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        “Stranger, dreams verily are baffling and unclear of meaning, and in no wise do they find fulfilment in all things for men. For two are the gates of shadowy dreams, and one is fashioned of horn and one of ivory. Those dreams that pass through the gate of sawn ivory deceive men, bringing words that find no fulfilment. But those that come forth through the gate of polished horn bring true issues to pass, when any mortal sees them. But in my case it was not from thence, methinks, that my strange dream came.”

        

        —Homer’s Odyssey, book 19, lines 560-569

        Translation by Arthur T. Murray from the 1919 Loeb Classical Library edition.

        

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Daimones: The Mirror Eternal

        

      

    

    
      Dreams come. Dreams go.

      As always, our lovemaking begins in a dark place lost in time eternal.

      We’ve done this before. Where? When? I’m not sure, but like the other times, I watch her as she preens. She loves the tension … the delay … the anticipation … the sensuousness unfolding. Her eyes hold a Cimmerian darkness, a barbarity of delights. Her tummy bulges over her black patch. A depression in the geography, the belly button acts as a beguiling sinkhole waiting to engulf the universe, and me with it. The muted blue light creates a purplish cast to her iron skin. Her nature evokes obscene enchantments like a she-witch in heat. Her aura tears me to shreds and she knows it.

      Like all things erotic and terrible, her gestures are sacrifices. She guards herself, and even with surrender she keeps watch. Thin arms conceal breasts creating a barrier of self-imposed chastity. She doesn’t give up her charms easily. She never does, but her eyes speak otherwise. Her abstinence is short-lived because I know her game. The rules are easy. I must play and wait, but I always do.

      She faces the only furnishing within the room—an old mirror. She presents her body to the looking glass like she’s doing it a favor, as if the mirror represents some leering suitor. In the surface, standing behind her, my reflection carries innocence. At this moment, I have no way of knowing if this is my true likeness, but I suspect I’ll don many faces throughout the dream.

      Dramatically, she turns with a flourish and studies me like a familiar meal.

      A long moment passes.

      Her eyes say, “Molest me.”

      She waits a while longer.

      Her body says, “Take me.”

      I sigh like an unbeliever.

      Her sex says, “Fuck me.”

      Still longer, she waits.

      Finally, she makes her move and I believe.

      With confidence she lowers her arms, as if surrendering this battle. However, I know better—she always wins the war. Her heart is a force of nature, complex, but awe-inspiring. This is no mere woman. This is the mystery—the eternal feminine—and she’s dangerous.

      Her hands meet. Fingers entwine like fangs. A perfect fit. Head tilts. Eyes captivate. Shoulders pause. A moment of weakness appears, a moment of love for me. Her gaze returns to the mirror regaining control. Cautious, but with purpose, she edges closer to the looking glass. Her reflection moves like a wild animal she’s trying to tame. Shadows obscure the monument of her back and the inset of her eyes. Her bottom tempts me, tumultuous and full, attractive yet dangerous. Her flesh can wound me—an enemy everlasting.

      Reading my intentions, she rises from her chair causing me to falter. Like a pornographic cobra, she sways, back and forth. Her body makes hypnotic s-patterns. Her hair moves like smoke filmed and played backwards. She leans forward with come-hither attitude. Her hot exhalations fog the reflective surface. She touches her lips to the glass and pulls away, leaving lip prints like lesions. A lifeline of spittle connects the steel doppelgänger with the flesh counterpart. Which image of her is colder? Which image is more real? As if sensing my questions, she smiles with certainty, eternally fuckable, a daimones of my dreams, my lover.

      Finally, it begins.

      Her hand slides steady toward her sex, creeping slowly, inching forward, like a tarantula stalking prey. Her bony fingers proceed taut but animated. Her hand moves and then stops, lingering at the edge of uncertainty, at the edge of our separateness, a pause that becomes the perimeter between movement in the cosmos, the space between action and inaction.

      After a long time, her index finger reaches her pubes … hesitates … a quick look in my direction … a smile … another hesitation. It inches past … parts the rouged lips once concealed … another look … another smile … another hesitation.

      A shudder runs through me.

      Finally, a pent-up sigh releases from her contracted frame. I stare at the penile digit rotating round and round, frigging her pussy. She works her finger around until it glistens with wetness.

      After a long time of playing, she digs in with more force … hesitates … another quick look in my direction … and again that smile … another hesitation. She plunges deeper … brings herself closer … another look … another smile … another hesitation … pressure builds. She moans harder … pulls back … not yet.

      We both suffer. She resumes … moans like a man. Fingers grind pink flesh like pestle to mortar. Her eyes roll back like an evangelist … almost there … not yet. A silent gasp escapes her. She pulls back and diddles harder.

      Now.

      Her tongue darts back and forth like a demon’s tentacle or a squiggling worm. Her panting becomes desperate. My arousal increases. I handle my meat. I can’t take it. She has me. I devour her ecstasy like a profane meal as I fondle myself. A rapturous grin makes her teeth mimic razors. Her smile is treacherous, anything but inviting.

      In earnest, the daimones rushes toward me, knocking over the mirror with her backside. As she grabs for me, the looking glass crashes to the ground and our illusion shatters. I retreat a step, but not too far, and not too fast.

      We stand off.

      She advances, whispering in my head with telepathic schizophrenia, “The more you look, the more I see. The more I touch, the more you feel. I have you… like a cat has a mouse. I own you like a slaughtered pig. Do you see that God is in my face?”

      I say nothing. Instead, I lunge forward. Not with confidence but with the sudden realization I must succumb to her, because she’s everlasting and I need to penetrate the depth of her abyss. She’s repulsive. I shouldn’t feel this way, but something compels me. I must pierce her, not with my penis, but with my heart. I must embrace her otherness, her destruction, like a doomed freighter embraced by the ocean, and she’s the cliff I crash against without purpose. By burying myself inside her, I confirm my own existence. I confirm my identity.

      Dropping to her knees, she foregoes the customaries with nary a kiss to establish our connection. It isn’t needed. She grabs my cock and stuffs the head into her mouth with such ravenous force I almost stumble. She engulfs the member to the hilt—her head angled and back arched like an alley cat. She slides her head forward. Her mouth opens to its greatest circumference. Her tongue slides across the bottom of the shaft. Her eyes close. Thank God—if they were open, I’d lose my mind. Her free hand caresses my balls with force, on the edge of that grey world between pleasure and pain. She pulls her head back releasing her lips but not her pumping hand. She mutters in a despicable perversion of language, “Aaaahhh-hahahaha-it’s-sssssssssssssoo-good…”

      Her movement tilts my cock upward allowing her access to the underside. She purses her lips and spits at the flesh. Her tongue circumambulates the head. She goes down on it.

      Once.

      Twice.

      Three times more.

      After one hundred times, I lose count.

      On her last repetition, she takes the entire length of my prick. The tip of her tongue lathers my balls. Eyes squint in concentration as her second hand leaves my sack and lowers to her drenched cunt. I smell her musk as she diddles—a mixture of rotting leaves and lavender. She glides her teeth across the length of my rod. I believe she might castrate me. This danger makes the moment more lascivious. Her tongue darts out and she lets out a strange guttural moan, a paralyzing sound. Spittle drips from her lips. She wants more. She wants my soul. She wants everything. She strokes my shaft with fury as I attempt to hold back my orgasm. Of course, this is impossible. After several moments of toil, my load sprays over her face and breasts in gushes.

      Panting, I stare into the abyss behind her eyes. There, I see, “Love is surrendering to death. I’ve taken you.” Yes, her machinations have taken me. Simultaneously, I feel something else—loss and gain.

      A strange singing, forlorn, timeless, with meandering trills, sobers me from my bliss.

      From the shadows, a form appears with wings sprouting from a nebulous head and a shimmering body of starless fire. I know instinctively, it’s Morpheus, son of Somnus, the deliverer of dreams.

      The Lord of the Unreal proclaims:

      

      “Welcome to Demos Oneiroi. Between shadows, in the dark recesses of my body, I present human images bestrewn by love, torn by emotion, in a wasteland of dreams.”

      

      With that, Morpheus, the deliverer of dreams, disappears.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Room 723: After Hydaspes

        

      

    

    
      The battle endures, enveloping twilight in carnage.

      Spears puncture flesh, parting bones like cocks parting hymens. Blood flows. Heads roll. Hearts scream in agony. The phalanx presses forward. Banners gambol on the horizon. Sunset, with searing heat, mirrors the gore of the battlefield. Carnage has purpose; each man, each steed, each blade, all overcome the enemy in a gruesome dance. Ichor flows into the river returning vitamins and minerals back to the earth. Through clenched teeth, the dead speak, but the living can’t hear because they’re too busy trying to stay alive.

      From the olive groves of Greece to the dusty palaces of India, we’ve seen many battles. Armies of two-score enraged elephants trample unfortunates into the ground like rotten fruit. Wounded men under siege eat each other to survive. Children and maniacs hang crucified because losers always get sacrificed. We endure twenty-thousand miles of gangrene, bloodshed, and conquest.

      We butcher. We overcome. We succeed.

      Our charge continues. I’m exhausted, bloodied, impaled, near death. Bucephalus is my name—a stallion, a warhorse of Alexander the Great, the protector of men and conqueror of antiquity. My death becomes inevitable, pierced by spears near the bank of the River Hydaspes. Instead of embracing doom, I charge. I stumble. I lie there. I try to stand, but it’s impossible. More spears pierce me. Somewhere to my left, Alexander battles on foot, an enraged king nearing the end of his reign. My master leaves me. My breath labors, coming in shallow hiccups of dirt, blood, and lung matter. Through fading eyes, I see witches collecting the blood of the dead, drinking and ritually smearing it upon their naked bodies, as my vision fades into an ocean of death.

      Moments pass.

      After a time of darkness, a single thought enters my mind, “I need to fuck…”

      Of course, I need to fuck… I’m a man.

