Part 2

My earliest memories.

By Sike X.

If you, the reader, do not know who I am, please read my introduction in part 1 (seek word: Silke X) to understand my person, and the reason for me to write about my life.

Even if my story's might give an other impression, I clearly DON'T want anybody to treat their, or any other children, the way I was treated as a child.

Some of the earliest image memories I have of my childhood, I have allways known about. But some of them, only reappeared after digging though my repressed childhood together with my ex boyfriend, who has been a great support for me through the last years.

He is very understanding, and has no prejudices about the things I tell about. He himself is a very open minded man, with an interest in both bdsm and younger girls.

Most of these early memories are just in single pictures and short sequences, like most people remember parts of their childhood.

These are mostly from when I was 4, 5 and 6 years old, but I can't guarantee that some of them have been some later. 

----

One of the clearest things I remember, is that we allways were nude at home. That means; I was allways naked. My mother and father were often nude, but not all the time. I actually can't remember ever to be allowed to wear any clothes at home, unless in special occasions when there were strangers visiting, I had to wear a dress. And when we went in to town, I allso had to wear a dress, and nothing else.

In the winter seasons I went naked in to a one-pies ski outfit when I we out.

This was never changed until I turned 15 or 16. And it has always seemed logical for me. I have always loved to be nude. Even today, thirty-something, I still practice nudity, and have brought up my daughter with these same values as I was.

----

This is one of my first punishments I clearly remember, I have been about 4 or 5. It is a short sequence, and I think it has happens several times. I know for shure that it has happened several times when I was older, allso in other variations, but that is to come in a later part.

I am standing up against the chilly window in my parent's bedroom on the first floor of our old country house. I have a view of the yard in front of the house, and partially of the main dirtroad passing by the house.

my hands are tied to some ropes, that pull my arms up as far as possible to each corner of the curtainbar. I am standing tiptoe'ing with my legs spread wide. I am completely naked, and anyone passing by could have seen me standing spread eagle, nude in the window. But I don't remeber anyone ever coming by.

One of my parents is spanking my butt and back, and it hurts so much, that everything seems unreal.

I am left alone there, standing in the window. Nobody seems to rescue me, or care about me. I have to per, and can't hold it any more. The only thing to do is just let it go, as I stand there.

----

I allso have a couple of flash memories where I am sleeping in my parents bed. I can hear my parents making love just beside of me. The bed is rocking, my mother is moaning. It sounds very cosy and gives me a warm and safe feeling inside.

Some years later, probably when I was 6, I remember laying in between the two, on top of my mother's belly, while my father is doing her. I can feel the rhythm of my mothers breath in my own belly, while I can feel my dad slamming rhythmic up against my bottom, while he is penetrating my mother hard inbetween hers and mine spread legs. I can even feel his penis touch some of my spread open fanny, when I slide a bit down my mother's belly.

My mother finally hits an orgasm. I panic when I can feel her body pulsating, and her moans change in to cries and screams. I have no idea of what is happening, and I have no idea of what an orgasm is. But I can't do anything. I'm sandwiched between him and her.

----

So even though I can't clame to be used for sexual perposes from a very young age, it stands clear for me, that my parents always have enjoyed my nudity.

The real sexual action I can't remember until I became 6-7.

