Hello, my name is Anna, I’m a 23-year-old hooker and this will be the most exact, accurate and minute-to-minute description, of how did I become a wild, cock-craving nymphomaniac – who LOVES it rough!!

It has all begun when I had been only two days shy of my 13th birthday. I was a skinny, athletic and rather boyish girl, with rich, straight blond hair, cut about ears-length, green-blue eyes, just a small pair of tits and an inherent tendency for getting myself into trouble. I was home-alone that day and invited my two best Friends, Joanna and Clarence, to my house to watch together some unidentified video-cassettes, which I had just happened to discover a day earlier, as I had used my Parents’ absence (in a trip to Sicily) to break into their secret locker and rumaging all through it, hoping for findings which I’ll be able to sell and thus earning enough money to acquire new bicycle. I was always a pretty naughty kid, you see, but my Parents tend to trust me anyway, what with Mom’s shrink telling her, that only trust shall bring trust, or some other bullshit like that….well anyway, they had come and we sat down to watch, what of course had turned out to be a collection of ultra-violent, illegal kiddy-porn flicks, which showed (for the most part) young girls being forcibly raped – by other girls, not much older than them (a fetish of my Father’s, as I was later to discover).
We were just watching a segment, in which a goth-girl, who seemed to be around 14 or so, had forced herself (and her strap-on dildo) upon her 8 year old neighbour, when suddenly, we heard strange voices from the 1st floor (my room was at the 3rd – see, we’re VERY well off).

“Shit!” I cried out involuntarily, “I’d forgot to lock the door!!”

I went to the staircase, just to peep down and realize, what was going on and should I call the police, when one of the intruders, had just happened to look up –

“Hey”, he called his friends, “look what we’ve got up there!!”

I ran back to my room and closed the door, only to be followed, at once, by all burglars (there were no less than five of them altogether), who barged in, breaking my bedroom-door of its hinges as they did so – and looked us straight in our frightened eyes.

We were almost naked, just down to our underware by then, and only fat Clarence had had enough tits, to be wearing a bra… and the film was still going on the TV in front of us – and in front of the five bullies.

And they were fast to take off all their clothes, and then move swiftly towards us…

To be continued!!
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