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ot a combed up day bed in my best friend’s 
living room, Istanbul chicken and late 
night shopping, the market is 24/7. I like to 
come here, it feels like a little holiday. We’re 

about to make the apartment into a chamber play. 

Rapidly my friend get a text on Grindr // paypig: domi-
nate me, no sex, just money. We laughing, just woke up to 
this dream, sending Iban/swift we kindly ask for 5000 kr. 
He get ready, my friend send a message asking for more 
20.000 kr. a screenshot come back with a transfer “ok” it 
gets dirty, the screenshots hosting more and more money, 
we perform we don’t care. My friend heart beating. Is this 
real. If it’s real were eating early dinner, paying loans back, 
This BoyCashMachine choose you to take his money. He 
sends screenshots of his booming account, 45000000. 
Give me all your money, empty it, send it to my account. 
How does it feel? Empty my bank account it makes me 
cum. The money stacked up, Like semen. It’s numbers 
jumping bank accounts, sexuality is a funny game. Casino 
tripper. Why not.

“Fuck up my reality, that turns me on. Fantasy”

Xoxo Mira
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