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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.

	 


‘We were smoking all day we walked around the city and I think we ran into your ex...’ 

	 

	- Slayyyter: ‘B.F.F.

	 


She’s always the same: not butch not femme, always brunette. My flings truncated: Jade, Christina, Louisa, Sarah... I’ve left behind a trail of half reciprocation and kept the friendship.   

	What I’m trying to say is that I reserve my Sapphic actualisations for women I meet on park benches, at garden parties, in throw away darkroom moments. When it’s real love, taking it all the way never seems quite necessary. But the truth is; I’m a coward. 

	Jennifer: about five feet six, dark bobbed hair, black eyes. Slammed doors and lots of lipstick. Jennifer was in the midst of putting together Jennifer 2.0. It was a new puberty fraught with big shoes and big dreams. She was the first one of my friends to score a ‘big job.’ 

	The new job made her feel excited and mournful, put an undeniable stomp in her step, made her feel like wigging out, wriggling out, doing something crazy.   

	Jennifer was practising her executive techniques. Sometimes when we met at the cemetery gates she would still be in the middle of an incredibly long important phone call and would barely acknowledge my presence. I found this astonishingly rude, and also exciting.   

	Yes, we walked in the cemetery. We walked everywhere: under orange street lights, beneath fading cherry blossoms, through Neukölln under silvery broken bus stops. 

	I remember waiting for her at one such smash-up, peacocking for her benefit in the bits still standing. The rest glittered in shrapnel around my trainers. I was looking at my reflection curling hair around a finger, wanting to see her, want mixed with irritation- the annoyance of knowing I wanted it more than she did, the desire to see her, wanting to see her reflection in my own, wondering what she was wearing, who she was talking to, that well-worn psychic pathway of obsession. Most of all I craved the feeling she gave me that anything was possible, that she was taking me somewhere. I always do best in the passenger seat. She came up behind, I saw her reflection over my shoulder.   

	"Let’s go over here, let’s go over there," she herded me with subtle derision. She herded and I followed with a little thrill, a tiny one, not one that needed examination.   

	And it didn’t harm me, holding back my feelings. Well, not at first. But Jennifer invaded like a creeper, a vine-like seduction of the oldest kind, was impossible to hold back. Was I playing myself?   
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