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My Debut (an initiation)

Basilio Valentino

My friend was in trouble. We were just boys really – we had just started col-
lege –  and Jon was already well on his way to becoming a hardened crim-

inal. I worried about him. I wanted to help him somehow; what could I do? Perhaps 
I could involve someone... a teacher? Nah, that would be too risky. Our friends: what 
could they do? Jon would never listen. He’d mock us, any of  us, it wouldn’t matter.  
I concluded that there was only one person I could turn to: his mother.

He lived just a couple of  blocks away. I could always drop by, casually, on a mo-
ment when I’d be sure he’d be out, pretending I was looking for him. It took sev-
eral attempts, somehow he was always there while he shouldn’t have. It forced 
me to feign I was visiting him. He had this primal – perhaps criminal – instinct. 
He’d look at me pensively as I was sitting on the sofa in his room. 

What’s up with you? He’d say. It was hardly a question.

And then there was that night in the beginning of  December. I walked over to 
Jon’s place through the cold rain. I rang the bell and his mom opened. No, Jon 
wasn’t there. 

I looked disappointed, shivered and ostentatiously wiped the rain of  my coat. 

Poor boy! Jon’s mother cried, please do come in!
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I was informed that Jon’s sister would also not be coming home that night.

Poor boy, you look like a drowned cat! Jon’s mother cried. Please, do take a seat 
in front of  the fire place! I will heat you up in no time. 

I raised an eyebrow. I wondered if  I was too young to judge, let alone fully com-
prehend cryptic innuendo.

I sat down. The fire place was indeed a welcome convenience. 

You could use a glass of  wine! the woman said. I confessed that I was certain-
ly not opposed to this suggestion. She marched to the kitchen in her high heels.

I wondered why she was wearing high heels, all alone, in her own home. As she 
returned with two glasses and a bottle I realised I was magnetically drawn to her 
appearance. 

We have to talk about Jon, I said when she had settled. 

What about him? 

She stared at me with her big light grey eyes. 

I tried to explain my concerns without actually telling her what Jon was really 
up to. I wanted to convince her that she should play a more active role in his life, 
that she should guide him, perhaps even restrict him. But it was hard work and 
it seemed hopeless. I did not know whether it was my inability to find the right 
words, or it was her stubborn refusal to accept any type of  criticism concerning 
her family; it was probably both.

So we had our pointless discussion and drank wine. After my third glass I started 
to lose focus, I no longer felt motivated to pursue our topic. I had warmed up 
and felt some sort of  spell. I was gripped by this woman in front of  me, with her 
large knowing yet naive eyes; her white and green blouse of  what seemed like 
a very fine fabric; her black skirt, that stopped just before her knees; the black 
yet silverish stockings; her high heels. The adornments of  her body, which, al-
though she was in her late thirties, seemed to be a most wonderful thing. A thing 
I wanted to, to... just wanted really. Really bad. 
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She had coquettish half  long dark blonde hair, a humorous face, with a slightly 
pointy nose. Her full lips were accentuated by soft pink lipstick. Nervously I espied 
the swell of  her bosom. Her perky nipples stared quite prominently back at me. 

My palms became sweaty and my breathing irregular. I had no idea how to con-
duct myself. I wanted this woman so much! But I had never touched any woman 
in that way, not even girls of  my own age. I had no experience at all.

So I drank more wine and tried to prolong the conversation, trying to find the 
right thing to say, or do. Perhaps I could steer the topic towards sex, somehow. 
Suddenly a reckless force that terrified me rose within me. Gongs, bells and 
alarms started clamouring as I heard myself  say:

please excuse me for what I’m about to ask, but I would like you to teach me 
one or two thing about...

Her eyes were now great big fog lamps. Was it surprise, disgust, anger, lust? I 
couldn’t tell.

...about what? She whispered.

My throat was so dry that I could hardly pronounce what I was going to say. I 
wasn’t going to, was I? There was still a way back. But I said it anyway:

Sex.

