hair. Back then I didn’t have all that much to compare it with. I watched it all with curiosity and could hardly believe that it would start now. Hey, we’re doing it, flashed through my mind. He took up position above me, between my legs.




  


  And then – disaster! It didn’t work. I was wet and slippery, he was hard as iron, but it didn’t work. We just couldn’t get it in. What a disaster! I immediately noticed his distress. We continued to pretend to be very cool, but we were deflated. He was devastated. I had no idea what was going on. I hadn’t cramped up, I wasn’t frightened. And yet there seemed to be an invincible barrier inside of me. We didn’t talk about it. But, valiant Knights of Sex that we were, we would not give up and had another go a little later. And again it didn’t work. It just would not go into me. As though I was filled with concrete.
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