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A true story ...
«I always thought when consuming 

drugs they can fuck my body and do 
whatever they want with me. Because 
I hate my body, I’m fat and ugly and 
bulky – and I don’t deserve better 
anyway.

But during the moments when the 
drugs stop working I realize that those 
people do also fuck my soul. That 
hurts, well, no, there’s more to it than 
that: it kills you without destroying 
your body, you’re left behind, know-
ing you’re fucked up, beyond cure, and 
that you gotta live with it …»

Having just come of age, the author 
tells about her childhood, having 
grown up in a children’s home, started 
to consume drugs at the age of twelve, 
about street prostitution motivated by 
drug addiction, the tough life amidst 
johns, pimps and drug dealers and 
her attempt to escape – in one way or 
another. 

Unrelently honest and very outspo-
ken, she describes the other side of the 
world we live in, a life devoid of com-
fort, without a family, yet subsidized 
or at least tolerated by the state.



Sample Translation
It would be nice if the world was different 

– but it is what it is. It would be nice if you could 
just close your eyes and make a wish that will 
come true. Unfortunately the truth is: Life is not 
like that. Life is different. 

A couple of years ago I stopped asking myself: 
Why me? It’s not like I didn’t want to deal with 
that question anymore – at first I got distracted 
and after a while I forgot about it. Back then I 
was thirteen, I think. 

Exactly one year ago I wrote a farewell letter. 
I tried to write legibly since my mother usually 
isn’t able to decipher my handwriting. 

I left the letter on the kitchen table, where she 
found it, but she thought a friend of mine had 
given it to me, since it wasn’t my handwriting. 
I didn’t have such a nice handwriting. Although 
I was almost serious about it that day. These 
days, I’m even more serious about it. ’Serious‘ 
– what a stupid word.

I wanted to die, I want to die. 
I’m gonna die, sooner than the rest of you. 
My mother simply doesn’t see things like that. 

She never understands anything. There’s one 
exception, though: Every time we run short of 
money she clouts me and yells at me. She calls 
me a fat, ugly, demanding and unwanted cunt 
eating her out of house and home and scaring 
off her beloved husband. This usually happens 
when we’re having dinner or when I’m trying to 
cope with life.

But I guess she has a point. What am I worth? 
I really am a fat, ugly and unwanted cunt. She 
knows that, I mean, she’s my mommy, moje 
maminka. However, I’m not demanding. Of 
course we can’t pay high prices. But I do know 
myself I’m fat and ugly. And I’ve been a stupid 
cunt ever since I can remember. 

Everybody I know says that. And those who 
don’t say it, don’t pay much ... which is pretty 
much the same. I mean, if I wasn’t fat and ugly 
the guys would give me more money and say: 

Hey, isn’t she cute and slim and sexy. Let’s pay 
her a bit more!

I need to lie down in a different position, my 
shoulder feels strange. It might hurt. I don’t 
know ’cause I’m high on crystal. You – almost 
– can’t feel any pain then.  So does it hurt?

Pain is not good. No, pain is not good. If I was 
the president of the entire world, I would prohibit 
pain. No more pain in this world, never again! 
Pain hurts, it makes you cry. I also gonna start 
to cry if I need to stay in this position. But he 
doesn’t care. He doesn’t listen to me. Shit.

I’m a cry-baby, a dumb little slut and a stupid 
cow that always starts bawling.

Oh damn it, here we go again. My nose is run-
ning and soon I gotta snuffle. And then he’ll hear 
me blubber.

I can’t do anything about it, the tears keep 
running down my face, smudging my make-up. I 
don’t wear too much make-up, because it makes 
you look old and then you gotta cut the price. 
Who wants to fuck a girl looking like the old 
witch waiting for him at home?

Therefore I hardly wear any make-up, I only 
highlight my eyes as it makes them look huge 
and beautiful. And now the colour is running 
down my face. 

I hear myself sob and think: You stupid slut! 
Shut up! You wanna be a professional? You 
wanna earn some money today?

The crying is childish, it’s bad! And if he recog-
nizes it I’ll earn less money.

I clench my teeth. I’d like to wipe my face but 
my hands are tied behind my back. Handcuffs. 
That turns him on. Actually the doggy-style 
position isn’t too bad. I don’t need to look at the 
guys. I can close my eyes and try to be far away, 
in another place, with my drug. This is what 
makes prostitution endurable: Not to feel what’s 
going on in the outside world, just dancing with 
the drug and simply take another dose after a 
while. That’s what I keep telling myself. Unfor-
tunately you can’t really enjoy the trip when 
you’re on the game. But it helps. Drugs make it 



endurable, and sometimes I even find it okay. But 
«dancing» is a nicer word for it.

