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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.

	 


The water streaming down my face was enough to break my gasps as I leaned back against the inset tiles of the shower bench. It made me wonder how she could breathe down there, kneeling between my knees, the literal collecting point of all the shower spray flowing down over my body to drench her between my legs.

	Her tongue was alternating between slow, lazy circles and light little flicks across my clit, hands sliding up my thighs to grip my buttocks and lift my butt away from the shower bench. The flicks were bolts of bliss zinging their way from the core of me all the way to my fingernails, the circles a slow and marvelous torture, as if she were ensuring my flavor would last on her tongue.

	Oh god, her tongue. Soft and slippery and hot, hot within the cave of her mouth enclosing entirely on my mons. The occasional dart of the tip towards my entrance would speed my pulse up, hoping she’d bury herself further, but no, her teasing didn’t seem to want to end. At least, not until I felt a hand release a cheek to snake up my thigh, then slowly insert a finger within me.

	This...oh God...this is our first date?!

	 

	It hadn’t started as smoothly as I had hoped. She was an hour and thirty apologetic texts late to the address I had sent her, after I had already made the trip to the city just to meet up. I wasn’t entirely surprised. Our first encounter had given me the impression that she was a bit footloose, as she had been a spontaneous addition to a hot tub night. She had been brought along, oddly enough, by my ex, who had thought of her as a “fun addition” to the evening. Or perhaps we were the fun addition to theirs. I had been hooking up with another girl at the time, but it didn’t stop the night from ending in a pile of chlorine-scented bodies in my bed. She had left her number with me the next morning as she rose with the sun to drive back to the Western Slope.
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