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			CHAPTER 1. The Zippo. 

			I wish the world wasn’t as it is. Would be great if you simply had to close your eyes, make a wish and get it granted. Sad truth is: Life doesn’t work like this. Life has a different set of rules. 

			A couple of years ago, I stopped asking myself “Why me?” Not because I didn’t want to ask myself this question anymore. Not at all. It was because I became distracted at some point. And then simply forgot about it altogether. Guess I must have been about thirteen at the time.

			Almost exactly a year ago, I wrote a letter. A farewell letter. I made sure I employed my best handwriting since my mother had never been able to decipher my scribbling.

			I placed the letter on the kitchen table. And it was there where she discovered it. Unfortunately, she thought the letter was from one of my friends. She didn’t recognise the writing. Way too beautiful to pass off as mine. 

			I had been almost serious on that particular day. And I’ve grown a lot more serious since. What a stupid term. Serious, I mean.

			I wanted to die. 

			I am going to die, earlier than the rest of you lot.

			My mother just doesn’t get it. Actually, she never understands anything. Ever. With one exception though: when the money’s running out once again, she slaps me across the face, yelling at me. Screams that I am a fat, ugly, high-maintenance and unwanted pussy, leeching off her and being responsible for driving away her beloved hubby. Usually, this happens around tea time. Or when I am trying to sort myself out. 

			But to be absolutely honest here, I don’t think she’s entirely wrong. Who am I? Well, I am a fat, ugly, unwanted pussy. Can’t deny it. And she knows this. After all, she’s my mother.    

			The only thing I am not is being expensive. I can’t ask for top rates. Even without them I know that I am a fat and ugly pussy. And a daft one, too. Always have been.      

			That’s what they call me. And those who don’t say it out loud pay poorly – which is basically the same as saying it out loud, innit? I mean if I wouldn’t be fat and ugly, blokes would automatically pay more, thinking: Hey, what a sweet little hottie. Let’s pay her more! 

			I need to change position. My shoulder feels kind of weird. Could be pain. Can’t really tell. I am on Meth. Is supposed to keep the pain away. At least more or less. 

			Whatever – does it hurt?

			Pain isn’t good. No, pain isn’t good at all. If I was the president of the world I would outlaw pain. You know, like: “From now on, no more pain in this world! End of.” Pain hurts. Pain makes you cry. And I will probably start crying very soon if my body has to stay in this position any longer. 

			He doesn’t care. He doesn’t listen.

			Oh, fuck.   

			[image: ]

			I am a cry-baby, a stupid little slut, a daft cow who tends to turn on the waterworks rather quickly. 

			Crap. Here we are. My nose is already running, the snot slowly making its way down toward my upper lip. I am going to snuffle anytime soon. That’s when he’ll realise that I am crying.

			Tears are running down my face. I can’t help it. They are going­ to smudge my makeup. I don’t wear much makeup. Makes you look old which lowers the price even more. Besides, who wants to shag someone who looks as old as the missus he’s got at home?   

			Means I’ve only put on eyeliner which makes my eyes look beautiful and large. And the paint is running down my face right now.  

			Hearing myself sobbing I think: You stupid bitch! Get a grip! Wanna be a pro? Wanna make some money here, or wha’?

			This constant bursting into tears is childish, in the entire negative sense of the word! If he realises that I am crying he will pay even less.

			I am gritting my teeth. Would have liked to wipe my face. But my hands are tied behind my back. Literally. Handcuffs. Turns him on. And to be honest, being fucked doggy style isn’t too bad since this means I don’t have to look at their bodies or faces. I can close my eyes and pretend to be somewhere else, far away. Just me. And my dope. This is the mindset required to make the whole hooking business endurable: stay completely insensible towards what’s happening outside, just keep dancing with the drug, and maybe top it up from time to time. That’s what I am constantly telling myself. To be honest, you can’t really enjoy a trip when working the streets. But it smoothens things. Drugs help you getting through it, make things appear bearable, sometimes even okay. But “dancing” sounds so much nicer.  

