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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.

	 


Do me, do me like that. Hurt me so good, make me wanna be bad. Give it to me. Do me. 

	 

	Standing in the aisle at Rossmans. Walking out, dazed, holding products meant for teens. I just went to a sex workers' meetup for the first time and forgot to bring 100 female condoms. My contribution. They've been sitting in a suitcase under my bed for 100 years. Give it to me, give it to me like that. I am not thinking of him. Though he has been sending me... pictures. So, I am thinking of him. I'm wearing a purple velour tiger-print fake fur. 

	 

	Hermannplatz: standing facing the meridian strip. Nefarious characters sell rotting vegetables. There's an Asia noodle, a falafel van. It's the king of cobbled meridian strips, has a portable lavatory. Ah, him. How did I feel about that meeting? Good. Some of those whores are pretty hard boiled. They have a look, a 10000-yard stare, I can do without cultivating, as I'm already crazy bitch enough according to 100% of random guys who I've fucked on Tinder once and never ever want to see again. No more freebies. 

	 

	Yesterday's sausage. Yesterday's sausage... Speak of the devil... Who is that? I see this guy limping and lurching, a really badly dressed dude wearing a sleazy coat with a greasy brown fake fur collar that looks like it has been used to clean a kebab vent. And a Hawaiian shirt. In October. The vibe is bankrupt Caribbean vampire. 

	 

	Kind of looks like what's-his-name... but. This dude looks much worse. He is wearing one of those giant plastic foot cradles that you see on unfortunates with busted feet. OMG it IS what's-his-name. He is lurching across the road in the opposite direction as I'm crossing, he doesn't see me... and what the fuck has happened to him? He looks one time, two times, three times homeless. Which is very interesting compared to his usual presentation of metrosexual technicolour synth wizard. 

	 

	I am proud to say, or maybe not so proud, maybe brag humbling and not humble bragging, that I have NEVER fucked any man, boy or child, who is not a very talented (debatable?) narcissistic (true) tall (always) musician.  Well, apart from that one guy on the ferry who tasted like Tate and Lyle. Whose friends called him JOHNO. Oh,  yeah... There's also all the ones who suck my feet for cold hard cash. Never enough because I get carried away and end up fucking them for free. Yes, I know: sad and deranged. 
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