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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.

	 


Filth Angel (noun): an adventurous spirit; one who doesn’t tread on others in their quest for adventure, who remains soft and sweet inside, unhardened by debauchery. 

	 

	Naughty but nice is a thrilling combination; those irremediable miscreants who, for all their naughtiness, have hearts of gold. My friend and fellow author Salvador Altagracia once said to me, “niceness is like golden syrup on a delicious sponge cake; it just makes it so much better.” 

	 

	I’m lucky enough to know loads of filth angels, as friends and as lovers alike. They’ve come from some unlikely places too, not just from the clubs where everyone’s dancing in their underwear, but also from university courses. Even from work. I’m drawn to them like a moth to a flame.

	 

	Among them is Milan. We met during my great post-university slump,while working tech support at probably the most poorly managed company I’ve ever encountered. Quite the feat. 

	 

	This tech job is one I fell into in the absence of other ideas, having belatedly realised that I wasn’t, in fact, destined for academia. One of those smallish tech companies, too old to be a start-up, but somehow still attempting to operate as one. They do something with artificial intelligence for boring business products. It should’ve been interesting, but it never was. My colleagues are nice, but the job itself is a woeful combination of overwhelming and boring - an understaffed team, no training, no manager for six months, and an ungodly amount of administration.

	 

	I deal with it by getting wrecked at weekends, and taking Henk’s ADHD meds to survive work. My life’s a mess. I have no idea what I want to do with myself. I possess a cast of car crash lovers (the aforementioned Henk among them) whose numbers I should’ve blocked a long time ago. I keep running into my younger colleagues while exiting club bathrooms. The young developers in question seem to find this amusing and start talking to me at work, at the coffee machine or while standing in line to make ourselves drab sandwiches from the ingredients work provides. 
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