She blushed, then laughed, then gulped.

You’ve got some nerve on you, she finally said.

I’m sorry, I whispered.

We both stood up and I was about to leave when she suddenly smiled.

Nerves are a good thing, she said, a man needs them in his life. 

She sat back down.

Come here, she spoke.

More than just my head was about to explode as I crossed the room towards her. 
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She looked up at me with a smirk. Her eyes gleamed.

Is this what you want to see? She said as she pulled her blouse down, so that 
her bra and its precious contents became visible. She took my hand and placed 
it on the left one. I stroked it slightly, clumsily. She then taught me how to re-
move her bra. I was now confronted with her naked breasts and felt flustered. 
She made me lick them and play with them. I admired their texture, which was 
firm yet soft to the touch. I looked in her eyes – now I truly dared to – and saw 
grey mists, nordic seas with no horizon; layers of  silver stretching into ancient 
times. 

She had become super human to me, but also the essence of  femininity. She 
guided me through her clothes, removing bits here and there, laying bare her 
body. All waves and curves that made me drunk. So drunk. Then she touched 
my pants and said: poor boy, that must hurt, let me soothe you.

She took off my jeans – I was surprised how easily her strong hands dealt with 
the belt, buttons and zipper – and sat me down in her chair. She placed her 
head in my lap, so that her face nearly touched my penis. I shivered and felt cold 
sweat as she took it in her right hand. She caressed it and kissed it slowly. 

Then she looked at me and solemnly declared: 

what you have here will cause you a lot of  fun during the rest of  your life. 

I laughed and answered that it already did. 

She languidly licked its entire length, up and down, but she did not put it in her 
mouth. It was driving me utterly insane. Suddenly she got up. She towered above 
me, still wearing her high heels, her stockings and her – unbuttoned – blouse. 
She looked at me haughtily and ordered me to follow her. I obeyed. We walked 
to the kitchen. There she placed herself  in front of  the sink, facing it. She put 
her hands on the dresser and placed her legs on the floor so that they formed an 
inverted V. She pressed her ass outwards and said:

lick it.

Hesitantly I complied. The whole region between her legs was wet, but she or-
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dered me to make it more so. I was overwhelmed with womanness. Then she 
said: now fuck me. 

Are you not going to turn around?

No, I need you to fuck me in my ass.

I duly complied. 
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Valentine’s Day

Basilio Valentino

A few years ago I was dating a girl named Valerie. Although I can’t say 
I miss her hysterical antics, I often miss her magnificent athletic body. 

And those huge diamond blue eyes. Oh my... I get an erection just thinking about 
them. Yes, God, or Mother Nature, or whoever was behind her design, had sure-
ly excelled in its execution. She was tall, nearly six foot, dark blond (strangely 
enough her pubic hair – the tiny bit of  it she didn’t shave – was so light it was 
almost luminescent). She was a professional dancer and had trained her body 
to perfection. When she walked she moved so stealthily and silently it was as if  
she floated half  an inch above the ground. Her muscles were constantly tensed, 
her back hollow and her head stood so straight on her shoulders she could easily 
carry something on top of  it. 

She was also extremely reserved. One could even say she was cold and arrogant. 
Yet, is it fair to blame her? Most of  her life every man who crossed her path 
desired her, while almost every girl in her vicinity envied her to such a degree it 
must often have caused bitter resentment. 

