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	preface

	Dear readers,

	Thank you for purchasing my book.

	 

	My name is Dunja Romanova. With this book I would like to share my lust and sexuality with you.

	 

	This book is the sixth in a series. Each book contains an erotic story. These correspond in part to my life, my real experiences. The rest is a flip-flop movie. My stories are therefore a mixture of wishes, longings, real adventures and masturbation fantasies.

	 

	And now to me: I was born in 1982 in the Soviet Union. Specifically, in Rybinsk, in the sign of Sagittarius. We emigrated to Germany in 1996. Our way led us to Berlin at that time.

	 

	I am 162 cm tall and of cosy but aesthetic figure. I've got a full 95 E-cup. My hair is naturally blonde and my eyes are green to bluish. I have been wearing my hair for many years in short and in different colours.

	 

	Meanwhile I'm heavily tattooed. To my father's annoyance, I also had the back of my hand tattooed. Well, now you have an optical image of me in the stories. But feel free to introduce yourself to something else.

	 

	I hope I can give you a little joy with my fantasies and experiences and/or inspire you to erotic acts;)

	Of course, I would be very pleased about a positive evaluation and recommendations. To make reading more pleasant, I write from my own point of view.

	 

	 

	Your Dunja

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Suddenly Macho

	It was an unpleasant Saturday afternoon. The weather was grey and rainy. It was the end of November 2015 and the year drew drably towards winter. My husband asked me this morning if I wanted to go shopping in this weather. Meanwhile, he wanted to devote himself to his hobby. I didn't think long and said yes, if I had known what to expect after my return, I might have thought about it again.

	 

	After several hours of hardcore shopping at the bikini house I came home loaded like a pack donkey and full of joy. When I unlocked the door of our apartment in Charlottenburg, I already heard a strange voice. But I couldn't match her, she was completely foreign to me. I had no idea who that was.

	 

	When I came into the living room, I saw the face and the body and heard the voice. As always, I first kissed my husband and my husband introduced me to the stranger. He was about 180 cm tall, very muscular with blue eyes and blonde hair. He was heavily tattooed and must have been in his early 40s. Raul introduced him as an old colleague. His name was Mike.

	 

	After the performance my husband asked me if I had found it in the bikini house. I proudly showed the two men what I had bought. After some time my husband told me to bring them a cup of coffee, but I had to pack my groceries first.

	 

	Raul acted differently today than usual. It wasn't usually his way of speaking or giving instructions. I assumed it was because of Mike's presence. Raul was acting more and more like a macho to me today! Tidying up the shopping took a little time, of course, because I had to take off the signs and put the pieces straight into the laundry baskets for washing.


- Ende der Buchvorschau -
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