      What’s this running through my head? It startles me. I’m no man. I’m a horse dying on a battlefield. Despite this, the realization of human consciousness enters me like a disease. I’m imprisoned. I fight the intruder, a struggle between the bestial and something unknown, something new and adventive, something higher—a natural urge fighting against the pull of supernal awareness. I inhabit a new mind—one that craves pleasure with overwhelming demands for consummation. I need to fuck. I need to kill. I need to eat. I need to worship. I need to sacrifice. I struggle with these thoughts. The thoughts struggle back. My mind, now sick with perversion, fills with overwhelming desire, and possibilities sexual and spiritual enter my consciousness. Shame. Elation. Guilt. These emotions overwhelm me. Where do they come from? What’s this mess worming though my brain? Moments ago, simple thoughts ran through my mind: eat, mate, fight, and flee. Now, I have presence. Now, I’ve gained reason and irrationality, morality and profanity, certainty and doubt. I know language. Millions of ideas, millions of suppositions, millions of insecurities flutter about my head, but the most overwhelming thought is fear of the unknown.

      I murmur, “I need to fuck…” These words disgust me in their indecency, but I say them anyway. Passion, sensuality, eroticism, murderous intent, hunger, cowardice, and the strengths and flaws of all men, battle inside me. Moreover, like all men, I must act upon these passions. I need to consume. I need to destroy. Nevertheless, most of all, like all men … I need to fuck.

      Possessing neither hoof nor snout, I touch my face with my hand. Hairless and rubbery, the features seem strange. I scan my location. Where? When? I stand in a room different from the ornate palaces of Alexandria. I stand in a body different from the warrior steeds of Macedonia. This is a different time, a different place, and a different purpose. I know this immediately. Could this be a dream? No, this is no dream, but perhaps a nightmare.

      I look around.

      To my left, an in-a-door bed sits unfolded. Crumpled white sheets illustrate past events in an illicit landscape of lost sexuality. To my right, a table with a leaning leg rests against the bed. On the table, a matchbook sits patiently, as if waiting for me to pick it up. Somehow, these objects seem familiar despite the fact I’ve never seen them. Purpose emanates from them like questions waiting to be answered. I pick up the matches and read the back: The Leland Hotel – Detroit, Michigan. A hotel is a building containing rooms people rent to have sex, take illegal substances, and sometimes sleep. How do I know about hotels and drugs? I don’t know. Nevertheless, I also know Adolf Hitler lost the war, the Marquis de Sade wrote Justine, frogs are amphibians, and Coca Cola rots my teeth.

      Near the dusty footprint of the matchbook lies a laminated brochure. I pick it up, blow off the dust, and scan the yellowed document searching for clues to my whereabouts and identity.

      

      “The Detroit-Leland Hotel is the oldest operating hotel in downtown Detroit, completed in 1927 at a cost of $4.5 million dollars. Designed by Chicago theater architects C. W. and George L. Rapp, the twenty-story building which contains seven hundred and twenty rooms, is a testament to the opulence and wealth of the Motor City. Welcome to history in the making!”

      

      History in the making indeed, but who’s history? Is this 1927? No, I don’t think so. It can’t be. I scan the room. Opulence. Wealth. These I don’t see. What I do see is a worn-out space, wallpaper peeling, carpet ripped out, exposed floorboards, and dark brown stains on the floor that might be blood. It’s obviously not 1927. The space reeks of age. How do I know this? Opulence. Carpet. Floorboards. Somehow, the meaning of these words and objects are intuitive. Somehow, I know this world, although it’s different from mine. An overwhelming feeling like I’ve lived this before strikes me.

      On the bed, a newspaper beckons me. Again, I’ve never seen one, but I know its purpose. Gutenberg invented the printing press in the West, but actually, the Chinese did it centuries before in the East. Kennedy was assassinated in 1963. Banks, not kings, rule the world. I know these things. I look at the top of the page: April 13, 1973. Somehow, I read the language easily. The headline reads:

      

      “The News Advocate. OPEC imposes Oil Embargo, US Suspends All Activity Over Vietnam, Senate Committee Begins Watergate Hearings.”

      

      This world runs out of oil, democracy forces itself upon weaker countries, and politicians can’t be trusted. I recall these things. However, I also remember another event: a woman, a terrifying yet alluring pythoness, with her lips wrapped around my sex. A thought strikes me—my penis! I look down and touch it—Oh Christ! This human mess in my head is one thing, but now my sex dangles a full six inches less than before. This is truly a nightmare. I pinch my penis thinking it might disappear if I cause enough pain and wake from this terrible dream.

      Instead, a woman’s song emanates from behind the hotel room door startling me from inadequacy’s terror. Expression forlorn, timeless, and without care, the singing mesmerizes me into a trance. With her meandering trills, a siren calls me. I fall into her song.

      Knock! Knock! Knock! A rapping at the door startles me.

      Oh, shit! I’m not wearing clothes—and apparently, I’ve gained the ability to use dirty words. Great—vulgar thoughts AND vulgar language swirl about in my new psyche. I feel ashamed. As if on cue, that same vulgar phrase enters my mind, “I need to—”

      The door opens without warning.

      Standing in the doorway holding a skeleton key, mouth agape in disbelief, stands a beautiful young woman staring at my exposed rod and balls. A little red blemish on my shaft indicates my pinch. With her eyes trained on my cock and mine staring at her beauty, neither of us says a word.

      After several moments of hesitation she finally says, “Hello there. Aren’t you mister horny?”

      I try to cover myself, but it’s a futile gesture. It’s too late. Her cheeks redden the same shade of red as my pinch mark. Neither of us knows what to do, so we both laugh uncomfortably. Her laugh is melodic. Mine blabbers innocent and unproven.

      After what seems like many minutes of silence, but probably only a few seconds, she takes the initiative. She says, “Can you hear me? Earth to weird guy. Are you hearing this?”

      I nod.

      She says, “I didn’t mean to scare the piss out of you.”

      I mutter, “No, you didn’t scare me. I don’t know what’s going on.”

      As if telling me a secret, she lowers her voice saying, “I heard a sound. I always hear strange sounds down here. It seems so real. I heard a voice telling me I needed something important, so I came inside because I thought it was in here. I have a compulsion to open doors—at least that’s what my therapist says, but that Prozac peddler also says I’m cuckoo, so who knows? I think he’s the one who should have his head examined.”

      Her prattle seems incoherent. I tilt my head as I process her story. Maybe this is a dream. Maybe I’m a horse dying on a battlefield dreaming of being a man. Alternatively, perhaps, I’m a man dreaming of being a dying horse. It doesn’t matter. Now, this girl stands before me and our meeting seems like the only thing that’s real.

      I study her. She’s young perhaps eighteen. In my world, she’d already be married and have several children, but in this world, she’s obviously inexperienced. With golden hair, eyes dark and almond-shaped, something within her dwells darkest, a youthful spring running deep with ancient wisdom. In contrast, her alabaster skin radiates light with facial features conveying a deep sadness, but with over-exaggerated body language telling otherwise. Small breasts stand high on her magnificent form. Sylphlike hips balance a tan pair of shorts and a matching satin slip, handmade, with lacy appliqué fashioned specially for her by an expert modiste.

      I can’t take my eyes off her.

      I whisper, “I’m sorry about my nakedness.” The words sound strange as my vocal cords vibrate my thoughts audibly. With more confidence I add, “What I mean to say is that I didn’t expect visitors. I’m confused. I was on a battlefield. People were dying. Witches were drinking blood. I wasn’t a man. I was a horse. Now, I think I’m in a dream.”

      “Aren’t we all?” She says without empathy. Seeing how her comment wounds me, she adds, “Don’t bother covering yourself. I’m nearly naked too. It’s usually better that way. You seem afraid of me. Don’t be. I’m not afraid of you or your dick, so you shouldn’t fear me. Besides, you have nothing to worry about down below. Nothing to worry about whatsoever.” She giggles, points to my cock, and says, “You’re no horse, but you’re sure hung like one.”

      She giggles again. Meekly, I join her laughter—her comment is comical despite my awkwardness. Her head tilts as she tries to get a better look at my penis. A threatening step forward indicates her intention. I say nothing. My hands fall to my sides because it’s too ridiculous to try and cover myself. A moment ago, this was an absurd situation, but now it has turned erotic. I feel fear mixed with excitement. As if sensing my fear, she asks, “Can I touch it?”

      In wonder, her eyes grow larger. I don’t know what to do. This is unfamiliar territory. I step back. She advances on me. Like a wild animal, I take a defensive stance baring my teeth with fury.

      She says, “I won’t hurt you. Are you actually afraid of me? You’re big and strong. I’m just a little girl with a crazy mind. You can’t possibly be afraid of me.”

      She pauses. A moment lingers.

      She breathes, “I want to touch it. Let me touch it.”

      I stammer.

      She adds, “Let me touch it gently like a baby. I won’t hurt it. Unless, of course, you want me to.”

      I say with a wavering voice, “You’re beautiful. I’m—”

      She interrupts me saying, “Nah, I’m not beautiful. People think I’m too weird, too skinny, and too eccentric. They think my soul is too deep. I think people are shallow pricks, so I guess we’re even.”

      She shrugs and then makes a gesture like brushing dust off her shoulder. Once again, her eyes dart to my penis.

      Then, her fingers edge toward my cock.

      I study her. I look deeply into her eyes. I say, “No, you’re not eccentric. No, you’re—”

      A loud electronic screech interrupts me.

      Applause, with roars of approval, accompanies a booming voice calling out doom. I turn, and see a large box with a wavering pixellated image of a man raising his arms, stirring up an audience with his words reminding me of a pontifex, an evil sorcerer, or an inquisitor. Devilish eyes swim like sharks below his wide-brimmed hat.

      I stand transfixed by the images.

      Noting the horror on my face, she says, “That’s a TV.”

      I shake my head trying to remember. Staring at the box like a zombie I say, “Yes, a television. I know. What’s that demon raving about?”

      Her voice grows sad as she replies, “Oh, that’s just another uptight whack-job talking about God-knows-what. Probably, saying this or that group doesn’t belong, that they’re too weird to be accepted, or that they’re the Devil’s nursemaids. Probably saying we should kick out the faggots and the niggers. I think he’s the jerk who needs to be kicked out.”

      Still staring at the box like a zombie, I say, “I don’t trust him. He wears the skin of a man, but he’s no man.”

      A startling thought hits me. I also wear the skin of a man. Perhaps, I have the capabilities to be like him.

      She inches closer. She says, “Ha! Nobody trusts people like him, but we all follow. That’s how it goes—sleepy people acting like sleepy sheep without responsibility, looking for an idiot to blame when things go wrong. ”

      Before she can touch my penis, I say, “Can you change the picture? I don’t like it. I don’t like him one bit.”