			I know that I am going to be soar afterwards. Terribly soar. Because he is too big. There is too much of him that he wants to push inside me.

			This is going to hurt. 

			Later, I am going to sit in the bathroom, crying my eyes out because it hurts. Later, when the drug starts to loosen its grip. But I still have got some left. Means the pain subsides once more and all I can feel is this awesome impression of someone giving away candyfloss for free inside my body, with the candyfloss tickling me from inside. And then there’s nothing else but the dope and I. And the drugs are taking my hand, leading me away from the pain. 

			If I ever manage to get myself a real boyfriend I’d like him to take me and my child to a midsummer fair. And when he asks: “What about some candyfloss?”, I shall look beautiful, smiling at him, saying: “I’d love to. But only if we gonna share.” After which he’s supposed to kiss me. And we’ll laugh and have fun, just like everyone else.

			He’s having fun. He said he likes it tight.

			And I am tight. 

			No surprise there. As I am five-one and under 6 stone, I am supposed to be tight! I shouldn’t complain though. I look twelve years old. Which is what enables hooking guys like him in the first place. In my line of work, no one pays for big boobs or wrinkles. [image: ]In other words, the younger you look and the longer you can keep that look, the better.

			Just two more guys and I’ll be able to afford some extra Meth. Means, it won’t hurt any more. 

			Means, life will begin. For a moment.

			Or life will stop. For an instant. 

			Or maybe forever. 

			Actually, to tell the difference between living and not living and between good life and bad life is a rather complicated business. Because what is real life? The so-called real life, I mean?

			Live to consume. Or live to be consumed. One pissing hell of a question, innit? 

			Without dope I feel absolutely crap. Depends on the drug though. This might sound totally crazy but being on H causes pretty much the same symptoms like coming off Meth. And ­being on Meth is like coming off H. 

			In my case Meth leads to a state of relaxation, a sort of cosy lethargy. My body doesn’t seem to belong to me anymore and does its own thing. Perfect for getting laid. Going cold turkey or coming off makes me extremely tired. Besides, I can hardly keep myself on my feet since my sense of balance is going nuts as well. 

			Usually, I feel completely head-fucked.       

			No matter how much I try I am not able to focus on anything, not even for a tiny moment. My brain seems to have turned into a prism separating my thoughts into the seven colours of a rainbow.  

			Although the result is far from looking that nicely.

			The light in my brain is brown and grey, and I hate myself, mostly because I want to hate myself. I hate myself for taking drugs to help me no longer hating myself. 

			Nevertheless, once you are high, the flash is a moment of infinite beauty. Because you simply forget to live. This and because you are nothing else but a part of the drug. 

			The guy finished. The pressure inside my arse ceases. A quick look along my tummy at my legs shows me his cum running down my thighs. Well, at least I didn’t have to swallow it, I think. Nonetheless I can’t avoid shuddering.

			Disgust.

			I urgently need to go to the loo. 

			I want to wash off the sticky fluid. I want to take a shower. I want to get away. As far as possible.  

			 “Hang on! Where are you going?” the guy hisses, grabbing the handcuffs.

			“I need a loo.”

			“I’ve paid for two hours. Two hours aren’t over yet. Means you stay right where you are!”

			I surrender. I am feeling belittled. I stay. The sticky fluid keeps running down my legs. 

			My personal highlights are these shy blokes who eventually have grown some balls to approach a little pussy like me, only to prematurely jizz in their pants and bugger off red-faced and completely embarrassed. That’s how you make fast money in my trade. 

			Besides, most of them don’t show again. After all, they totally bodged it. In front of a child!

			However, this guy isn’t like that. 

			I recognize the pattern. And I also sense the boredom he’s ­feeling deep inside him. 

			This isn’t good. 

			Actually, he’s sort of right, I think. He pays for two hours. And he wants to make sure he gets what he’s paid for. Which wouldn’t be all that bad if these dipshits would be able to keep it going for two hours, and not already jerk off after ten minutes or so. Because after they jizzed they usually come up with the really nasty stuff.   

