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	preface

	My name is Dunja Romanova. I've been writing erotic books for some time now. Like my book series "fuck stories." But now I would like to dedicate myself to a new project.

	 

	Fucking Berlin "will be a collection of erotic stories around the German capital. It's not about me being small. It's always about fictitious, fictional, invented protagonists.

	 

	Part four is about me. My life is dreary and monotonous. I live at the subsistence level with no prospect of improvement.

	 

	But then there's a good opportunity for me to earn a lot of money in a parking lot...

	 

	Of course, I would be very pleased about a positive evaluation and recommendations. 

	 

	Your Dunja Romanova

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The truckers and I

	It was dawn when I was on my way home. It was Friday and my week of work in grey, cloudy Berlin had managed me. I lived outside the big city and drove to and from work every day for 1 hour. 

	 

	On my way there was a freeway parking lot. Sometimes I stopped there to pee and take a cigarette break. As it was this Friday. I parked my old, shabby Opel Corsa as close as I could to the toilets and did my business. The plain toilet, made of grey concrete and cold was not exactly inviting. But it's halfway clean. 

	 

	I was just 33 years old. These have been very thoughtful days. Throughout my life I have never been special, hard-working, ambitious or disciplined.  I was lazy and now I didn't keep my head above water with simple jobs. Idiots jobs are always to be found in Berlin. At that time I was working as a waitress in a classy restaurant. Today the restaurant closed relatively early.

	 

	The main customers were high-income earners who worked in the city's financial centre. When the financial district of the city emptied and people were in a hurry to get home, out of the dreary canyons of grey concrete blocks - home to the family idyll, the customers stayed away.

	 

	These people rushed to their families in the better neighborhoods and sheltered suburbs. But others, like me, had to go back to the desolate poor and troubled neighborhoods where even the rats don't want to be buried.


- Ende der Buchvorschau -
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