      She laughs. She shakes her head saying, “Boy. You’re new to all this, aren’t you?”

      I stare at the monster.

      Glancing again at my naked body, she nods her head affirmatively. She goes over to the television and fiddles with the knob. As she passes me her shoulder brushes my arm. Our contact sends a shiver through my body. This feeling takes hold of something deep inside.

      Suddenly, the politician disappears replaced by something perhaps more mysterious and disturbing. A woman tries to sell a box of something. Apparently, it cleans everything and makes all the bad things go away. Moreover, it’s cheap too. My companion fiddles the knob again, clicks and static, and then another woman appears. This one is different. She doesn’t have the false smile of the former. Her face contorts with pleasure as she straddles a man. He enters her vagina with his rod. Another man crouches above her with his cock plunging inside her other hole. At once, this image provokes strange emotions in me. I stare transfixed as they push into her and she howls with delight.

      In wonder, I say, “What’s this? I—”

      The girl with the golden hair giggles and moves a little closer to me. Like it’s the most obvious answer in the world, she says, “It’s porno silly.”

      I say nothing.

      She gets frustrated by my lack of response and adds, “You know? P-O-R-N-O-G-R-A-P-H-Y. It’s not as bad as all the politicians say it is, but they sure try to make us believe it’s worse. These idiots show people being torn to pieces by soldiers on the tube, but they make this taboo. Jesus Christ! Haven’t you ever been with a girl before?”

      “Been?”

      “Yeah, like BEEN inside her? Stuck it in? Poked around? Broke an entry? Kissed her? Fondled her? Groped unquestionable areas of her body? Wham bam thank you ma’am?”

      “No, I haven’t.”

      Her questions and vulgarity cause my dick to become erect. Watching it rise, she giggles again and says, “I haven’t done it too much either, once or twice, but I always think about it. What would it feel like fucking a girl with a strap-on? What would it feel like kissing my brother? What would it feel like taking a huge blacksnake into my Alpha and Omega? Are these thoughts wrong? I don’t think so.”

      The unrefined manner of this girl intrigues me. My dick grows harder with her colorful language. With sudden courage, the girl with the golden hair reaches out, taps my member, and it springs back like a diving board.

      She giggles again and declares, “Wood like Pinocchio. You could kill a vampire with that thing!”

      I can’t laugh. Her nearness is driving me crazy.

      Our eyes meet.

      An energy conduit builds.

      I can’t explain it.

      She runs her finger along the largest vein of my cock tracing its route like she’s smudging dust from a table. I shudder. She looks deeper into my eyes. She raises one eyebrow. It’s an inviting gesture meant to say, “Interested?”

      All I can do is remain speechless and think, “I really need to fuck.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          First Corridor: Psychopomp

        

      

    

    
      Seeing my growing sense of nervousness, the girl with the golden hair tries to put me at ease by saying, “You’re silly. Oh my God! Really? Who’s never heard of porno?”

      I stare at her blankly.

      She adds, “Haven’t you ever seen Debbie Does Dallas or Ultra Flesh?”

      I continue staring blankly.

      She says, “For Christ’s sake, how about Emmanuelle? Are you some kind of hymenally challenged nerd or what?” She pauses and adds, “Oh, wait a minute. I guess those haven’t been made yet. Well, just wait. They’re doozies.”

      I shake my head in the negative while my eyes linger on the flesh above the breast-line of her chemise. She sees where my eyes rest.

      She leans in closer.

      Pauses.

      Looks into my eyes.

      Pauses again.

      Leans in even closer.

      Stands on her tiptoes.

      Then, she presses her mouth against my mine so forcefully, I nearly lose my balance. Her lips feel wonderful yet threatening. I pause with indecision, not sure whether to kiss or to pull away. Seeing my hesitance, she grabs my penis boldly removing the option for escape. My cock becomes more rigid. Suddenly, the feeling to beat her senseless with it overwhelms me. Where did that come from? I’m appalled by the thought, but I can’t banish it. I must take my cock and hit her with it until she cries for more. I need to tease her, finger her wetness, violate her orifices, drill her, consume her, stick things up her ass—“STOP!” I shout at the inner-voice.

      Thinking I’m talking to her, she jumps back a step. Noticing that I’ve frightened her, I say, “No, I was talking to this damned voice in my head. It’s telling me to do awful things to you, things I can’t repeat.”

      She searches my face for danger. Another voice inside tells me this frail creature is something to cherish, to exalt, and to love.

      The two conflicting voices argue and it makes me consider the battlefield. Only one army gains victory. Both armies are equally advantaged, equally outfitted, but only one army will win. It occurs to me these two voices exist in every person, and they’ll always fight each other.

      Seeing indecision in my eyes, an internal struggle, she lowers her guard tentatively. She reaches forward again. Lightly touching my pole, she lets out an indescribable sound. She strokes my cock like it’s a pet. With care, she rubs the flesh. The foreskin slides back with her caress. I sigh. Adjusting her position to get a better look at her work, she removes her hand and lathers saliva over her palm like a feline grooming itself. With a devious look, she massages the spittle across the length of my rod. As my dick gets more rigid, her expression blossoms into a full smile. About to explode, I tilt my head back enjoying her touch. At this, she lets out another sigh.

      “Do you like when I caress you down there?” She says with a frankness that startles me. She adds, “Do you like when I touch it? You don’t want me to stop, do you? I see it in your body language. I’ll keep touching it softly. I won’t stop. Eventually, when I’m good and ready, I might just put it in my mouth. Slide it between my lips. Flick my tongue across it. Would you like that? Would you like to put it in my mouth?”

      Answers to her questions are pointless. She knows exactly what I want. How should I proceed? What should I do? All the battles, triumphs, and conquests haven’t prepared me for this nymph tempting me. I meet her gaze. In her eyes, I see myself. Pleasurable oblivion rests there.

      A smile crinkles her eyes. She has me and she knows it.

      Adding fuel to the fire, she coos, “Horseman, I know what men desire. Ha! Oh boy, do I know. You want me. I know you do. You want to stick that big wooden vampire stake into my cute little peach and make me bleed. You want to take me like a strumpet. Like the cuckoo that I am, I want to canoodle your noodle. I’m damn sure you want to twiddle my twat, so what’s stopping us?”

      Her innocence vanishes. She’s in control and I’m her slave. I’d slit my wrists and fling myself from a cliff for her to place my penis in her mouth. I’d bash my head against the wall to penetrate her. I remain speechless. I’m too overcome by her stroking and powerful words.

      She continues to rub my pecker. I swoon.

      She says, “Come on baby. A real man would just take me. Aren’t you a real man, or maybe you’re a sissy? You look like you might be a closet case.”

      Her insults drive me mad. Her insults make me want her more. For her, I’d do anything because she elicits a love within me that I can’t explain. I stammer, “I don’t know what I am. I was a stallion, but now I—“

      She snickers and then says, “Oh, you’re a stallion all right, a true warhorse, a big fat stud.”

      Her sarcasm infuriates me, but I can’t resist her charms.

      She breaks the spell by glancing at the television, motioning me to look as well. All the while, her hand doesn’t leave my cock. Forcefully, she says, “Look at it.”

      I do as she commands. The pornography continues with its perversity. The woman has double-barreled two cocks into her mouth. Seeing this display of debauchery inspires pre-come to dribble out my penis.

      Lackadaisically, she gives voice to her past by saying, “I used to watch dirty movies like this all the time. My father had this tiny projector and I used to thread them up while he was at work. I’d touch myself down there while I thought of my daddy. I feel slutty thinking about it now. Does that shock you?”

      She doesn’t expect a reply.

      As she stares mesmerized at the television screen, she guides my hand toward her stomach … moves my hand lower … lifts her chemise with her other hand … slides my hand down … inches it under the garment … slowly … ever so slowly … to rest upon her undershorts. Through the fabric, the heat of her vagina warms my palm. After a moment of letting me figure out what’s about to happen, she slides her shorts to the side. She guides my hand to her sex … until I feel my fingers part pubes and rest against her sticky wetness. She pushes her hips forward a little and my finger enters her slightly.

      She sighs but drones on, “I used to stick my finger inside, but it hurt. It hurt so bad. I’d rub against my bedpost. I wanted a man inside me. I wanted it so badly. I wanted a man to fondle me. I wanted to feel. Now horseman, here you are, a handsome queer who won’t do a thing. Oh, the irony… Oh, my life sucks!”

      She throws the back of her hand to her forehead like a distraught Southern belle saying, “Woe is me.” Her droning voice intoxicates me. It puts me into a trance. I forget my misgivings. I forget the brutality of my past. All I think is, “I need to fuck.”

      My hesitance falters. A flood of emotions drives me forward. I lean to kiss her, to ravage her by plunging my pelvis forward hoping for entry. I must take her.

      She jumps back like a jackrabbit, slaps my face playfully, and snaps, “What kind of girl do you think I am?”

      Our spell breaks. At this, she bolts out the door. I stand speechless. In a daze, I glance again at the television. One of the men spews milky white liquid across the woman’s breasts. My eyes widen at the decadence. I return my attention to the doorway. I should go after her. She slapped me to make a fool want her more.

      From the hallway, I hear her say, “What are you waiting for idiot?—the clock’s ticking.”

      I run out the door in search of my new playmate.

      Suddenly, I’m in a corridor that’s different from the room. Another time unspools out here like a thread. I feel this instantly. I look ahead and the girl with the golden hair is no longer a nymph. A woman of three score years stares back at me as if she’s looking into the past. The same person exists, but her age has changed; yet, my age stays the same. Our eyes meet in recognition. She tilts her head and raises her arms into a gesture of “Who knows?” Laughing to herself, she bolts down the hallway like the White Rabbit from Alice's Adventures in Wonderland.

      For a brief moment, the hallway looks new. Clean wallpaper hangs on the walls. Fresh carpet covers the floor. Despite the newness, the corridor becomes ominous. The end of the passageway bathes in darkness and an unknown terror fills me with dread.

      In the darkness, I hear her giggle. As if it’s a trick of the light, she stands on the edge of shadow as the young girl from the room. She looks into my eyes.

      She says, “Time goes this way and that, but which way is right? Desires come and go. Dreams come and go, horseman. Which desire do you dream to indulge?”