			This is a big turn on for them, means we can continue shagging.

			Thank God for that. 

			Getting fucked hard is probably the best thing that can happen to me in situations like this. Although things get definitely messy when it turns out that I’m dealing with one of these totally fucked-up sicko-freaks. 

			The blokes who pay are always fair.

			Yes, they want two hours, two hours of my life. They take two hours of my life away from me, just like that, and I am constantly amazed how cheap my  [image: ]actually is. No market value. Too much supply. Too many suppliers.  

			Some of them ask beforehand whether it is okay with me if they do this or that – and then do it. I am wondering all the time why I am so unhappy about this. After all, it’s just fair, innit?

			Besides, it’s those who don’t ask who usually do the worst things to you. 

			I remember being in a shop once to purchase some makeup. Shoplifting isn’t my cup of tea.

			Anyway, while being there I overheard the manager saying to one of these overly done-up shop assistants wearing an apron dress: “Customer satisfaction always comes first! That’s the ­secret of running a business successfully. Because only happy customers will come back. It’s called customer retention, you know?”

			My customers are coming again and again.

			Inside me. On top of me.

			All this thinking makes me forget where I am. I completely missed the fact that the guy is now preparing for round two. Thinking is rubbish. Thoughts are trash. Sure, they help you mentally getting away from your punters but the downside is that you aren’t able to keep an eye on them. 

			Does he use a condom? Is he about to give you an STD? Is he going to make you pregnant? Does he do stuff that wasn’t agreed upon, stuff his wife would never ever let him do to her!

			He uses zip ties to attach the handcuffs to the bed frame, thereby forcing my arms over my head. 

			Which is bloody painful. In spite of me being on drugs.

			I scream. Nobody cares. Including me.

			“Man, this hurts. Stop it!” I say. His only response is a laugh.

			His hands start to massage my body and his voice says: “Bad girls deserve punishment. You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you? Tell daddy that you’ve been a bad girl and that you want to be punished severely.”

			Great. The daddy-and-his-girl routine then. Fuck, these guys are the worst ones. I mean what type of guy likes to play ‘Daddy Fucking His Daughter’?

			This is going to be messy.

			Sometimes, these sicko-freaks suddenly pull a gun or a knife out of nowhere, pressing it against your neck, and you obey and do what they want. You don’t give a crap about whether it is a toy gun or not – in some cases it isn’t – because if this happens the dope is switched off and you are one big piece of scared shit.    

			And despite I am entirely sure that God isn’t too keen on seeing me earlier than he absolutely has to, I start praying that this will be over soon and there will be some life left inside me afterwards. 

			“Daddy, I’ve been behaving really badly,” I say, only realising that I am saying this after I already said it. 

			According to the rules of the game, this is normally followed by daddy either spanking my  [image: ]or fucking me doggy style. 

			Both of which Big Daddy did already. 

			In some rare cases I am dealing with serious braincases who go very hard straight from the beginning and then want even more. Much more. Having said this, today’s guy was definitely playing in the Premiere League of freaks.

			However, when I eventually realise this, it is already too late...

			“Hey. Listen, I gonna hand over another fifty if you allow me to try something on her,” I overhear Mr Super-Sicko telling my pusher.

			[image: ]

			“Sure, cool with me! But don’t damage her!” is the response coming from the adjacent room. This arsehole didn’t ask me. This nutjob asked my pusher! But then, I have no say in all this. So, why should he ask me?

			The pusher is my hero. He protects me. 

			My pusher has a reputation.

			He cares for me and even procures customers now and again. Sometimes really well-off guys amongst them. However, when it comes to this type of customer, he always insists on dealing with them himself. 

			Learning how much he actually charges them was purely ­accidental. At the time, my pusher had been busy, driving to Berlin to restock his supplies. Means the punter handed the cash over to me: A whopping three-hundred and thirty Euros! My share of which was thirty. 