How I managed to seduce her I can’t quite figure out any more, for I was quite 
drunk, but I must have done a lot of  things right. It was just one of  those nights 
I guess... one of  those rare occasions when all the elements align perfectly and 
a certain gesture, a certain phrase, turns out to be the philosophers’ stone; the 
key to glory. 
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One evening, when she was out, I did something quite naughty: I read her diary. 
It was even worse than it sounds, because this assault on her privacy was pre-
meditated. I had seen her write in it and I was desperate to understand her bet-
ter. Well, I did learn quite a lot of  things about her, about us and about myself. 
The most important conclusion I could draw was that she was cold and arro-
gant... that we were going to struggle. And that I had made many mistakes. She 
hated my friend Jon. Ah, well... she should have told me. It was hard to discern 
who she did and didn’t like. Ooh, she said some pretty nasty things about Jon! 
It actually made me laugh. There were some things about her family, about my 
family, about her friends.... And then I stumbled on the following entry:

February 15, 2013,

Sometimes I really hate Basilio! He always wants to do things his way. 
He doesn’t even want to celebrate Valentine’s day with me :-( He says it’s 
a ‘commercial non-event’ or some such rubbish. But of course he’s just 
awkward about how this commercial non-event will forever be linked 
to his name! That silly mister Valentine of mine. He told me the kids at 
school used to tease him with it. 

He’d be quite confused if he’d find out what his refusal to conform to the 
norms of what’s required of a normal couple has led to! Yes, he’d be... 
but so am I. It was all so strange... I don’t quite know how to feel about it. 

Because stupid Basilio didn’t want to celebrate Valentine with me (yes, 
yes, he took me out to some fancy Italian restaurant on the 13th, sigh...) 
I decided to spend the day with Alicia. I had mentioned the pigheaded-
ness of my boyfriend to her and she had invited me over to her place. 
She was also alone, because Dennis was in Miami for business. From 
the moment I sat down next to her on her sofa I felt something was... 
different. She was wearing her most beautiful dress. Her make-up, her 
fragrance – it was all too much, too sexy. She sat closer than she nor-
mally would. She stared at me; she stared shamelessly into my eyes. 
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And she kept filling my wine glass after I had taken a few sips. 

While reading this my annoyance was replaced by a sudden (and quite unex-
pected) wave of  intense lust. Alicia?! Alicia coming on to Valerie?! Alicia was 
one of  my girlfriend’s best – well, one of  her few – friends. I had concluded that 
their friendship was mainly possible because Alicia was an absolute goddess her-
self. They understood and shared each other’s burden. Oh God! The idea of  my 
girlfriend with Alicia! Too much!

I felt quite uncomfortable and intimidated by the bizarre behaviour of 
my dear friend. But I couldn’t help being influenced by the wine. I be-
came drowsy and more confused. I tried to understand what she was 
thinking. Could I be attracted to her? That Versace black lace dress did 
look awfully good on her! How did she get her hair to flow around her 
body as if it was an integral part of her physique? It was as if she had 
been drawn by Alphonse Mucha. I had often perceived the marvellous 
voluptuous fullness of her lips. Yes I had, but not like this! 

Before I could share these thoughts with her she kissed me. It felt as 
wrong as it felt right. 

I was already half naked and playing with her breasts when she asked: 

do you mind if we let Dennis watch?

A jolt shot through my spine.

I thought your boyfriend was in Miami?! I said.

Yes, he is...

Do you want to record us?!

No, no... Here, watch. 

She turned on the television. 
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If I click on this button Dennis will appear on screen... and he will be 
able to see us.

I realized I had been tricked into this situation. Why did I not run away? 
In a way I had been betrayed. I find it hard to face this. I just couldn’t 
stop. The lust, the wine, the drowsiness; the whole occasion had turned 
me into a complete – ahum – slut. 

So I did not object. I sheepishly greeted Dennis. I let Alicia undress me. 
Dennis undressed too, in his fancy hotel room in Miami. And then she 
introduced her sex toys. A strange hybrid world in which we were and 
were not together unfurled. The toys became Dennis and I became Ali-
cia... or at least merged with Alicia. And we came and came. It was 
raunchy, shameless, dirty, so dirty! But I have to admit it was wonder-
ful. I’m soaking wet just thinking about it. 

