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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’re lovers...and that is that’ - Heroes, David Bowie 

	  

	He was watching me and I knew it. Not on the level you are aware of, underneath.   

	  

	‘That time I saw you in the street reading, did you really not see me?’ 

	  

	‘Well get this... I didn’t. But I did think of you in that moment...’ 

	  

	‘Oh really?’ 

	  

	‘Spooky huh?’ 

	  

	What is this diabolical magic peppering our mediocrities? 

	  

	‘It’s Facebook honey, he’s stalking you.’ 

	  

	‘But honestly it’s more than Facebook!’ 

	  

	He is so boring. He is so magical. I am so boring. I am so magical. I let go and he rolled right back like an oily tide.   

	I thought magic was reserved for great temples or Illuminati politicians but it turns out no one is held in its sway more than whores and hustlers.   

	We ape magic and our experiences of it are cheap and disposable. He and I are to magic what H&M are to high fashion.   

	I confess: in that year I was crazy about him, I cast a spell.  Sat for seven nights and seven days in front of pink candles masturbating and listening to Prince. So burn me.   

	Is it bad practice to use powers like that to gain something so tawdry, like petitioning god to let you rummage in a bargain bin?   

	But anyway... 

	  

	Crossing the street at Sonnenallee. In that moment I did think of him. As I walked through the traffic lights holding a cheap book found on the street, I did think of him. As hot gravel pounded beneath my dirty trainers I thought of him...   

	I thought to myself.... ‘I wouldn’t mind seeing him right about now’ and I kept reading and he kept watching and I had no idea until later.   

	I thrill at the thought of it. To be held in his gaze is better than fucking him.  For a moment there he held me in his lover's eye.  That cold blue eye in his lizard head.  To know he was watching my hair, my ass, my legs, that he coiled about in his pants enough to bother stalking me. 

	It’s such a thrill. 

	  

	This is the real climax of the story, though there is another. 

	    

	‘Hey, I saw you on the street just now reading a book.’ 

	  

	Another Facebook message. I wrote something non-committal. A couple of weeks later I got this:   

	‘So no meet ups, EVER?’ 

	  

	He was getting repetitive. 
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