      She finishes saying her riddles and sprints down the corridor disappearing into the darkness. Pitter-pattering footsteps remain—the only evidence of her existence. I hesitate. I have to follow. I hear her footfalls bolt up a staircase. I run into the darkness. Finally, after what seems like millennia, after running an unknown distance, I arrive at the end of the hall. I peer up the stairs. A dark and foreboding mystery peers back at me. With courage, I push myself forward, remembering the thousands of battles I’ve fought, remembering the succulent heat of her nether region. As I ascend the stairwell, I feel her presence, but then she’s gone. Vanished. My heart sinks. Who was she? I didn’t get her name. Her droning voice replays in my head as I invoke the burning touch of her finger on my cock. I lean against the rail fatigued and lovesick. Time swirls about me creating a zeitgeist, and her name remains hidden, enclosed within the obscurity of this hotel.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          First Staircase: Erebus

        

      

    

    
      I ascend the staircase in complete darkness.

      I struggle to step forward, but a strong wind pushes against me. I climb up the staircase with unease, moving higher and higher, as the spiral stairwell extends its nautilus path with each step. Does the stairwell extend while I climb? I doubt it, but like most things in this hotel, it must be an illusion. After moving upward for a long time, the air shifts temperature becoming colder.

      I keep climbing.

      I need to find her.

      I’d climb forever to feel her touch once more.

      Before long, the wind dissipates and I’m left in silence.

      I climb quietly. I don’t want to scare her away.

      After hours of clambering up the stairs, I finally hear a sound.

      Footsteps pitter-patter and then fade.

      A long pause ensues.

      From somewhere, I hear her say, “Are you coming or what?”

      Then, a few more footfalls trail off in the dark.

      Another long pause occurs.

      She adds, “I won’t wait forever.”

      Then, all of a sudden, giggling streams out from the darkness filling my ears with seduction.

      Silence ensues until footsteps pitter-patter once more.

      More of her laughter … then, nothing.

      Entranced and motionless, I feel dread consume me. An unfathomable silence strikes deep into my heart. Tranquility seems everlasting. Peacefulness overtakes me. I continue to climb within silence. Still air grows colder. I shiver. Despite having a clear discernible path, I feel lost.

      Just then, without warning, a booming voice bellows:

      

      “Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal thrones—”

      

      The loud voice nearly blows my eardrums, sending a shiver down my spine. I attempt to gather my wits, but a force overtakes my free will. Like an automaton, I respond:

      

      “I pass them unalarmed. Not Chaos, not

      The darkest pit of lowest Erebus,

      Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out

      By help of dreams—can breed such fear and awe

      As fall upon us often when we look

      Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man—

      My haunt, and the main region of my song.”

      

      Words fall from my mouth like pebbles dropped into still water’s silence. Ripples flow into the dream. What did I just say? Some lines from a poem—Wordsworth’s The Excursion. Again, I don’t know why I know this information, but I do.

      In a slithering, disembodied voice the daemon spirit declares:

      

      “Reflections of flesh partake in darkness within dreams forgotten…”

      

      Once more gaining control of my voice, I say, “Where’s the girl?”

      For a moment, I receive no reply.

      After several moments, the voice answers:

      

      “Many partners await you, but the goddess you speak of will guide you through the women, the mirrors, and the doors. Every experience mingles as memories you’ve done before. Then… Now… In every age… In every reality, one experience, all-encompassing, throughout time eternal.”

      

      I say, “Where is she? I don’t understand.”

      The daemon answers with a riddle:

      

      “Like dreams, love comes and goes. She’s everywhere and nowhere … here and there … within and without the sea of imagination. She’s inside you.”

      

      A ghastly finger presses against my heart. Swirling forms manifest committing strange rituals in the darkness. Spirits whirl about in frenzy speaking formulas beyond description. I attempt to steady myself, but the spirits raise me up, lifting me from the stairwell, into the void. Surprisingly, I don’t fear these spirits or their mysterious jargon. Darkness recedes and I see male, female, and hermaphroditic astral forms fondling each other, groping holes, caressing spirituality, committing unholy searches into orifices, lathering tongues with sexual ectoplasm, stroking cocks with phantom hands, and teasing breasts with ghastly fingers.

      Two enter one.

      Three enter one.

      A mass of orgiastic chaos supervenes.

      I’m jostled back and forth within the orgy, touched and teased, as spirits roll, merging with another. The spiritual orgy sweeps my body higher and higher up the winding staircase, ascending the stairway to the heavens in a saturnalia. All variation of carnal knowledge overcomes my consciousness, and every erotic possibility comes to mind. Understanding washes over me. To gain wisdom, one must fall into chaos, let the heart smolder in sensual fire, and allow the soul to soar in erotic transcendence. Humanity searches for release, but seldom finds freedom because of our inhibitions. At once, the conundrum of spirit over beast and vice versa becomes clear to me.

      I’m swept higher.

      I look around.

      Dozens of spirits engage in ghostly intercourse.

      The multitude expands.

      After several moments, hundreds of spiritual forms penetrate each other.

      After what seems like forever, hundreds become millions.

      Millions of souls engaging in love.

      Then, billions of spiritual identities merge into one consciousness. Infinity blossoms and emptiness ensues. A bright light fills the void and I’m blinded.

      Then, the blackness returns.

      Identities return to the multitude.

      Then, all of a sudden, I’m left alone at the top of the staircase.

      Looking down, the height dizzies me.

      The spiritual swarm has gone, perhaps forever. The voices remain silent. Solitude threatens to crush me.

      I long to hear a sign.

      Still silence.

      Still darkness.

      I cry out, “I’m not done yet!”

      The void consumes any answer.

      Still silence. Still darkness bereft of energy.

      After what seems like millennia of absence, isolation threatens to drive me mad. A hollow develops in my heart, a longing for union, until her giggle breaks the silence like a wailing siren through dense fog, penetrating my vacant heart with hope.

      I think, “Thank God, she’s still here. If I’d have to bear this emptiness alone for much longer I’d fade away in heartbreak.”

      In response to my feelings, the girl with the golden hair restarts her forlorn melody with the meandering trills. The song bounces around the large space.

      Her siren call captivates me once more, as I move forward searching for her. Exiting the darkness, I emerge in a corridor similar to the hall from below, from the staircase’s bottom. Wall sconces burn bright red with artificial lighting. Crimson wallpaper lines the corridor in old-time fleur-de-lis scandal. Old style wooden doors with antique metallic elements dot the hallway. Ratty carpet, lifted from some dead casino, extends down the hallway.

      Slowly, I walk down the corridor. I approach the first door on the left. A four-paneled piece of wood, unremarkable yet still unnerving, blocks me from whatever waits behind. I grasp the handle with fear, tentative toward what I’ll find behind the door. The brass smolders unnaturally warm. I turn the handle with a creak. As if by some magical cue, a group of glyphs appear on the wooden surface.

      The glowing script reads: “Adyton.”

      Fear overcomes me. I pause, unsure how to proceed.

      A decision is made for me.

      Unnaturally, the door swings open.

      I stand waiting for something to happen.

      Emptiness, a rectangular void stares back at me.

      I wait.

      Despite my dread, I feel compelled to enter the space. I do so.

      Suddenly, a few candles spring to life with animated flame. Shadows dance along the walls. I scan the room. The chamber resembles the space where I discovered the girl with the golden hair. Despite the similarities, this room contains a major difference. On the foldout bed, a sumptuous redheaded woman, languorous and full-bodied, lounges like an odalisque. Sheer ebony linens drape across her ample waist and broad shoulders barely covering coital areas. Her lightly freckled skin shines in the gloom. A slender hand covers autumnal pubic hair. Upon closer inspection, a single finger digs deep into her quim. Her labia flush burning red. My vision moves from her scandalous fingering, up her magnificent torso, to her dead black eyes. I’m lost in those eyes, lost deeper into the bottomless soul of Erebus. In her eyes, I see the multitude, a blind vacancy, scooped out of the underworld.

      Never breaking the enchantment, the woman diddles her sex more. She lets her fingers slide along the outside of her wet nether lips, allows me a glimpse of her inside passion, and then declares in a wanton voice, “Enter equestrian. I’ve been waiting such a long time for you…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          Room 811: Nix

        

      

    

    
      A cautious step forward brings me into the room.

      The woman’s gaze misrepresents her as demure, but a fierce sexual presence dances through her vision. Like a well, her eyes hold depth. I feel feeble in her presence, with her gaze draining my life force—or, if not precisely draining my energy, something close to it. To her, I’m a meal ready to be eaten. Her expression makes me feel exposed, as if she’s going to reveal a secret from a deeper place within me. Does she see something in my soul I don’t know exists?

      Feeling uncomfortable, I break eye contact. Slowly, strength returns to my body. Gaining confidence, I assess the rest of her appearance. She’s taller than me, with spidery legs dangling off the bed’s edge. Despite her peculiar eyes, which convey a presumptuous demeanor, her body language reads clumsy and unsure. Her movements are nervous. She purposely shifts her body to look more appealing while her face rests in shadow. Her smile transforms from alluring to comical, creating an unknown element to the situation, a chanciness.

      Witnessing my confused appraisal of her, she speaks, “Young thing, don’t be afraid. I won’t hurt you. On the contrary, I’ve been waiting for a long time, such a long time, for someone like you.”

      I eye her with skepticism. For some unknown reason, I don’t trust her. I reply, “I didn’t mean to disturb you. I’m looking for someone.”

      She laughs, but the activity lacks joy.

      She says, “We’re all looking for somebody, something, or someway. Perchance, does your little ‘something’ have perky breasts and gold-colored hair?”

      “As a matter of fact—” I begin to reply but she cuts me off with, “Don’t bother with her. She’s trouble.”

      I ignore her appraisal of my heart’s desire. Instead, I say, “Why are you sitting in this room alone diddling your privates? I don’t understand this hotel, the strange things people do here, or the logic of the surroundings.”

      She laughs again, but this time her laugh carries a semblance of amusement. She shifts on the bed. Her vagina becomes more exposed.

      She doesn’t bother answering my question. Instead, she says, “Love comes to be flesh. Flesh becomes love. Equestrian, one path leads to annihilation. Another path you tread, may lead to perfection.”

      I don’t understand her riddle, but that’s fine; it seems more for her benefit, than for mine. Growing tired of the exchange, I turn around. As I’m about to exit the door, she whispers, “I have many names and faces, but you may call me Nix. Don’t be so hasty, equestrian. I’m here to show you something. I’m here to prepare you for something beautiful.”