 
 Well, that’s nice!
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The Garden Party I

Basilio Valentino

My niece gave a midsummer graduation party. This was a few years ago, 
when I was in my late twenties. I had arranged that the party could 

be held in my neighbour’s garden, which was huge. We organized a massive 
barbecue, there was a dj and there were tents in the garden, where the revellers 
could... sleep. 

It was a party for the young’uns (most of  the were eighteen) and I felt slightly out 
of  place. Someone needed to keep an eye on matters though and that someone 
was me. It’s funny how you can feel such a generation gap while only being ten 
years older; the music was strange – if  not unfamiliar than at least not massively 
appealing to me – and so were many conversation topics. But it was a beauti-
ful evening and the barbecue provided ample diversion. Plus, they were a lively 
bunch and as the evening progressed and the copious beverages being enjoyed 
resulted in increased inebriation, the atmosphere became quite exalted. Distrib-
uting the meat from the barbecue I couldn’t suppress a number of  lewd remarks 
concerning juicy sausages and sauce. These jokes caused some of  the girls to 
giggle with conspicuous enthusiasm, the quality of  the jokes not being such as 
to deserve such relish. 

But I wasn’t going to... no way. That wouldn’t be right. 

There was also one girl who did not seem to enjoy the occasion nearly as much 
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as the others: a tiny girl, awkwardly dressed in an ill fitting puce coloured jump-
suit, with a round pale face which was half  hidden behind enormous, bulbous 
spectacles. She kept to herself  most of  the time and when she did interact with 
someone it seemed that the other person was trying to terminate their conver-
sation as soon as possible. I asked my niece what was up with this girl. My niece 
answered that she was an extremely shy girl who had hardly ever talked to any-
one at school. Nobody really liked her. 

Her name doesn’t help either, my niece added.

What’s her name? I asked.

Trixie Lixivium

My god, her parents must be insane! I remarked.

I instantly felt extremely sorry for the wretched creature and decided I was going 
to to try to cheer her up. So I walked over to her and tried to make conversation 
– which was indeed hard work. After a few minutes I became so bored of  Trixie 
that I made my retreat. Some of  the young girls were all over me, and although 
I was still determined not to yield to their advances, I did enjoy the flirting and 
flattery. But Trixie Lixivium had joined their ranks and seemed determined to 
linger in my vicinity – even if  it did not yield her much more social interaction. 

Ah well, poor thing, who can blame her? I said to myself.

When night fell the company dispersed into small groups. After a while most 
revellers could be found in, or around the tents. I made my way from group to 
group... feeling more and more like an outsider again. While I was zigzagging 
thus between tents I was suddenly held by the petite bespectacled girl.

I want to ask you something, she stammered, but I feel a bit awkward about it. 
 Don’t be shy, just tell me Trixie.

She suddenly looked up at me and said: 

I’m tired and want to go to sleep... but...

She bit on her lower lip.
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What?

Could you help me?

With what?

Well, first of  all, I haven’t found a tent where I can sleep. They all seem occupied. 

No problem Trixie, I know a tent which is still free. I’ll take you there.

There’s another problem, Trixie whispered. 

Which is?

I’m afraid to sleep alone in a tent with all these drunk boys around.

Ah, yes, that’s... understandable. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure everyone’s safe.

You can’t be everywhere all at once, alert all night, she spoke softly. Maybe...

Yes...?

Maybe you can sleep in the same tent.

Well, yes, I guess I could...

It was a request I could not deny. And so I retreated in a tent with Trixie, al-
though I was quite keen to continue partying. Or to at least continue drinking. I 
also wasn’t tired enough yet. 

I talked to Trixie for a while – it was a strange conversation because she was 
intent on discussing chemistry (she mentioned the word ‘transmutation’ a num-
ber of  times) and obscure ancient myths. Then she suddenly dozed off. 

