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Part One

Where Do Dreams Become Real?

or: Here's How i Have Become A Shit-Eating, Pee-Drinking, Semen-Devouring Little Peed-on Hooker
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Hiya!! My name is Alexandrovich Dina, a 23 year old israeli white jewish female, originally from Rehovot and now living in Southern Tel-Aviv, on the edge between Shapira and Neve-Sha`anan neighbourhoods, right next to the new Central Bus-Station and the Tel-Aviv Mall.
I like living here very, very much. I mean, You may find the place quite unpleasant, despickable even, what with all the prostitutes and drug-addicts and just simply homeless people, gathering around here… but, well, being one such a person myself (well not a drug-addict, Thank Heavens, but a semi-homeless and most definitely a hooker… ho, yeah!!), I find it quite refreshing, in fact… I mean, there is something of quite high Beauty, if You think of it, in all the neglected buildings and the dirty city-streets, something, which You could never find in all the neat, very proper and cleanest neighbourhoods, which were just built yesterday and composed mainly of high, seemingly lifeless buildings, and whose people do only commune in their personal family vans, by which they travel from one protected parking-lot to the next and haven't got even the faintest clue, who is living right next door to them, unless they've got into the habit of yelling at them "quiet!!!! We wish to sleep 24 hours a day!!!!" – as some old people do, sometimes, most particularily in such uptown, tight-assed "proper" and "decent" neighbourhoods.
They would never take the care, to invite their neighbours in for a dinner just to get to know them better and to form a community; at best, they would go to some of their neighbours, to petition them against another neighbour, who dared to not obey their overly hysterical screams for "QUI-YET!!!!!!!!!"

So, as You can see, dear readers – I have had quite enough of THIS lot.

Now, that's right – living right next to drunk drug-dealers CAN, sometimes, be a nuisance, I do not deny it… but nonetheless, there's still a most special charm at these poorest of neighbourhoods, the sweet, so simple charm of life, of real, truly vibrating LIFE, which can NEVER be found around all those up-tight realms mentioned above. It could be nice, to some, to live in an ultra-clean neighbourhood; but, for me, it is rather unnatural, unhealthy even, to live at sterylic society… Lord, I wish to be able to breath normally once going out, not to fear I might spoil their cleanest air, by breathing out some unfriendly microbs… I mean, how can one live like that?
But – well, enough about that, at least for the moment. Let me, please, tell You about myself and of how have I – not only become a whore, but learned to love it and enjoy my trade, up to the level that I would NEVER exchange this, for any other profession EVER!!!

So, it had all begun when I was turning 17 and watched, for the first time ever, a porn flick featuring three bisexual female starlets, seemingly in their early twenties, five VERY handsome boys, of more or less 18, or 19 years of age and an ultra-violent couple, of about 50 years, or maybe more.
The plot went like this: The older female dominatrix whips, extremely brutally, two of the younger females, wildly spits on them and verbally insults them, calling them any degrading name imaginable. Her girls cry and beg and promise ALWAYS to obey her, and she smacks them harder for a while, until she tires of it and leaves.
Then her girls wearily get up, stepping towards one another, hugging each other and cry, each wetting her friend's nude body with the flush of her tears. Then they begin to lick their tears of each other's naked body, and though they do not neglect any tiny body part, nonetheless their tongues and lips do show a strong preferrance for each other's nipples, cunt, anus and under-arms. They do also sniff one another there, too.
And watching this show, of purely unconditioned lesbian LOVE, my heart swell. It was like hearing the most perfectly romantic love-song, spoken through the lips of the handsomest boy in class, after You've been in LOVE with him for the entire year and knowing, as a certain fact, that it was solely meant for You. And right there and then, I knew: I wish to be one of them. The strong whips and despickable verbal insults, to which they were just being subjected, seemed to me as a mere aphrodisiac, to make their love-making reunion stronger, now that they have been forced into sharing such a terribly degrading experience. I wished to be them; I longed for it, with all the power of my young, blossoming heart.
And all the next scenes – of guys molesting the young women, beating them, brutalizing their each and every hole and so on – have done, was nothing, but strengthening this sweet desire of mine – to be degraded, to be dehumanized – and then, then to be loved. By another girl. But not just.
I believe I have always been bisexual, eventhough, while still at highschool, I had the firm faith that I am gay. I mean, I adore and worship the soft touch of other girls, but sometimes, oh Lord, do I yearn for a massive man-cock!!

As sucking cock – most especially right after the cock in question, had been travelling all the way up inside Your not-at-all-clean shit-tube… - is THE number one most favourite, in all the long list of my wild experiences as a hooker; and – please, do take my word for it – save death and amputation, there is not one sexual diversion, no matter how bizzarre, which I have not tried, at the very least twice. I am just simply addicted to the idea, that You must try out any possible thing in life, in order to live for real – or else, what's the whole point in living in this World at all???
=============================================================
Please stay tuned for the next parts!!

Comments are always very, very welcome: dannielqeletti@gmail.com