      Her whispers stab me in the back.

      An uncontrollable urge to stay in this room forever overcomes me. I stand there for a moment. I feel her smile penetrate my backside. I turn to face her.

      Now, her smile conveys sureness.

      She shifts a little on the bed. The mattress tosses like a boat. With the bobbing movement, her legs spread a little wider making her vagina even more visible. I remain speechless as my eyes linger on her enticing hole. A damp inferno burns down there, and it’s a fire in need of extinguishing. Ruby red vagina lips and pale skin contrast like colors on a candy cane. Her sex offers me a sticky wonderland I’m ready to explore.

      I pull my vision away from her vagina long enough to survey the room. It’s hot in here, much hotter than the icy chill of the hallway. The heat, the red lighting, and the cracking wallpaper make the room seem hellish. Her vagina draws back my attention. Her sex burns hotter than this infernal room. I’m certain of that.

      For my benefit, she shifts her hips slightly, allowing me to see more of the finger buried between her legs. She slides it in and out methodically. The digit glistens with fluid. Squishy sounds replace the growing silence. My cock stands hard once again. For a moment, I forget the girl with the golden hair and that same thought returns to mind, “I need to fuck.”

      As if reading my thoughts, Nix speaks candidly, “You like what you see, eh? Do you like my … large … wet … hole? Do you want to bury your tongue deep inside me until you find that gooey center? Horseman, is that what you desire?”

      She buries her finger deeper.

      Her eyes bore into me. My body buzzes with electricity. My cock stands rigid. My head swims with anticipation. I feel dizzy.

      As she fingers her sex, Nix emits a sibilant moan, “Aaaaaaaaahaaaaa…”

      She reclines back, raises her legs up, shifts her hips back, and opens her legs wider. She says, “Don’t be afraid, horseman. Don’t ever be afraid of Nix. Come closer to me, cock-man. Come closer and touch me down there.”

      Her slinky body language agrees with her commands, but her eyes remain ambiguous. I’m not sure how to proceed and my hesitance only makes the situation more maddening. The more I falter, the more she presents her hole. As we wait for the inevitable, her body creeps closer to me.

      I desire her, but fear takes control of my mind.

      I resist.

      Nevertheless, the rosy patch between her legs persuades me to move closer.

      Our eyes fall into a standoff.

      Growing impatient, Nix takes matters into her own hands. She reaches out, grabs my arm, and drags me down to the bed. I succumb to her embrace. In passion, our mouths meet in an intense kiss. Our tongues circle each other trying to probe deeper into being. I touch her face. Her skin feels artificial, like cold plastic. My other hand reaches for her sex. Her wet sticky mound lathers my finger. My cock rests against her lengthy thigh. A milky pre-come dribble falls on her flesh. Her hand grabs for my rod. She handles it firmly. I enjoy her strong grip that informs me she likes to be in command. As she fondles my package, semen boils in my testes.

      Our kiss continues, deep and exploratory. My fingers fall from her face and graze her nipple as it hardens into a pearl. I gain confidence. She becomes more aggressive. We struggle against each other. Each of us wants to dominate. Because of my manly physique, I win the competition by pinning her down. Her arms become lodged between my powerful hands and the bedpost. I pull back from our kiss. She looks at me pleased. By her smile, I know she let me win. I return my lips to hers. A second kiss begins, more intense than the last. She positions her hips square to mine. She arches her back and rubs her quim against my cock fiercely. Her labia moves around the head of my cock like a wet mouth sucking a lollipop. She rotates her hips at a slow pace. My cock becomes drenched with her fluid. Her movement maddens me. She grinds her sex against my prick more. I struggle for entry.

      That annoying thought enters my mind, “I need to fuck.”

      This time, I obey the command. I enter her sex with a clean, powerful stroke. I enter her with such force that she disengages our kiss by gasping for air. I push deeper as her mouth engulfs my earlobe. A moment of silence ensues where we relish in our union. Then, after several moments of holding each other tightly, she growls like an animal.

      I take this as a cue.

      I pull out of her vagina almost completely.

      I wait.

      She pulls me closer.

      Still, I hold back.

      She purrs more.

      I plunge deep.

      She gasps.

      I push my cock in as deep as her body allows.

      She pants.

      I pull my cock’s length out leaving the tip inside her. She sticks her tongue in my ear. I piston her hole with fury I don’t readily understand, but it feels wonderful, so I continue. Repeatedly, I thrust. Her breathing matches my pace. I struggle to enter her orifice as deep as possible. Her cunt envelops my shaft. She opens her legs wider accepting every inch my rod gives to her. I push deeper. I push so deep it seems like her vagina engulfs my waist. The surrealism of the moment heightens by the instinctual need for me to be completely inside her, to deliver my seed deep within her, by giving her my soul.

      She gasps, whispering in my ear, “I’m a whore you fucker, a dirty little whore, so fuck me like one.”

      Her obscenity startles me. At first glance, she seemed proper, even with a finger jabbed inside her vagina. Now, I see otherwise. Now, I see exactly what she yearns to become. I continue pummeling into her. I push and push, until I feel like my entire body might fit inside her.

      She continues with her dirty talk by saying, “Stuff it in nice and deep, that’s it. Oh yeah, it’s fucking tight. Oh, fuck me. Oh shit… Do it. Ooo… You give me goose bumps, you motherfucker. Keep at it. Keep fucking me just like that.”

      Her dirty words provoke more energy from me. I start fucking her rough. I yank her arms back, repositioning her so I take her from behind. I pause a moment and then plunge deeper into her.

      She squeals in delight. Then, she whispers into my ear, “Oh, it hurts so fucking good. Oh God! Oh yes, Goddammit… Fuck that hole. Fuck that hole. You dirty boy. Fuck it. Make me your little bitch. Yeah, that’s it. That’s it, right there.”

      Her foul mouth instigates a dark side in me I don’t know exists. I spit on her asshole. I insert my index finger into her bottom. She squeals louder, “Fuck me like a whore. Fuck me like a whore. Fuck yeah! Give it to me… Give it to me. Put that finger deep inside me.”

      I keep fucking. She pushes back with all her might. Her hips grind against my penis, and then she shifts her attention to the finger in her ass. Rhythmically, she adapts her gyrations for both intruders. In response to her body language, I insert a second finger into her bottom. Her ass stretches to accommodate the second digit.

      She continues to spew dirt from her mouth by saying, “Yeah keep fucking it, just like that mother-fucker. Fucking bury your fingers in me. Oh God, you’re so fucking dirty. I want that cock.”

      Violently and without care, I yank my fingers from her ass. Then, I pull my dick out of her pussy without missing a beat, and with one clean stroke, my cock penetrates her asshole.

      She makes a weird sound like a dying animal, as her body adjusts to the larger occupant. A long pause ensues, while I wait for an indicator that her back road is ready for passage. She reaches back and places her hand over mine. Then she whispers, “Oh yes… That’s exactly where I want it.”

      Slowly, I begin my rhythm, easing into her ass with care, and then pulling out my dick with finesse. Eventually, after many repetitions, my penis glides easily in and out of her backside.

      As I ass-fuck her, she leans back, and whispers, “Oh, God yes. Christ, that feels so good. Keep fucking me just like that. Don’t change a stroke.”

      I continue my pace steadily. Semen gathers in my balls. I want to explode inside her but I hold back. I increase my rhythm. She pushes her ass back to meet my thrusts. After several minutes, she reaches back and seizes my cock. Held stationary by her grasp, I wait for whatever comes next. She leans back again and whispers, “Wanna see me come? Then, you better fuck that ass like you mean it.”

      She releases my cock and I resume my steady plowing.

      She doesn’t think I’m fucking her hard enough, so she says, “Fuck my ass Goddammit. Fuck me harder. Gimme it. Shit! Oh!”

      I obey. What else can I do?

      I barrel into her backside with all my strength. I massage her buttocks, and then I spread her cheeks wider to gain a better view of my work. My pole disappears with each thrust and pulls her sphincter as it exits. After several moments of this, I pull my cock completely out of her ass, watch her gape, spit into the waiting hole, and then plunge my rod home. At the same time, I reach out toward her neck and drag my nails across her back leaving red marks. She leans back toward me as I grasp her neck firmly. As I continue to penetrate her, I watch the curly red locks on her head bounce with each thrust. Without warning, her hair starts growing rapidly. Like tentacles, her hair wraps around my forearms and waist. The ginger strands pull me deeper inside her. Wildly, her mare-locks determine the pace of our fucking.

      She pants, “Ah! Ah! Ah!

      Like a jackhammer, I carry on my barrage. I fuck her ass with twice the abandon I directed at her cunt. Her witchy hair continues wrapping around my body.

      She moans in time with my thrusts, “Uh! Uh! Oh, yes. Oh, yeessssss!”

      An uncontrollable eagerness for sodomy overcomes this woman’s inhibitions, as her magical hair threatens to suffocate me. She wants this debasement more than common sense should allow, to the point of fanaticism. Her zeal reveals perversion as necessary when searching for sexual fulfillment. Everyone has a perversion lurking inside, but this woman loves sodomy more important than her modesty.

      I fuck her more, as she continues her revolting tirade. She spits back at me with, “I’m fucking dirty, but I love it.”

      With her hair binding me, I still thrust.

      She breathes, “Spread my fucking legs open.”

      I push harder, trying to free my limbs from her entanglement.

      She becomes more aggressive by saying, “Fuck my ass. Make me bleed. Make me your dirt mare, equestrian.”

      I obey her commands.

      She brags, “My ass can take three-times the size of your little horse-cock. Come on. Come on. Is that all you got? Prove to me you have a fat dick. Prove to me the prowess of your horse-cock. I don’t think you can fill me up.”

      I call her bluff. I shove every centimeter of my log deep inside her bowels. She gasps in disbelief.

      On the verge of fainting she utters, “Oh, my fucking shit is spread wide-open.”

      I don’t let her off easy. I continue driving harder and faster. Our flesh smacks creating a song. I fuck to its rhythm—whap, whap, whap, whap.

      In a disembodied voice, she cries, “Fucking take that ass. Fucking take that ass, you fucking bitch! Give it to me.”

