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Prologue - Buckle up Baby


	This book is not just about fucking, or fucking hookers. It is a book about fucking, fuckery, fuckeroos, fuckers and fuckettes, sex-workers, courtesans and punters; it’s about real people!


	It is a deep-dive into transactional sex and a level of hyper-sexuality that defies all norms. But it will also tell you that the sword is double-edged, the bitter-sweet, the head-fucks, heart-breaks and intense situations. 


	Even a half decade before I embarked on this journey, I couldn’t even imagine how amazing and sometimes surreal this would become. It catapulted me into a reality that is sheer, unimaginable pleasure. By the time I arrived at the ‘terminal’ to embark, I was already a well-versed sexualist and DOM. (DOM = Dominant).


	There are three principal categories of BDSM players, (and we all know by now what BDSM means): 


	DOMs, SUBs and Switches…


	A Dominant dominates subs and switches in any way possible as long as it is consensual and reasonably safe, lol.


	A SUB (or Submissive), obviously, submits to a DOM and enjoys to be dominated.


	A Switch likes to be dominated but sometimes switched on a DOM (or DOMME, female role), and takes control, if successful.


	And of course then there are hybrids, power switches, who switch real fast, trying to overpower the DOM, pain-sluts, who are not really SUB, but love the pain inflicted by the DOM, etc…


	 



Flavours

	The New Zealand working-girl landscape is a powerfully addictive and exciting place for the debauched connoisseur of the flesh. It is a hidden and well maintained sub-culture that is guarded like Buddha’s eye-balls because as far as pleasure, sensual scope, variety of ethnicities and sexual flavours are concerned, Auckland, New Zealand should be a Mecca for the global, discerning connoisseur of the flesh. Carnal pleasures abound: Men, Women, Bi, Pre Op, Post Op and any intoxicating, potent flavour combo in-between, Aotearoa is THE place for the astute sex fiend!

	African and Chinese Princesses, Malaysians, Thais, Maori goddesses, Pacific Island Muses, kinky Victorian Divas, big booty Latinas, Arabian girls, Valkyries, Amazons, Dwarfs, French, Italian, Spanish, Swedish, Indian Yonis, Tahitian Voodoo dolls, hot Vietnamese cats, enhanced Slavic Barbies, Mongolians, DOMs, SUBs and all kinds of exotic permutations in-between, with an age range of eighteen to sixty – it is all here, obtainable and enjoyable! 

	That’s your palette to paint your masterpiece with, your cast to choose from, a veritable treasure trove of lust and forbidden pleasure, and it’s all in one place, Aotearoa, the land of the wrong white crowd!

	Variety

	Some are high IQ and book-smart, some have high street IQs, some study for masters and PHDs, some love fucking for money and some simply do this for a job to support their kids and family, while others have turned fucking for money into their cash cow and became courtesans by choice and design. It’s a lifestyle. I remember one woman who started hooking because she and her husband had lost 90k in the share market crash. She made that money back in a few months without breaking into a sweat. 

	Or there is Miss T, who runs a brothel in Wairau for over a decade with the most exquisite Asian girls money can’t buy; but you can hire them and they will pleasure you in unimaginable ways…

	Scope

	There is vast scope of abilities, talents and skill sets, for example ‘anal specialists’ or ‘head mistresses’, girls who specialise in Felatio and edging. (Edging is a form of blowjob that gets you close to cuming and keeps extending you on the edge of orgasm with new, inventive play forms until she decides to let you cum, and you explode in her mouth, on her tits, on her face - you choose). 

	There are niche market players catering to the extreme end of BDSM with things like impact-play, sharpies, wax play, whipping and cock-and-ball-torture. 

	There are T-Gals, Convertibles, MILFS, threesomes, more-somes, gang-bangs, and public fucking at clubs. The list of pleasures is endless…

	Sex Makes Us Tick

	Sex is what makes us tick. Our race has both female and male energy, Yin and Yang, pussy and cock, the receiving and the giving energy principles (though sometimes they can get seriously mixed up in people, like gender fluidity or female-male domination). 

	You can have extreme and intense sex any day of the week, outrageous sessions of any flavour, an unbeatable variety of cock-exploding suckery and fuckery - as long as you have the cash flow for it and the stamina, because some of these girls are so highly sexed and skill-full, it is scary! They can make you cum in minutes or burn you out on your addiction – you choose.

	My own experiences in the encounter chapters following were sometimes so surreal and trippy that they made my head spin to an extent where even my perception of time was altered. 

	The Fiend

	So after a portending walk in the Viaduct with my then confidante Mr VH, where I decided to write this book and started my first list of twenty, I thought I was in control, had the illusion of control; but VH’s words kept flashing up in my frontal lobe: ”This is an addiction even you won’t be able control!”

	And he was right, because my “short-list” of twenty morphed into a “dynamic” list of sixty; and by the time I review this, it’s more than 150 long because that’s where I stopped counting. It became purposeless to keep track by now because my ‘research’ had become an integral aspect of my life; and I started focussing on, recollecting and writing only about the extraordinary and outstanding transactional, sexual experiences, both positive and negative.

