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i The boy had a plastic box and conjured up a toothbrysh
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and I suspect it wasn’t about the toothbrush. She v
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for moment, the boy pulled the girl's arm, and they disappeared for 3
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The youth returned to the edge of the gently flowing river where he
had placed his toilet box neatly and carefully.

and dipped it into his jet-black hair. Then, with
dived into the mild river. His dive made an impression as the girl fol-
lowed him to the centre, where some swirling rapids made the tension
| of the river palpable. He handed her the soap, and gratefully, she lifted
| her t-shirt demurely and began to soap herself—her belly and then
| a glimpse of her small breasts. The boy stood there just like me and
| looked at it, although there was nothing to see, Then, on autopilot, she
went into her pants with the soap in her hand and did what she had to
do there, The boy kept looking. I didn’t see his open mouth.
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