Hello, my name is Ayelet Gonen and i’m a 24 year old student of mideval literature and behavioural psychology, starting my third year of studies at Tel-Aviv university. I’m single at the moment and live in a pretty rough neighbourhood, at the vicinity of Tel-Aviv’s old central bus station, at 14 Y.L. Peretz street, at the second floor, in a lovely 2-room-apartment, which is facing the street.

Apart from my studies, i do also work, part time, at a sex store at 4 Erlinger street, which is right near by. I work nights plus Friday morning, don’t really earn much, but i love my job and the hours are flexible, so i settle for a pretty low wage for these benefits.

Regarding my looks: i’m 1.76 m (5’9”) tall, weigh 56.4 kg (124 pds), have a wavey, milk-chocolate-coloured brown hair, which comes down to the neather part of my back, greenish-blue eyes, which i’m told are pretty big and well-proportioned, a Roman nose, full lips, a pair of dimples, swiftly-blushing cheeks, long neck, 44 DD breasts, flat, muscular belly (which i’m very proud of and love showing off at every possible oppurtunity), an exceptionally sensitive clitoris, strong, muscular arms and legs, and i’m very fair-skinned. My ancestry is mixed: partly Polish, partly Kurd and partly Italian, and i’m said to take, for the most part, after my Italian side (this is, according to Grandpa, I look pretty much like his Mother did, back at the early 1920’s, when they had still been living up in Milan. I went there a few times myself, but personally, i am much more fond of the Southern Italian regions, with Napoli being my One True, Eternal Love. I speak fluent Italian and try to spend there each and every Summer-vacation.
My neighbourhood has always been full of crime and violence, but i, personally, have never truly felt at risk there… well of course, the work “risk” being relative, what with me being a proud nymphomaniac, i would not define being ravaged by serial gang-rapists as a “danger”, but rather, as an opportunity for sexual adventure, and being overpowered and brutally spanked as a neat BDSM-experience. I am fully aware, of course, to the fact that not all girls would be feeling like i do about that, but in my opinion, the loss is all theirs.
I have a good friend, Rona, who’s 19 year old soldier at the Israeli Defence Force and 100% lesbian. She is a highly dominant person, and loves all sorts of violence, including sexual one. We met on a dark theatre near by, showing a violent French lesbian gang-rape flick, about girls and young women our age or less being repeatedly forced to sexual serve cruel, beastly women – which is a subject that is a major attraction for us both, her as the violence-applying party and me as its recepient – where we just happened to sit at the same row, merely two seats apart, in a relatively-empty hall. She looked me in the eyes and i knew exactly what she had in mind. I came over, to sit right next to her, opened up all buttons in my blouse and showed her how i never wear brasier, she put her hand right upon my left tit and squeazed it as harsh as possible…
I screamed; could not avoid it. The pain was just too intense. Luckily, all other people there, were so engulfed at the movie (or at their lovers’ private organs), that nobody paid any attention for my screaming, and next thing i knew, Rona was all over me, sticking her wet tongue right into my obediently-spreading mouth…

Had i not been so welcoming of her quick advances, she would have raped me; she told me so herself, along with the details of quite a few occassions when she did rape, her victims sometimes no older than 12, at most. I was pretty shocked, of course, but deep inside, i could not have lied to myself, even if i would have wanted to: i cherished and adored her, completely, simply because she was such an extremely violent serial rapist, who was totally unable to contain her desire, even when satisfying it, most obviously meant to destroy an elementary-school’s girl’s life. I could see, very clearly, that Rona is this very woman, of which i had, thus far, been spent my entire sexually-aware stage of life craving: the one who would never accept “no” as a legitimate answer and will take what she deems to be hers, whether the other party may like it or not.
“How did your youngest victim look like?” i asked her, gently carressing her rough, unlovable face, right after we came, together, well entangled in my narrow single bed.
Rona licked her lips, remembering, her breath swiftly becoming heavier by the second. “She had soft, red-brown hair”, she mused, “blue-grey eyes, tons of freckles… she was wearing an elementary-school’s sport t-shirt and was way too skinny, in fact, to be considered to be in good health; she was most probably anorexic, which had immediately put my cunt on fire, craving for her. Wanting her, wishing to break her apart, literally; see”, she told me, her eyes burning, “I’ve always wanted to know, how does it feel, exactly, to break a child-arm with my bare hands”… “and did you?” i asked, my breathing becoming heavier and shorter as well. “Yeah! Yes, I did. Even before I had inserted my finger up her ass; I, just, couldn’t resist the temptation, to break her arm”… she went off dreamily, narrating the entire act, exactly as she had carried it all out, less than 6 months prior. “She and her family, had just came to live in a nearby building, which windows were octagonally opposite to ours, so I could always know, when would nobody except her be home. So, five days after seeing her for the first time, and after watching her bedroom-window for two night with my ‘scope, I knew exactly and precisely what to do. I knew she’ll be home alone for at least five hours after coming back from school and I’ve long knew the code to her building’s main entrance door. Her family arrived from a kibbutz up north, at the Galillee-Finger, so she was incredibly naïve and would mindlessly open the door to just about anyone who knocks – and most especially, if this someone be an 18-year-old girl in a military-uniform… - so no locks would trouble me this time. I had my cover-story ready, I was planning upon telling her I needed something, which normally would only be found at bathrooms: a tampon. Thus, having successfully cornerred her there, I would jump on her and brutalize her, any way I’m pleased…
“But, as it turned out, I didn’t even have to tell her that! The little dummie just jumped in joy when she saw me, having mistaking me for somebody else, who was supposed to come, named Jenny. Well, why not, I gladly thought, I sure could be a Jenny for a few minutes, just up until it wouldn’t matter a damn shit anymore who I was really; even better this way, for me, using a pseudonym. So, I just locked the door behind me and followed her into her pinkly girlish bedroom, sat right next to her on her bed – and all her smiles died there and then, as I had attacked her, as violently and brutally as I possibly could”.
I stared deep into Rona’s eyes. There was no question anymore, about whether or not i would give myself to her again. She was the girl i’ve been dreaming of ever since i turned 13. The Femina Violenza of my sexual dreams and my wildest day-time hot, wet fantasies. I did not merely wanted to be her girlfriend; i craved to become her private property.

And so indeed i have become…
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