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	Berlinable invites you to leave all your fears behind and dive into a world where sex is a tool for self-empowerment. 

	Our mission is to change the world - one soul at a time. 

	When people accept their own sexuality, they build a more tolerant society. 

	Words to inspire, to encourage, to transform. 

	Open your mind and free your deepest desires.
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The sun was still high in the sky as Zap, Axford, James, and I staggered back from the football stadium, weaving our way through the other drunk and exhausted fans in the crowd. My throat was sore, my temples pounded, and my feet ached with every step. 

	“Don’t be a pussy,” Zap teased as he prodded my rib with his elbow.

	I pushed him away and sighed, “I don’t know.”

	Axford came up on my left side and put his arm around me, “Come on dude, I will personally find a grenade to slob your knob.” 

	I managed to wiggle free and playfully threw some punches at Zap and Axford. When the melee was over, Zap asked, “So forreal, are you coming out, or what?”

	“Sure,” I replied. “If my company really means that much to you.” 

	He snapped, “We just want to see you fall head over heels for another cave troll.”

	James jumped in, “Zap, the girls you bring home are so soulless that having sex with them should be considered necrophilia.” 

	All of us—except for Zap—laughed. James and Axford were the best at holding Zap in check, when they weren’t ganging up on me. I suppose the bickering and shit talking is the nature of all friendships between men. 

	I suddenly looked around and inquired, “Where’s Orin?”

	Axford shrugged, “I think he went home, he was tanked by halftime.”

	Once we reached my apartment complex, I departed from the group. They still had another mile to go before they got to the Blue House. Before I left, Zap told me to come over around 6:00pm to pre-game. I rolled my eyes and nodded, then left. 

	When I reached my floor, I noticed a guy leaning into a girl against the apartment door next to mine. They were locked in an intense, yet sloppy kiss. As I approached, the circular fluorescent light hovering over them flickered with ominous irregularity. The guy looked up at the light then at her and asked if they could go to her room. The girl said nothing, so he rephrased the question as a statement. She sluggishly nodded her head, then turned away from him and unlocked the door and led him into her apartment, leaving me alone in the hallway with the flickering light. I entered my apartment and went to the bathroom.

	I turned the shower on and stepped in. The stream of hot water blasted my skin and washed away my most recent sins. I wondered if baptisms felt this good, they probably do if you’re in the mood. Afterward, I went to the bedroom and inspected my body in the mirror. Then I collapsed on the bed and fell asleep. 
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