	For a long time now, I have lead a double life - by day corporate whore, by night (and by day given the opportunity), a debauched, hedonistic fucker without inhibitions, regrets or restraint in any way what-the-fuck so ever, other than my rules of engagement and ethical conduct.

	This book is a hard, real, truthful and detached account of desire fulfilled, a collection of sexual encounters, viewed through the cathartic lens of a man who wanted to make good on a small piece of shitty Karma, and in the course of that learnt a lot about himself and the fascinating and addictive Realm of the Courtesan, the world of the working girl - hookers.

	Even for someone like me, this was a new game, and this game can fuck with your head in a big, bad wolf kinda way. It can make you spend your last buck like a hypnotised Zombie, handing over your hard-earned cash without hesitation or consideration. It can ruin your life while you chase that next fuck-high with a goddess who can do you in ways your wife and mistress together couldn’t even conceive of.

	Working Girl’s World

	The world of the working girl is colourful and fleeting, sometimes dangerous, sometimes frustrating and boring, a tapestry of men’s bodies, faces and cocks, coming and going with few notable exceptions, the ebb and flow of the sex industry. In a peculiar way though, it is partially peopled with women who can be somewhat isolated, lonely and socially inept, with the hooking being their main human interaction and expression, while others lead a ‘normal’ life, have children, go to work in the morning and hold a day job down. You’ll never know until you meet them…

	I remember one of the working girls telling me about her real estate gig and how she bumped into a property client who had booked her. She managed that situation quite elegantly and politely told him that these are two different spheres of interaction and they will not cross over. Her client went through with the booking, and bought the property. 

	The Business

	Hookers don't need to know how to run a business because this is a cash society where time and resource management are only required with larger volumes, the rest is cell-phone work. Customers are a constant, faceless flow of sometimes fickle and rude nature:

	
		Making bookings to get off on knowing where girls work – address hunters;

		no shows;

		being rude;

		trying to haggle;

		Unclean, stupid and disrespectful idiots… 

		Taking condoms off and trying to keep fucking;

		Some are condescending and think of girls as inferior.



	So naturally, working girls are hard boiled, sometimes elusive, street smart and in control. They assert themselves from the first moment an encounter takes place.

	As soon as they smell a time waster or have even the slightest notion of user, they cut you off, fob you off, hang up on you and block your number. You don’t exist. 

	Saying that however, the masters of the game are marketing experts and as good at time and resource management as project managers. In-between there is a vast sea of all kinds of skills, ethnic, social and psychological behaviour patterns that influence their way of doing business.

	Prices have drastically changed over the past few years, especially with COVID impacting the prostitution business hard. 

	Where a decade ago you could hire a private girl for as little as NZD 150 for an hour and a high class girl for 200 to 250, now there are babes advertising for up to a grand… 

	Sure, these top end courtesans are amazing women with incredible bodies, high education, skill and passion, but I could never get myself to spend that kind of money, was never interested in that kind of aesthetic, because if you look hard enough, you can find gems, amazing experiences and super-hot girls for much less. You just gotta put the work in to find them…

	The Illusion

	Of course you never get to see much of their real personas without the mask because you hire an illusion, unless they allow it. It’s Transactional Sex. 

	In some cases that illusion was so perfect for me that it became difficult to stay detached, because some of the minds and bodies I encountered were magnificent with addictive beauty, skill and personalities. They would reveal themselves just enough to keep me hooked. I guess that’s why they are called hookers, because they are masterful at getting you - and keeping you - hooked on the most powerful drug on the planet – SEX, and their brand of it!

	My Why

	The age-old question –Why? Why do we do something?

	Is it Karma, propensity, drive, sense of compensation, lust, greed, desire, horniness?

	All of the above and more…

	Of course, my ‘research’ and pleasure seeking had a root cause - a woman.

	The first time her and I connected was on the internet. She was looking for a Master but had not played much in the arena. I was looking for a SUB, not any mind you, one that can endure pain - the kind of sadistic pain I enjoy to inflict.

	She had a profile page which looked unassuming, but it was a lure, a trap set by seasoned hooker. We chatted online, she was witty and nonchalant. “Are you a cunning linguist or a cunning cunnilinguist?” We exchanged niceties and she asked me to come to her, but while I was driving to the CBD to meet her, her ‘Dutch Courage’ had left her and she aborted. 

	Later she apologised and we set a new date. When I arrived there, she had two ‘friends’ in the room that uttered some smart-ass remarks and then fucked off after they had checked me out to make sure she is safe. 

	Anyway, here we were, she on LSD, weed and E slurping a beer, me starting the wine. Finally she disclosed to me that she was a hooker, working at the X House and was I gonna pay her? 

	No, usually when SUBs ask me to dominate them, there is no money involved; in fact if anything, they would be highly appreciative of me for educating them. We played.
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