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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.

	 

	 

	All rights reserved. It is not permitted to copy, distribute or otherwise publish the content of this eBook without the express permission of the publisher. Subject to changes, typographical errors and spelling errors. The plot and the characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to dead or living people or public figures is not intended and are purely coincidental.

	 


‘Open your heart on Saviour's day, don’t look back or turn away’ - Cliff Richard, Saviour's day. 

	 

	Christmas past? Christmas present? Christmas future? I have accidentally celebrated all pivotal parts of the Pagan year, or the Saviours day, or plain old Halloween and Christmas, with orgies.   

	 

	I guess more technically threesomes. Jesus would be proud. Dionysius is definitely proud.  Of the two I put more faith in the latter, in the heft of that goblet and leopard skin toga.   

	 

	There was one at the turn of the year, an outdoor art event. V-shaped aisle of fires echoing geese above going to whereever the fuck they go. I’m disconnected enough not to know but connected enough to look up when I hear the call. The honking sound always reminds me of myself fucking. And then there are scattered formations of cranes. Cranach. They are beautiful grey scythes screeching and cackling through the clouds. 

	 

	And down below we do our dirty deeds. 

	 

	His name was Jack and he was drinking pineapple juice and Rum from a white plastic glass. He handed me one and smiled. Outdoors was so cold that the hooch felt warm. ‘Why don’t you have one, it’s an experiment.’ 

	 

	Her name was... oh no, I've forgotten… So I’ll just call her Tracy. Though she was from Ireland so that’s probably Treasa...or some equally unpronounceable equivalent.  "It’s not an experiment, it’s just pineapple juice and Rum" -  "but feel how it combusts on impact." 

	 

	They were my kind of people and I spent all night with them. 

	 

	Treasa had blue hair and big tits. Jack was fat yet comely. Had Rogues Gallery Yank appeal and a house full of guitars. She had a good job, a young face. A jaded air open to suggestion. They were friends until I showed up.   

	 

	He touched her for cab fare on the way back and they had an argument about money. The next morning I was watching him hanging laundry on a rack among the chaos of his stuff. The rack was a single neat line in a scene of utter filth, a paltry row of neat socks. Socks against futility. "Like that’s going to help," I said, and left.   
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