      I can’t hold back the napalm in my balls any longer. Like a teenager, I come for the first time. In explosive bursts, my seed paints the inside of her bowels. As she joins my orgasm, she lets out a guttural roar, which abruptly stops, turning into a soft panting.

      After a few moments of afterglow, she turns her body toward mine. Her mare-locks release me. Our eyes meet. She presses her face against mine with a semblance of affection.

      With her sweaty cheek against my face, she whispers into my ear, “After the excellence of that magnificent pounding, I could really go for your cock in my mouth…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          Second Corridor: A Rite of Passage

        

      

    

    
      Nix reaches for my limp cock. Her lips wrap around it. Pushing her head down, she begins to make slurping noises, as my penis immediately springs back to life. Her hands form a triangle around the base of my penis, keeping the rod aligned in front of her. She pushes her head toward my pelvis, and then pulls her head back like she might bend over backwards in some gymnastic routine. Repeatedly, she does this motion, coaxing my balls to generate another load of semen.

      Her ass scent permeates the room; having her suck a prick that was once inside her luscious bottom turns me on. Like animals, people are dirty, but they choose to pretend otherwise.

      Between slurps, she begins chitchat:

      Slurp … “I know you’ve never been with a woman.”

      Slurp … “You were wonderful for a beginner. A true stud.”

      Slurp … “Your cock is massive and I worship it.”

      As she sucks my cock like a master, my thoughts turn to my lost virginity. Strange feelings perplex me. Guilt nags at me, but also relief, a type of solace in experiencing something new. This feeling is addictive. I’ve tasted of the forbidden and I want more.

      Letting her take my most precious asset in her mouth feels naughty, but I don’t care. Now, I’m a human being, and I should act like one. Taking a human female is a different experience than taking a mare. Both experiences have barbarity, but human copulation has another dimension; it embraces imagination. Artistry and passion commingle. Synergy exists. It’s more than mere instinct. Yes, the experience can be foul and dirty, but it can also be beautiful and sacred. All dimensions are reachable.

      She continues her chitchat:

      Slurp … “I love your innocence.”

      Slurp … “I’ll never be innocent because that time has passed.”

      Slurp … “I must tell you about this hotel—this dream, this life you’re living, is nothing more than a figment of imagination. Nothing here is real.”

      Slurp … “All our lives are nothing more than dreams.”

      Slurp … “You’re here to experience sexuality, to unravel mysteries, and to love. Will you remember that?”

      Slurp … “Love comes in many forms. It’s not always chocolate and roses. Sometimes, it’s dirty like this. Sometimes it’s unusual. Sometimes, it nearly kills us. Whatever form it takes please remember to love.”

      Her philosophical rant seems out of place as she works my dick, but her words haunt me anyway. Is this all a dream? Am I really dying somewhere on some Godforsaken battlefield? Is learning meaningless? Where can it take me? It’s difficult to admit the pleasure I’m receiving isn’t real.

      Bringing my thoughts back to the blowjob, I say, “I’ll remember. I’ll remember every bit of it.”

      With my cock lolling in her mouth, she smiles devilishly. She pulls back from it and says, “My dear, I must warn you. This dream will challenge you and it will trick you. Two gates exist. One is deception coming forth from the source of dreams. The other gate is truth, but it looks like deception. The two gates seem the same. You must find your way. Don’t take the wrong path. You must find your goddess and worship her. To escape the illusion, one must worship duality.”

      She pauses giving my rod a lick. She smiles again and says, “I see in your eyes you’ve already found the goddess. Have you found her?”

      I reply, “Yes, I met her downstairs. She’s beautiful and mysterious. Like a cuckoo, she fled from me, but her flight makes me want her more.”

      She takes my cock back into her mouth for a moment, sucks it a few more times, and then says, “Then, I guess you should go find her and stop wasting time with me.”

      I murmur, “I would, but I don’t know where to look.”

      A jealous expression clouds her eyes. Regardless, she smiles again, pulls back from my cock, starts jacking it with her hand, and then says, “We find ourselves in a dream construction; it’s a metaphor. She’s here, somewhere in the hotel, as well as all other possibilities. You must fuck until no mysteries are left unanswered. When I say ‘fuck,’ I mean penetrate reality with abandon, and you’ll understand the universe. Then, and only then, will the goddess' power become understood.”

      As she says these final words, she takes a final lick of my cock, and fades from my vision until I’m left alone in the room.

      I whisper, “Farewell, Nix…”

      The same sense of loneliness I felt at the top of the spiral staircase overcomes me, as if togetherness fools us as a mirage, and isolation sobers us with reality. Dread for the future overwhelms me. What if I never find another partner? What if I never love again? What if I never find the girl with the golden hair?

      My merging with Nix’s body created a harmony where I felt whole. For the first time in this weird netherworld, I understood the use of this human body. I felt complete. Now, I feel empty, used, and shameful.

      At that instant, I hear a giggle in the hallway. It’s her—the girl with the golden hair. I run out of the room into the corridor. Her giggling seems near, as if she stands next to me, but the hall remains empty. I stumble down the corridor in desperation. Where is she? Where is my goddess? A great longing, an emptiness, a void overpowers me. Those familiar pitter-patter footsteps run down the hall, but I don’t see her. I run toward the sound. As I approach the end of the corridor, I hear live chamber music: “Octet for Strings in E flat major” by Mendelssohn. I recall the tune despite never hearing it. I reach the end of the hall to see the corridor empty out into a majestic ballroom.

      In wonder, I approach the platform of a large staircase spiraling down into a giant space. I place my elbows on the ornamental handrail, lean over, and peer at a masquerade ball.

      The enormous arched windows flood the room with moonlight; the light bounces off the coffered ceiling and gives the partygoers an outlandish cerulean appearance as if they’re submerged in a pool of water. Starlight dances over the rich French and European classical furniture, while the terra-cotta wall plaque’s cartouche and fleur-de-lis designs animate into devilish monsters appearing to scale the cornices.

      The partygoers wear Venetian peacock and jester masks with large beaked noses, bejeweled and gilded—a fetish in diamonds, fur, and leather. Like anthropomorphic animals, their masks sport lion’s manes, canine’s teeth, and peacock’s feathers. Foil nimbi encircle heads making the motley arrangements of harlequin characters look angelic.

      The music stops. In unison, the twenty partygoers look up at me with heads cocked left and right. Several moments pass, as the crowd stares at me. I glance down at my naked body feeling exposed.

      A man, the leader of this Commedia dell'arte, calls out, “Mi dispiace…”

      I understand his Italian but I make no reply.

      He switches to English saying, “I’m sorry sir, but we require a costume to enter the ball. An exposed countenance such as yours goes against the rules of the house, even with that rather extended specialty dangling between your legs.”

      Another voice, this time female, calls out, “Let him come. Oh yes… Let him come. He’s just in time. Besides, the body is a costume for the soul, and we’re all naked here despite our masks.”
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          The Ballroom of Commedia-dellarte

        

      

    

    
      At the top of the staircase, I stand looking down at the spectacle. I wait for an entry signal. Moments pass, as the group murmurs in discussion. After several awkward minutes, the crowd argues on without conclusion.

      One of the partygoers yells over the murmur of the crowd, “Let him come in, and come inside me, and come some more, if that’s his prerogative. If he wants to partake, I won’t stop him.”

      Cheers erupt from the party.

      I survey them.

      The crowd seems harmless, but I still feel uneasy.

      Another person yells out, “Yeah! Let him in. Come down here, come yourself silly you fool, and then kiss me like the harlot I am!”

      A third person screams, “They don’t call it a ball-room for nothing!”

      Another partygoer says, “I’ll give you a great big kiss on the tip of your teeny-weeny little—” Loud jeers interrupt the rest of the message. The crowd doesn’t care. They get the gist of the message, and it’s obvious I’ve become the entertainment. More laughter ensues. At first, they seemed to be the spectacle, but now it seems I’m the performance. Suddenly, I feel like a buffet item.

      I descend the stairs scanning the large hall as I move past several loge boxes filled with random people kissing. Masked phantoms, powdered wigs, lavish jewelry, scant lingerie, and nubile bodies convey an opulence, a presence of royalty, a menacing feeling meant to be sexy yet dangerous. This strange party wears a masked secrecy, drinking from the underworld waters of Lethe’s oblivion.

      Judging by the architecture, I wade through sixteenth century Italy made to look like a Greek play. This is a theater of sexual improvisation, an orgy of the senses, and I’m the central performer. Again, a sense of omnipresent knowledge overcomes me, but I don’t know where it originates from, possibly from the future, or another parallel existence.

      Without warning, the crowd parts revealing a large round bed with silk sheets. A trio of beautiful masked women occupies the bed. One sleeps. Two more cordially present their bodies like gifts. Their faces might be beautiful, but then again, hideous demons might hide beneath the masks. In this situation, it doesn’t matter. Sexual instincts lurk behind false faces and luscious bodies create the most important part of this love-in.

      With a gloved flourish, the leader gathers the crowd’s attention. The large hooked nose and enormous feathered eyebrows of his mask exaggerate his grandiose manner, as he says in a loud voice, “Welcome to Commedia dell’arte all’improvviso! We have a special show tonight. One of grace and beauty—an affair that continues throughout the ages. Introducing the lover, the equestrian, the eternal beast—Bucephalus!”

      Applause fills the room washing over me like a bomb’s shockwave. While scanning the crowd, I consider my situation. In this theater, the unveiling of the unknown seems to be the point of eroticism. Secrets encapsulate sexiness. Exposure is the thrill. Humanity thrives attracted to the unknown, and the unfolding of this secret becomes the key to voyeurism. Anonymous participants create unorthodox sexual energy because this mystery needs to be unveiled. Pleasure and sensation become the only bits of information to base our understanding upon. A comforting mystery exists by being unaware of your lover’s true face or the complications personality places upon the erotic experience. Here, simplicity thrives. Body identification hints at enough. When we expose ourselves to our lovers, we become vulnerable. With the mask, however, emotional risk disappears. Detachment happens because the lover becomes unidentifiable—a means to an end in a game with players unnamed. Said lover could be any person, and that’s the attraction.

      I scan the masked faces within the crowd. The anonymity displayed revs my sexual motor.