			Don’t get me wrong. I somehow like my pusher despite he’s such an arsehole. I mean, it’s not just the thirty Euros I get. It’s also the stuff he provides. Unfortunately, he always gives me just enough to serve the customer. 

			The bad thing is that I need dope for the rest of the day, too. And thirty Euros – or sixty when I am soliciting business ­myself – are still way short of the going rates. Means you’ve gotta be a machine a fucking conveyor belt to earn the amount of cash required. 

			My pusher provides customers. Which, in turn, earns me the dosh to buy dope. This is considered a pretty fair deal out there, on the streets.       

			Suddenly I hear myself screaming like a banshee. Way before the pain penetrates the drugs and reaches my brain, and even longer before my brain realises that what’s coming in is, in fact, pain. Frantically, I am trying to wriggle myself free, thereby nearly dislocating both my shoulders. I hit my head against the cast-iron bed frame. And from the drug-induced haze of this rotten trip with that freak arsehole right at the centre emerges The Ultimate Pain!

			[image: ]

			This is not good.

			I haven’t taken anything for a long time, and the pain is so real. I need dope. Dope is gonna fix this, I am telling myself. Maybe it’s not me, just somebody living in my head. I don’t know. I can’t tell the difference anymore. Don’t know who I am, who I was and what this is all about. Besides, why am I screaming? After all, isn’t this what I wanted? No idea.  

			 “Fuck you! Stop it!” I shriek, starting to move my body frantically, trying to escape the flame. However, he is much stronger than I. One hand is around my baby-like hip, groping my pussy from below. The other hand sports a Zippo, bringing the flame close to my arse and my vagina.   

			The pain is excruciating.  

			It bites!

			“Jesus, what the fuck you think you are doing! Are you fucking crazy? Haven’t I made myself clear: no damage!”. The pusher. My pusher. My protector and saviour. 

			“I am not damaging her. Just trying to have a bit of fun here. She likes it, too. Look!” That’s the voice of the guy. 

			The Zippo.

			Pain.

			“Ouch. Fuck you. Let go!” That’s me.

			“Hand over the lighter. You gonna get it back afterwards. Now, keep fucking her and lemme get on with my work, okay?” My pusher. Through tears and snot I see him grabbing the guy’s wrist and taking the Zippo away from him. After which he disappears again.

			The guy fucks me once more. Much better than the thing he did with the lighter. I have to say Thank You.

			I say Thank You.

			It’s my butt again.

			My arse. Like the dogs do it.

			I am still tight. And now burnt, too.

			I keep my mind totally focussed on the thirty Euros I am going to get when all this is over. And the dope! This is the silver lining on the horizon. The money means I’ll be able to restock my supplies soon. And maybe my pusher will be fair and hand over an extra amount of Meth to compensate for the pain. Because what just happened here hadn’t been agreed upon!

			“Your name and your age, please? For the files.”

			“Natascha Tr***h*k. I am seventeen. Date of birth: February 14, 1989.”

			“And what were you doing on Reiter Strasse around 2pm this morning?” [image: ]

			“What do you think?...I mean, I am on drugs, you know? Don’t worry. Chemotherapy. Is this bad? I mean, I know it’s illegal but I need to take it, and this stuff is fucking expensive! Sorry, didn’t mean to use the eff-word, you see, it’s just that every time I am nervous I am talking fucking rubbish...”

			“You’ve been soliciting, haven’t you?”

			[image: ]

			“Well, now and again my ex drops by and hands over some stuff. But it isn’t much. Besides...”

			“Come on, Natascha. Cut it. You know the procedure. And I know the story already. So, keep it simple, okay? Did you or did you not engage in underage prostitution?”

			“Yes.” Being questioned by the police sucks. But a couple of these guys know me from the past. Either they’ve taken me repeatedly to the station or they are customers. Although this one is one of the good guys. He isn’t a customer. 