She turned on her side, away from me, with her blanket tucked between her 
arms, as a result of  which her backside became exposed. She had taken off her 
jumpsuit (I hadn’t even noticed that) and was now only wearing a bra and knick-
ers. I could clearly see all this, because there was plenty of  light in the vicinity 
of  our tent. And thus I could distinctly behold her ass... which was stunning. 
How could I not have spotted such a perfectly curved behind? The jumpsuit 
had spoiled it of  course... but now here it lay exposed, this glorious triumph of  
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Mother Nature’s capabilities. I was already aroused by the attention I had re-
ceived all evening from all the girls... and now this. I heaved. My chest felt heavy, 
as if  I was being smothered. I had to open my pants, because my cock no longer 
fitted in its confided space. 

Meanwhile Trixie made light snoring noises which sounded almost like soft 
sex exhalations. I couldn’t control myself  any more and began to stroke her 
divine ass with my right hand, while I held my cock in my left hand. I listened 
carefully to her snoring to make sure she was still asleep. The snoring became 
even less like snoring and more like... 

Basilio

I suddenly heard her whisper.

Terror gripped my heart as I jolted back.

Don’t be afraid... I want you to continue. I wasn’t sleeping, Basilio... I want 
you inside of  me. Take me. I’m ready for you. 

Ah, she had tricked me. Rarely have I been more grateful of  being deceived. 
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The Garden Party II

Basilio Valentino

When Jon found out I had been invited to Trixie’s Halloween party he 
insisted I’d let him join me. I was reluctant. This is likely going to be a 

rather strange affair... and I’m not sure if  that’s a good thing in this case, I told him.

He winked. 

My man, my man, he said, you bet it’s going to be strange! I’m now really 
curious to see this Trixie with my own eyes, after that kinky story you told me, 
haha! But hey, he added with a more serious voice, do you have any idea what 
kind of  family you’re getting yourself  involved with?

I’m not getting involved...

Haha, you wish! You’ve been caught in Trixie’s net. She’s going to haul you in!

No way...

So why are you going then?

I’m curious.

So am I! But let me tell you this: I happen to know that her father is a certain 
Leo Lixivium.

And?
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And, well, he’s probably the most rich and powerful man you’re ever going to 
meet in your life.

I shrugged and said: I wasn’t planning on meeting him. But who is this Leo and 
why do you know about him?

He’s the CEO of  Helios, one of  the largest private equity firms in the world. 

I’ll be damned! Okay, come along. I might be out of  my depth among such 
people on my own.

We decided that we’d better make sure to present ourselves in decent outfits. Jon 
dressed like a gladiator, wearing a cuirass and wielding a shiny spear of  polished 
steel. I wore a dark blue robe and my attributes were a scythe and an hourglass. 

I had never been to Trixie’s house, when we arrived at the address she’d given 
me I knew Jon had been speaking the truth about Trixie’s family: this was not a 
mere mansion, this was the kind of  pompous palace a Roman emperor, or Louis 
XIV, would have deemed perfectly suitable. The walk from the gates to the en-
trance hall took us through a vast garden, all laid out in symmetrical geometric 
shapes. 

We were greeted by a porter who escorted us through enormous halls and a 
great number of  corridors until we reached a veranda at the back of  the manor.

Only then did we stumble on the other guests. There were a couple of  dozen of  
them on the veranda, while many others were wandering through the gardens. 
There was a great rectangular pool about fifty yards from the house; the light of  
dozens of  torches reflected of  the silver, motionless water. A number of  people 
had gathered behind the pool, in a round field which was also lit by torches. All 
the guests were dressed in lavish costumes... not the sort of  costumes you’d see 
in bars, or on the streets, but more chic – more classical. 

Well, well, Jon said, we fit right in! Thank God we cared so much about our 
appearance. 

It was indeed uncanny how we had (half) unwittingly managed to become part 
of  this assembly of  pagan gods and idols. 
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We took a few drinks and tried to mingle. As was to be expected Jon was more 
successful in this pursuit. He was fearless in any social setting, while my slightly 
more reserved – and perhaps somewhat melancholic – temperament made it 
harder for me to adept to this exclusive and obviously extremely affluent crowd. 
And where was Trixie?

