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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.

	 


Data journalists are the kinkiest of sex vixens. All day long Mina was the manager of a small team of reporters. She was proud of the team she had grown. There were five people reporting to her now. She had even declined an offer for a more senior role because she wanted to code more. And because she felt meaning and value from her work. Disproving or proving fake news in one way or another using data was one of the most rewarding sensations she had discovered. The numbers never lied. She could control the numbers. She could extract numbers from a set of data and tell a story with it. A true story. Whether she exposed a business for making shitty decisions or criticized a candidate’s campaign for the way it was spending its constituents’ money, when the story came out, it always gave her a thrill. 

	She always had to deal with internet trolls trying to negate her work. They were always men. Asshole men who tore through her work and her data. The ones who didn’t believe she was capable of solid evidence. The ones who didn’t like her just because she was a woman. Fuck them all. There was only one rule: only reply to a troll once.

	At night, she was wrapped up so tight from the news cycle that she fantasized about someone taking control away from her. She imagined her hands were tied to the ceiling. There was something exciting about this narrative. She had been captured. Or surprised. Taken. Put in a room without knowing how she got there. She wore only a skimpy skirt and top. She felt vulnerable. She breathed quickly as an unknown man walked into the room and started to circle her.

	“You’re going to be fun, sexy,” he finally said.

	She tightened her legs together as he approached. She didn’t know what he was going to do to her. He had his hand on the buckle of his belt as he arrived almost directly behind her. She could see him out of the corner of her eye. She panicked and tried to ask him what he wanted but she found that the gag in her mouth let out only a muffled bit of gibberish. The man started to touch below his belt.

	“Yes, you’re going to be a lot of fun, you naughty little reporter,” he said. “I’ve been waiting to do this for a long time.”

	 

	Mina looked up from her laptop. It was eight thirty in the evening already. Mina had been writing non-stop for three or four hours. Sometimes time slipped away from her as she wrote. She got caught up in the words, their connotation, the narrative she attempted to convey. It was enthralling to follow a thread. The words were almost written on the page without the touch of her fingers on the keyboard.

	She swept her shoulder length, light red hair behind her ears, a soothing habit, removed her glasses and stood up. She glanced around the office. It was almost completely empty. She saw Nick from the news desk tapping away at his keyboard far on the other side of the large, warehouse like room. In another corner of the office, Marcus was pacing back and forth behind a glass panel in a meeting room. He wore a headset and he was chattering away on a phone call. Marcus wasn’t her boss, but he did hold a more powerful role than her. He was quickly working his way up the ladder. It was easy for him. He was the kind of writer they liked. The kind without a voice. He filled every hole that the paper had. He was a yes man. She hated him. He had no spine whatsoever when it came to real journalism. He just wrote what they told him to write.

	She went over to the windows looking out onto the street.
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