      The leader adds, “And keeping with our theme tonight, behold the masked debutantes, the daughters of Zeus: Euphrosyne, Thalia, and Kalleis…”

      The gloved man motions to the three masked women, and then gives me a sign to proceed. I eye all three. It’s obvious the women have been made up to represent the Three Charities from Greek mythology. A garden of flesh awaits, but my attention centers on Euphrosyne, the sleeping woman.

      As I watch her, the crowd waits.

      The moment lingers.

      The sleeping woman remains motionless, as if she cares more for slumber and less for an orgy.

      With wanton eyes, the crowd waits for me to proceed.

      The universe stirs with the opening of Euphrosyne’s eyes. She looks around searching for someone. Her gaze scans the many partygoers until her sight rests upon me. My cock comes alive because I’d have to be a eunuch not to be aroused by her. Even with the Venetian mask hiding her face, I know she’s beautiful. She is gorgeous with a tall body and curly platinum hair pinned-up sloppily. Golden ringlets shower over the forehead of her mask like chain-links turning into coins. Her mask barely covers her aquiline jaw, which seems elfish, but it’s impossible to be certain because of feathered adornments. High cheekbones peek out. Her scant clothing is equally endearing. A metallic golden shift, an unstitched fabric wrap, drapes around her midsection. Black fishnet thigh-high stockings hypnotize me. Masterfully encasing her dainty fingers and elegant wrists, sheer gloves end before her elbows. Ornate silver jewelry dangles from her ears, neck, wrists, and an ankle. Her lucent black bra reveals tiny nipples. The ampleness of her bust strains the fabric imprisoning her best assets. Her hazel eyes mystify. Metallic eye shadow indicates she thrives on pageantry. Lengthy false eyelashes escape her mask like daddy longlegs. She blinks coyly like it’s an unnecessary action, perhaps to humor her audience. This eccentricity makes her more enticing. Her lips resemble a glistening Camarosa strawberry. An elongated spine, slender legs, pendulous tits, and high buttocks indicate a dancer’s grace. Her lissome neck matches the proportions of her lithe body and protracted fingers. Euphrosyne is a masterpiece of sexuality.

      To her left and right, her lesbian lovers, Thalia and Kalleis—beautiful, but far less remarkable—undress her slowly. First, comes her bra. Slowly, Thalia unsnaps the lingerie’s closure with her teeth. She lets the skimpy piece of fabric fall to the floor like a hunting dog dropping a dead pheasant. Next, Kalleis removes the shift. As beauty fetishes, Euphrosyne’s mask, gloves, jewelry, and stockings remain in place.

      Platinum-haired Euphrosyne cradles the heads of her sex servants to her bosom. By Euphrosyne’s position, it’s obvious she’s the master, a queen, regal and in command. Her sister’s legs splay out towards the edge of the bed like boat rows churning the ocean. On the left, Thalia sports a long umber mane. Her luscious stockings—lines running up the back like veins—channel a salacious conduit to her buttocks. On the right, Kalleis has lighter brown locks and an equally magnificent body unhindered by adornments.

      Back arched, neck elongated, head pushing back into the many pillows, Euphrosyne lets out a whimper of pleasure indicating she’s ready for the her two sisters to proceed. Euphrosyne’s right hand caresses the left buttock of Thalia as Kalleis licks Euphrosyne’s stomach and belly button. Without warning, the two sisters pop a hardened nipple into their mouths. In response, Euphrosyne lovingly runs her long fingers through the hair of each consort.

      My taking of Nix made me hungry for lovemaking, and this situation is too good to be true. As I watch them, I think, “Miles and miles of razor-smooth legs, six adorable feet, six creamy breasts, nine holes waiting to be filled, and three lush bodies yearning to be worshipped.”

      The Graces pet each other. Hands stroke thighs. Fingers diddle clits. Tongues seek orifices. The trio’s panting becomes a choir of pleasure.

      Unexpectedly, Euphrosyne speaks in an ethereal yet commanding voice, “Come play with us, horseman. Come enjoy Sapphic desire. Enjoy what grace fate has bestowed upon you.”

      I walk past the partygoers. As I do this, my body transforms into a woman. The crowd studies me as I pass. The plethora of different masks creates a surreal rogue gallery of voyeurs. A feeling of intense excitement overwhelms me as my masculinity transforms into a softer urge. Something changes inside me. My sex drive mutates from an aggressive desire to possess into a more passive acceptance. I embrace the transformation from man into woman reveling in the weirdness of the experience. I stop at the edge of the bed and Euphrosyne smiles. I take my place beside her. The lighting in the room changes from a cerulean hue to a rosy red. The trio swallows me with their fierce gazes. Suddenly, the women appear demonic. Maybe it’s a trick of the light, or perhaps a revealing of their true nature. Reticence overtakes me as I consider their transformation. Either way, it doesn’t matter. I can’t turn back. Abandon engulfs me. Inhibitions fall. I succumb to my fate.

      With satisfaction, Euphrosyne says, “Your new body is so pretty, your lips so beautiful, your skin so soft. It suits you.”

      Upon cue, the trio dive into each other, searching cunts for ecstasy. I sit watching them, trying to become accustomed to yet another new body. Tongues bury deep between legs, running along ridges of flesh, along the edge of sensuality. An exploratory darting of tongue action turns into total mouth devouring abandonment. They come up for air with lipstick smears.

      We pair off. Euphrosyne inches closer to me, as the other women engage in another exploratory kiss. Fascinated, I watch them as I try to unravel the secrets of femininity.

      Legs splay out. Flesh moves in quick abundance. Thalia massages Kalleis' pendulous tits by dangling her own breasts upon them. Her finger diddles the other woman’s pretty honeypot. With imperative, she dives into the gash. The acidic smell of pussy tingles her nose. She parts the hood. She uses her tongue to lube up the clitoris as her finger diddles the knob. With abandon, she slides her tongue lower into the darker recesses of Kalleis' love-hole. As she does this, her nose moves closer to the other woman’s bottom. A raunchy smell mingles with the muskier scent. She spreads the vaginal lips wide between her fingers as another digit assaults the trench. Thalia runs her tongue up and down the gash, twirls her head around twice, and dives deeper into the pink. As she probes with her tongue, her ass arches high into the air forming a shape like a sliced apple. Dimples of Venus complete the beautiful composition of her vaulted backside. She attempts to keep her hair out of her partner’s wet mess, but soon her brown locks are damp with love secretions and sweat. Unfazed, Thalia’s hands hold back the labia as she tongue-fucks her sister with glory. Her fleshy muscle disappears and then re-emerges with a piston motion. Then slowly, she removes her tongue and inserts the middle finger of one hand. She pauses, relishing in Kalleis' increased arousal. Then, in a single motion, Thalia jabs her finger and tongue inside her sister’s juicy quim, and Kalleis goes wild. However, Thalia isn’t done. No, she wants more. Repositioning into a 69 position, she strains to reach the spread vagina of her sister, while Kalleis arches her back to accommodate her lover. They form the symbol for eternity, an Ouroboros, the snake eating its own tail.

      While I watch, Euphrosyne leans in close and whispers, “Ooo… Look down… Look down there, my lover. You’re getting wet … so wet … wetter by the second.”

      I look down at my slit and see liquid sweetness glistening along the labia, dripping down the inside of my thighs. I’m turned on completely. However, the tongue-play of the two other women becomes impossible to ignore, so I return my attention to them. I slide a dainty finger into my flower. It sloshes around making sucking noises that only add to the hotness of the situation.

      As I watch, Thalia draws back from her cunnilingus and says, “Oh … my God … oh yes … oh, that’s it. Right there. Play with my pussy honey. Come on … do it.”

      Kalleis obliges with relish. Thalia rolls her eyes back in an “Oh-my-God-this-is-so-fucking-good” expression. On the bottom, Thalia withdraws her lubed up middle finger from the other woman’s gash and quickly stuffs it up her asshole. Doing so, Thalia uses her index finger to double fuck Kalleis while she returns her tongue to her sister’s clitoris. Their gyrations increase with intensity, until the duo falls into a synergy of orgasmic love. They come simultaneously, but the multiple orgasms don’t stop them. They continue. Kalleis draws back in ecstasy, places a hand on each leg, gently pushes them apart, and then buries her face into Thalia’s nether region like she’s bowing to the gods—to which gods, holy or unholy, I have no idea, but I suspect the latter. Kalleis jerks her head back and forth, using her outstretched tongue like a shovel. She digs deeper and deeper creating self-propagating waves in her lover. She’d devour the stars if she could, and with her zeal, Thalia comes to another orgasm.

      Thalia returns the favor by spreading Kalleis' ass cheeks wide and then burying her tongue deep between the ass crack. Kalleis releases a moan indicating she wants more. Kalleis wants it deeper in her ass. Thalia massages the fleshy globes that threaten suffocation, as Kalleis rides Thalia’s face like a hobbyhorse. Kalleis turns her hips inward, presses knees together, and then grinds her sensitive nipples into the stomach of the feral woman beneath. This sensation, along with the analingus, brings Kalleis a few rapid-fire orgasms.

      Finally, the two women separate from their lovemaking. They reposition themselves into a scissors position with legs rubbing and muffs grinding against each other. They kiss deeply as their pubes become soaked from sopping vaginas. Smoothly, they glide and smear. Tongues dart and parry. They rub their breasts together savoring the tingle. Their masks threaten to fly off due to their manic handling of each other. At this point, they’ve forgotten the crowd. Nevertheless, the crowd hasn’t forgotten them. The masked people leer and shout. Some of them perform fellatio on lucky participants. Some give hand-jobs. The two lesbians ignore them. Instead, they desire more orgasms, more wet heat, and more lust.

      Thalia grasps her partner’s breast, rubs her cheek against it, before wrapping her mouth around the rosy centerpiece. After a moment, she loses interest in it, so she switches to the second. Before long, she’s bouncing back and forth between the two globes. From behind, eyeing the space between their legs, I see two hairy pussies, two pairs of swinging breasts, two arched backs—because of the wonderful composition I long to be a man once more.

      The two women twirl their tongues repeatedly, traversing a vast distance between their bodies, as they inch their mouths closer. Finally, after several moments of anticipation, their tongues meet revolving with a few pirouettes, until disappearing down each other’s throat.