I know I gonna be in pain afterwards because 
he’s much too big!

He wants to push too much inside my body.
That will burn.
I’m gonna sit on the toilet wailing because it 

hurts. Later, when the drugs stop working. But 
I still got enough of them. So the pain will go 
away. Only this incredible feeling will be left, as 
if my entire body was stuffed with cotton candy 
tickling me deep inside. Then it’s all about the 
drugs and me. And the drugs take me by the hand 
and lead me away from the pain. 

If I ever gonna have a real boyfriend, I wanna 
visit the funfair with him and my child. And my 
boyfriend gonna say: «Do you want some cotton 
candy?» And I’m gonna be beautiful and smile at 
him and say: «I’d love to! But only if we share 
it.» Then he’ll kiss me. And we’re gonna laugh 
and have fun. Just like everybody else. 

He likes it. He told me he likes when it’s tight. 
And I’m tight. 
No wonder, really. I mean, I’m 153 cm tall and 

weigh 37 kilos. You gotta be tight then! But I 
shouldn’t complain. I look like a twelve-year-old 
and my appearance enables me to attract these 
guys. They don’t pay to see big tits or wrinkles! 
That’s child prostitution! And the longer you 
keep looking young, the better.

Two more guys and I’ll able to buy some more 
crystal – and then it won’t burn any longer. 
That’s when life begins, just for a moment. Or 
when life ends, just for a moment. Or forever. 

Although it’s pretty difficult, I mean, to dis-
tinguish between living and not living, between 
good life and bad life.  What’s good life all about? 
Yeah, the good life ... the good life … another 
goods … life. Crap, ain’t it?

Without drugs I feel like shit. Though it’s dif-
ferent with different drugs. It may sound stupid, 
but when you’re high on heroin, you suffer from 
crystal withdrawal symptons. And when you’re 

high on crystal, you experience symptoms similar 
to those of a heroin detox. When high on crystal, 
I feel lethargic but my hands are shaking like 
hell. Then my body doesn’t belong to me any 
longer and does whatever it wants. That’s good 
if you’re getting fucked. Whenever I’m going cold 
turkey or come down, I get extremely tired and 
am hardly able to stand on my feet because my 
sense of balance is fucked up as well ... That’s 
when my head feels like it’s full of cum.

No matter how hard I try, I can’t channel my 
thoughts, not even for a second. As if my mind 
was a prism and my thoughts shone in all colours 
of the rainbow. Just not as beautiful. 

Then the light in my mind turns into brown 
and grey and I hate myself and want to hate 
myself. And I hate myself for taking drugs and 
then I take some drugs because it makes me stop 
hating myself for it. But if you’re high, you’ll ex-
perience a wonderful moment. But only because 
you forget about life. Because you forget about 
things and become one with the drug. 

The guy is done. The pressure on my ass is 
gone. I look up between my legs and see his 
sperm running down my thighs. That’s better 
than swallowing it, I think. Still it makes me 
shudder. Disgust. I badly need a toilet. I want 
to wash off the slime. I want to take a shower. I 
want to get away. Far away. 

«Stop! Where are you going?», hisses the guy 
and grabs my handcuffs. 

«To the toilet.»
«I paid for two hours with you, and they’re 

not over yet, so you’ll stay here!» I capitulate. 
Become even smaller. Stay there. The slime 
continues to run down my legs. There’s nothing 
better than guys who dare to come up to a little 
cunt like me and then jerk off long time before 
their time is up and piss off full of shame. That’s 
easy money. 

Besides, most of them will never come back. 
Screwed up in front of a child! But this guy is 
different.

I recognize the routine. And boredom. 
That’s not good. 



Written by Natascha. The novel is based on the author’s autobiographical experiences. 
Born in 1988, she grew up in a children’s home, sometimes living with her mother and 
stepfather before finally ending up on the street. Her drug career got started on her twelfth 
birthday, followed by drug-related crime.
The street became her new home. One suicide attempt, two miscarriages and countless 
johns are recorded in her diary. Life in a parallel world, only one small step away from ours 
– too close to be hushed up or ignored. 
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