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	Foreword :

	My name is Dunja Romanova. I was born in 1982 in the Sowjetunion. Since my childhood I have written stories of all kinds. As I grew older, my desire to write erotic stories grew stronger. And I'm doing it now.

	 

	I don't follow fixed conventions. No rigid ideas or general views. Sometimes I write from the perspective of a woman, sometimes from the perspective of a man. Because my stories are made for both sexes.

	 

	I hope to make my readers happy with my "works". And to inspire erotic actions.

	 

	Your Dunja

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I´m a slut

	For more than 6 months now I have been driving this way regularly. To this apartment. To this man. That strange man. My name is Gina. But names are unimportant in this story.

	 

	I am now 26 years old, have long, blond hair that almost reaches my buttocks in light natural waves. I have blue-green eyes, I am 1.70 m tall at 63 kg, my breasts measure 75 C - not huge, but firm with a nice shape and a crisp bottom. If I had to say what I find hottest about myself, it would certainly be my butt.

	 

	Not to be cocky, but I know I look fucking hot. Most men would call me a tasty canapé. I could always choose the men and I enjoyed and took advantage of that. I never needed to be chosen. It was always me who decided which man was allowed in my life and in my bed.

	 

	I have completed my training as a hairstylist and beautician. A great husband, attractive, intelligent, a good conversationalist and listener. In bed he is a tender lover. When having sex with a man, I don't really like to let myself go and give myself completely. It may sound silly for other women, but it makes me uncomfortable to let myself go in front of a man to have an orgasm.

	 

	This may be due to the fact that I have always been absolutely emancipated for family reasons and have controlled my life alone in every phase. Having sex with a man to have an orgasm, to be completely at his mercy at that moment, I could never do anything with that. I've never been able to handle that.

	 

	I'm also good at holding back, I learned early on how to control my own orgasm. Since most men come to the shooting anyway rather fast, especially with me, that is also honestly not really difficult. Of course I love sex. It just feels awesome when a man licks me well and then pushes me his hard beating in the honey pussy. But it's actually enough for me if he has his orgasm.

	 

	I prefer to get my own orgasms myself. When I spoil myself with my hand or play with my toys. Since my husband goes on business trips very often, there is more than enough time for that. And anyway, I don't like male domination games in bed either.

	 

	By this I mean, for example, that I don't swallow his sperm when I blowjob, which I really like, by the way, and I don't like it when I get splashed. Of course I know most guys like it, but then they're in the wrong place.

	 

	Maybe I'm a control freak, some might even say bitchy, but I can't change that. My previous lovers has not bothered this any further, they were already happy if they were just allowed to fuck me in my tight pussy and got a blow job.

	
I have been with my husband for 4 years now, 3 of them married. actually one could believe that just this could not happen to me, which actually happened to me. I park my car and go up the stairs. He's probably already there, otherwise I know where the key is.

	 

	As I said, I've been coming here for about 6 months, regularly, at least twice a month, sometimes more often, but that's out of my hands. Since I first saw HIM in the sauna. My husband was once again on the road for several days. It was cold and grey outside, so I decided to go to the sauna.

	 

	I was just sitting in the mixed steam sauna for my second course with another very attractive, brunette younger woman, when HE came in.

	 

	Approx. 35 years old, well-trained body spread over 1.85 m, very short shaved hair, almost bald but not quite, some tattoos on the upper arms, 3-day beard and deep dark eyes. An absolutely good guy, but he made a very macho-like impression on me and I don't really like that. That's what I thought. Back then. 

	 

	But the absolute eye-catcher in the truest sense of the word was what he had between his legs. I had never seen such a beautiful and aesthetic cock.

	 

	This tail was not only long AND thick (mostly male tails meet only one of these criteria, if at all), it also had a shape that can only be described as perfect. The foreskin covered the glans completely (which I personally like very much, as long as it is not stiff), from the base to the pointed slightly narrower.

	 

	The testicles were thickly plump and, unlike many men, they did not hang at all, but were pulled up and sat directly under the mighty limb.

	 

	He sat right opposite me, so that I had him directly in the field of vision. also the brunette threw from her sitting position again and again a stealthy look at this enormous and classically beautiful tail.

	 

	The guy looked me in the face, but he didn't make a face. I noticed how his gaze began to look at the rest of my body. He did this without making any arrangements to hide his pattern.

	 

	My breasts, my stomach and my legs were full of his looks. I had a sauna towel wrapped around my hips so that at least my most intimate parts remained hidden from his eyes. That was also good so, because I feel disturbed, as my pussy began to get "slightly moist.

	 

	After another 5 minutes, in which no word was spoken, I finished my sauna, showered myself, got into the plunge pool and afterwards I went on one of the rest beds. I had not seen the splendid tail and its owner until after about another hour and 2 more sauna sessions home, which strangely disappointed me slightly. Just as I was getting into my car in the parking lot, a strong man's hand lay on my shoulder.

	 

	"Hey, blonde beauty, here you have my address, if you have not seen enough before and would like to deepen your impression, then come and visit me. I'd be happy, and I'm sure you won't regret it either. Well, then, I'll see you, maybe," he pressed a piece of paper into my hand and looked me boldly and cheekily in the face. Before I could answer anything, he had already turned around and walked towards some parked cars, where he then entered an Audi A 6. 

	 

	Still amazed and dismayed by all this audacity, I sat in my car and buckled up. But before I started the car I saw on the sheet of paper he had slipped me. It had an address on it, a date and a time. What impudence, what was this guy thinking? No name, no phone number. Only one address and a given time! So according to the motto, either at that time or not at all! And that to me! I crumpled the note and threw it on the passenger seat. Angry with so much male conceit, I drove home.

	 

	But the head cinema had already begun with me. Again and again I saw the guy and his super dick in front of me. I caught myself thinking what his thing would look like if it got stiff? How would it feel to feel such a thing? The pictures in my head became always hornier and wilder and this did not remain physically without consequences. My nipples got hard, my pussy wet. Whatever I tried, the pictures followed me all day. And at night. I fell into a restless sleep from which I woke up in the middle of the night.

	 

	I had to admit it to myself, I was uninhibitedly horny. Hot for HIM. I started to finger myself and just the thought of the giant cock and its owner was enough that I immediately got a mega violent orgasm. That night I got it twice more until I could finally fall asleep. But when I thought that I could put the idea of HIM behind it, I had been thoroughly mistaken. The following days were also marked by the thought of the sauna meeting. Several times a day I had to satisfy myself and satisfy my horniness.

	 

	The days passed and in the meantime my husband had come home again. We lived our normal lives, but I couldn't find any peace in my head cinema. Also during sex with my husband the idea of HIM came up again and again.
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