			“You know what’s next, don’t you?” He looks at me exactly the way my dad always did before freaking out. Apart from the fact that the copper won’t freak out. Which makes me sort of like coppers. Such a shame that they always interfere with my work. They can’t change things, they just make it much harder for me to get hold of my dope. However, cops don’t yell. And most of them don’t shag girls like me. Which counts in their favour. 

			“Yes.” Kind of funny. I am sitting here, my legs not even reaching the floor, my boots that are the usual couple of sizes too big for me, wobbling around my feet, fidgeting from left to right. The shakes set in again. The trembling.

			Gee, I’ve gotta make sure that my teeth don’t start chattering. I need to shoot up!   

			“Fine. One of our officers is gonna get you home.”

			“Why? The only one there is my mother who doesn’t want me around anyway! No one wants me apart from the guys who pay shit! What am I supposed to do?”

			“Now, c’mon, Natascha, this ain’t true. I am sure your mom loves you. Every mom loves her kids.” Yeah. Right. And I am Emma Watson! He doesn’t understand. I can’t help laughing. Since my lower jaw is trembling so much, it sounds like the sound of a goat.

			My crotch hurts. I want to rub, scratch, touch, just get there. It hurts! My hand continuously sliding between my legs looks probably totally weird. 

			“Anything wrong? Caught something?”

			“Yes. Guess I must have...” Can’t stop scratching. 

			[image: ]

			The police car stops way too early.

			It’s warm in here. No one is shouting at you. It’s quiet. No one fucks you in the arse or tries to cauterise your pussy with a Zippo. I want to stay in this car. It’s a home. 

			“Want me to go up with you? In fact, police procedures state explicitly that I have to.”

			I try to smile. Because there is one line which will always do the trick. With both, customers and coppers: “I promise to be a good girl.”

			He allows me to get out of the car but waits behind the wheel to check as to whether I am going inside. Crap! No easy way out this time. Since my mother refuses to hand me a key I have to use the door bell. 

			The lights are switched on, the door intercom crackles: “I don’t have any newspapers, you jerk! For fuck’s sake, sod off and wake up someone else!”

			“Mom, it’s me. Would you please let me come up?”

			A brief moment of silence. After which the door opens with a humming noise. Thank God. Means, I am able to disappear before the eyes of the Law and the rest of the world. At least for now. It isn’t always as straight forward as this. There were times when my mother hadn’t let me in. Which wasn’t too bad during the summer months since I went into the park at the lake side and got high. 

			Doesn’t work during the winter. You don’t do outdoor during the winter. You stick to indoor where it is warm. Otherwise, you can jump off a cliff right away instead. Drugs and Winter kill as a team. And they are good at their job. 

			Not really on my agenda right now.

			Because I wouldn’t be able to attend school.

			I completely miss the dressing I get from my mother. The spasms set in, I am shivering. I need [image: ]   my Meth. Bloody coppers. Did they have to show the very moment I was about to shoot some ice? Besides, my crotch hurts like hell. This child-banging bastard went totally berserk. 

			But my pusher has saved me. He came and took the Zippo off him as soon as I was screaming. 

			“Fuck you, are out of your mind? You are damaging her. She’s gotta work tomorrow!” he’d snapped at the slimy wanker. Well, at least that’s what I think he did. Can’t recall the details.

			My pusher pulled his knife, pressing it against the guy’s throat. I am pretty sure he did. Because my knight would do such a thing in order to save his princess.

			My knight! To be honest, I did feel a bit like a princess. 

			      [image: ]

			Finally, the freak moved the lighter away from my crotch area and released his grip. The pusher, now grinning, took away the Zippo from him. “Keep on banging her for a while. After all, isn’t that what you’ve paid for?” And off he was. Again.

			At some point, it was over. 

			I got away from him quickly, stumbling, falling off the bed. My guts felt like napalm. Heck, I felt like napalm. And because I was cold turkey I was aware that it was I who’d slept with him, that all this had happened to my body and not simply to one of those daft hookers on drugs. 
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