      Kalleis repositions herself again, this time bringing her vagina upon Thalia’s kneecap. Kalleis' slit drips wet while she rides the ball joint like a giant cock, almost threatening to engulf the knob. Meanwhile, their kisses become furious. Thalia adds a few fingers up the knee-riding woman’s asshole and this sends the pseudo-cowgirl into a frenzy of curses and pants. Before long, four fingers stretch the woman’s asshole to near capacity. However, Kalleis isn’t done yet. She continues to bear down hard on the kneecap.

      She whispers, “I want more. Give me all of it.”

      Thalia understands the prohibited request her partner implies. Kalleis wants the entire hand up there, the whole fucking thing. Thalia spits at the woman’s asshole with a large glob of saliva and works it around with four fingers. Suddenly, with one ultra-smooth but painful motion, Kalleis takes the entire fist up her rectum. At first, Kalleis can’t move—totally impaled upon knee and fist, she verges upon fainting. Nevertheless, slowly she regains her senses, and desire for fulfillment overtakes her pain. In earnest, she starts grinding again. This time, like a donkey bucking back and forth. On the uptake, she grinds against Thalia’s knee. On the downtick, she pushes her ass far back toward the waiting fist burying it further into her bowels. Furiously, Thalia’s fist works back and forth loosening the muscles of Kalleis' gape until the woman’s ass becomes cavernous.

      As the two sisters continue anal exploration, I focus my attention on Euphrosyne. I fondle her nipples, rolling the small knobs between my fingers. I suck them into hard buttons. I glide past her bellybutton, over the hump of her navel, and into the cleft between her legs. As I lick her cunt, Euphrosyne uses the fingers of both hands to pull my vagina lips apart. Saliva glistens along the edge of her elongated tongue.

      I rub my vagina against her mound pretending I’m fucking her with a penis. Friction excites us. With a knowing smirk, Euphrosyne senses what might come next. Her platinum hair—wild with a life of its own—threatens to unmask her. Her irresistible neck beckons me in every way possible. Her tongue slides across perfectly spaced teeth. The rapid blinking of her eyes arouses me.

      Our mouths linger, tongues outstretched, bounding for some holy spot we’ll never reach. Our tongues press together ever so slightly and a puddle of saliva pools upon the contact point.

      I suck her tongue into my mouth.

      She pulls back tempting me.

      I dart forward.

      She retracts.

      I try again.

      Finally, she let’s me kiss her.

      Then, she pulls away.

      That smirk returns.

      After several moments of ravishing each other, Euphrosyne assumes a defiant persona by beginning to fight me. All the while, I can’t decide if she’s rejecting me, or getting me more worked up. Either way, I want her terribly. I nibble her ear. This action seems strange with a girlish mouth, but I ignore the foreign sensation. I bury my tongue inside her ear lobe. She grits her teeth. I threaten to unmask her, but her play defeats my maneuver. Her manicured fingers dig into my back. Our mouths hang open in pleasure. We roll around groping for an advantage. We pull each other close. We embrace each other tightly, nearly molding ourselves into a single body. I nibble at Euphrosyne’s jaw as her long fingers run through my hair. Through the mask openings, gratification beams from her eyes.

      I draw my attention to the lower half of her body. Without fanfare, I bury my tongue inside her succulent vagina. She grabs the back of her legs under her knees, and pulls her lower body back, raising it to meet my tongue in quick thrusts. She buries her finger into her snatch, beginning a dance with my tongue. She diddles her knob furiously. I suck her juices. She lets go of her legs, uses both free hands to grab ahold of my head, and pushes my face deeper between her legs. For a moment, I lose my breath, but I quickly regain my composure. Doubling my efforts to bring her to orgasm, I ravage her pink mercilessly. As she grinds her hips sideways, she violently whips my head back and forth with her gloved hands. The possibility of whiplash crosses my mind, but I reject the thought. Instead, I glance up at her heaving breasts wishing I had a penis to get hard. If I did, I’d stick it between Euphrosyne’s breasts and spray my seed across her neck.

      In her state of ecstasy, the platinum haired woman looks magnificent. Her eyes remain closed, dreaming of disallowed sexual transgressions occurring in a remote corner of her mind. Repeatedly, she whips her head around like she’s answering “no” to a question only she hears. I refocus on my task of diddling her as I stick a few fingers up her flushed pussy. Working the digits around, I relax my tongue. Euphrosyne doesn’t stand for the lunch break. In protest, the woman pushes my face deeper into her cunt, telling me I can’t stop, forcing my face to become her fucking machine. I tongue-fuck her silly while continuing my finger play. Her pussy’s piquant flavor drives me wild.

      Repeatedly, I pleasure her. To my side, the two other women finish their anal games. They collapse against each other in rapture. I finish off their sister by bringing Euphrosyne to a strong orgasm. Completing my task, I stand upon the bed as the Graces caress each other. I watch intoxicated by the smell of sex in the room and the sight before me. I’ve completely forgotten the crowd, and so have the masked women.

      The trio becomes a landscape of rolling hips, pendulous breasts, and seemingly endless legs. They gyrate with a subconscious beat as their internal meter. Fingers search for entry. Lips invite. Asses and hips grind. Legs scissor. The milky skin of the women contrasts with the blood red of the bedding and the flushed tones of their pussies. Thalia and Kalleis pleasure their beautiful sister. Thalia buries her tongue into the platinum women’s snatch. Euphrosyne straddles Thalia’s face riding it like a camel. She bucks and pushes against her partners. Thalia drives her tongue deeper and deeper into the platinum woman’s gash rotating it around and around. Kalleis buries her tongue into Euphrosyne’s anus lathering it to the point of nearly drowning in her own saliva. On and on, this triad burns for each other. Euphrosyne’s movements draw the sisters inside of her.

      The two sisters encircle their target working their way outward from the center of Euphrosyne’s sex. They seek entrance to her snatch via a trail of thigh kisses eventually meeting between dark spaces. Their trails end in a deep musk-filled kiss. After a few seconds of lip locking, they resume simultaneously tonguing Euphrosyne’s front and back holes. They tumble around wearing the glandular secretions of sex on their faces like smears of joy. Legs like grasshoppers, scissor back and forth, rubbing against each other. Perspiration glistens. Sticky hair clings to their faces. Thalia pulls the platinum woman’s ass cheeks wide apart as she buries her face into the dark opening. They whip their manes around like carnivores. They stalk each other with their eyes. They probe. They fondle. They wish for more. With luscious profanities, they call out love.

      Euphrosyne becomes so wet, she gets lost in sexual transcendence with an imperative for more. The trio works as one presence, jointly elevating the group consciousness by losing themselves in the whole.

      As I watch their display, I feel something change deep within me. Once again, I revert to my male body. The transformation feels welcome, but in a way sad, as if I’m losing some great insight. Nevertheless, I’ve grown accustomed to having a human cock, and I feel relieved to possess the extra flesh once more.

      From her place of ecstasy, Euphrosyne witnesses my transformation. Through pants and moans, a knowing smirk returns to her face. She draws away from the other women and reaches for my rod. In seconds, blood flushes into the prick hardening it. I kiss Thalia deeply. Kalleis fondles my balls. For the crowd, we elevate our sex show to a higher level. Once again, realizing the audience is watching us excites me more than expected. I relish in exhibitionism, thrilled by the fact that I’m the male star of this lesbian show. This experience makes me realize sex isn’t just an act shared by two, but a possibility to be shared by many.

      I mount Euphrosyne and the audience cheers. Her panting fills the room. I’m silent, focused on my performance. As I pound her, the crowd draws in closer to the action. Everywhere, strange masked faces eye our indiscretion creating a kinky atmosphere.

      As I fuck their sister, the two women lick each other into frenzy once again. I fuck and fuck, but my attention strays to tongues entering hairy nether regions. The wetness, spreading across thighs and dampening the sheets, mesmerizes me. The women become so enthralled by their task that the crowd once again becomes meaningless. I continue to fuck the platinum woman. I flip Euphrosyne over, meaning to fuck her in the missionary position, but she takes matters into her own hands. She slides down between my legs and engulfs my cock. I face-fuck her.

      Then, as my cock slides in and out of her gorgeous mouth my dream opens, and a lone figure, Morpheus, the deliverer of dreams, steps into the room from his netherworld. He makes a motion with his hand, dispelling the crowd from the chamber. He makes another motion. Suddenly, a wilted elm tree bursts through the bed and the three women ascend within the branches. I lose sight of them as the tree reaches the ballroom’s ceiling.

      Alone on the bed, I stare at the god.

      Morpheus says:

      

      “Have you enjoyed these daughters, these sexual darlings, these Oneiroi?”

      

      The entangled women break free from the tree and soar on phantasmal wings around the large room’s ceiling. Circling like vultures, they swoop down with venomous smiles. As they pass, I notice their masks have merged with their faces, as if flesh was the real disguise, masking the hideous nature lurking beneath.

      

      The shimmering figure speaks once more:

      

      “Have you enjoyed these darkest of dreams, these women of the night, these gateways to paradise? Then, allow me to reveal more…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The End

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Thank You!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks for reading this sample. If you would like to finish the book, please purchase it at this link.

      
        The Erotic Tales of Bucephalus (Novel)

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Reviews

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks for reading. As an independent publisher, reviews are important for my work. If you enjoyed this book, or if there are ways you think it can be improved, please leave a review.

      If you would like to be notified about upcoming releases please join our mailing list at editor@sublimationpressworks.com.

      For more info please check out my website at www.sublimationpressworks.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Christopher of Detroit writes sincere explorations of the counter-culture in fiction, short stories, and poetry. His work blends the genres of autobiography, fable, spirituality, erotica, and pulp serial. Inside his fantasy worlds, Christopher examines philosophical dualities, transitions of the psyche, alternate realities, and spiritual revelations.

      Christopher is also an exhibiting painter and book artist. He publishes artist books, paperbacks, and e-books under the imprint Sublimation Pressworks. His print and e-book publications are available on several book-selling platforms. His limited edition artist books and paintings appear in collections in the United States, South Korea, and Vietnam.

      A constant traveler, Christopher considers himself an international resident with no permanent home. Although, he still loves his birthplace of Detroit, and considers Thailand his spiritual residence.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Christopher of Detroit

          

        

      

    

    
      The Invisible Histories of the Spiral Mountain (Novel)

      The Marchioness in Red (Poetry)

      Poëtica Umbra (Poetry)

      

      AND BY ANONYMOUS

      

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 1

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 2

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Dalisay’s Wish

      

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 3

      Coming December 2017
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