Jon was soon engaged in a lively conversation with two gorgeous young ladies, 
a beautiful Mediterranean looking girl named Atalanta; and Rosa, who’s long 
white hair and pearl white skin perfectly suited her angel costume. It was a rather 
unique costume, because she wore eight- instead of  the usual two wings, which 
gave her the appearance of  an angelic white rose. Everything she wore consisted 
of  the finest lace and silk, and the fine features of  her body were hardly hidden. 

A few drinks later things had much improved, as Jon and I found ourselves in 
a ballroom, dancing with Atalanta and Rosa. After a while we decided to go 
outside. I felt my luck had changed, because I had ended up accompanying an-
gelic Rosa, while Jon was walking with Atalanta. As we strolled deeper into the 
gardens the torchlight gave way to moonlight. I began to feel a passionate urge 
to disrobe Rosa and take her there and then. But first I had to pee... while I still 
could. I excused myself  and wondered off into some bushes, nearby. On my way 
back to the small field where I had left the others I was suddenly immersed in 
complete darkness. I was about to start shouting when I heard a female voice: 

Stay calm. You are not blind, but you have entered my tent.

What tent? I was walking on a garden path.

And now you’re in my tent.

How is that possible?

I caught you. 

What?

I dropped this tent on top off you, from the the tree underneath which you 
were walking. A black silken square. 

That’s crazy... hey, it’s you, isn’t it, Trixie?
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Yes, it’s me, she laughed.

How did you know I was here?

Rosa brought you to me, hahaha. Now, as you know, I like being in a tent 
with you. It would please me if  we reiterate what happened the previous time. 

Oh God, you tricked me again! Good on you Trixie, haha! Come here, let 
me once more feel that Golden Ass of  yours.

There was movement in the darkness and then I felt breasts pressing into my 
lower chest. We kissed and my hands slid down her back to her divine behind. 

It’s nice to, ehm, feel you again, Trixie. 

The pleasure is all mine, she answered. Now put down your hourglass please, 
you have no need for it here; as you can clearly see, time is not visible in this 
place.

Neither are you...

Perhaps I wanted to say something else, but I was distracted – Trixie had some-
how undone my robe and I suddenly felt her lips on the tip of  my dick. She 
kissed me a few times and then she took it in her mouth and started to suck. 
She began to hum a hauntingly beautiful tune. This tune and the vibrations it 
caused in my entire lower body – from the tip of  my erection to my upper legs 
and my stomach – had me entranced. 

She motioned me to sit on my knees, without taking her lips of  my cock. Then 
she gently pushed me backwards until I lay on my back in the grass. She man-
aged to keep me in her mouth all the time. Then she moved her body on top 
of  me, gently rotating her mouth around my cock, until her legs rested on my 
shoulders and her ass pressed against my face. It was extra intense in this total 
darkness: her pussy had become the centre of  the universe – it had become the 
universe. Her pussy and the humming. The void turned pink.

I came like a geyser. 
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_
The Garden Party III

Basilio Valentino

I was in a dream world – not awake, not asleep, not alive, not dead. The ultra 
intense orgasm in complete, utter darkness had caused my mind to project 

vivid images in front of  my eyes. Revolving stars and exploding planets. 

I heard Trixie’s voice from a distance. Muffled. 

If  you want to find me you have to come to the maze. To get to the maze you 
have to get through the party in front of  its entrance. But they will only let you 
through if  you dance. And you will only be allowed to dance with a mask. So 
wear the mask that’s laying next to you. And drink the wine I left for you. It’s 
quite special... 

I drank the wine. I found the mask, put it on and then I passed out for a few 
minutes.

I woke up lying in the grass, still almost completely naked, looked straight into 
the moon – the tent was gone. Trixie too. 

I suddenly remembered I had left Jon and those two girls. They had been wait-
ing for me! 

I started looked for them, yet I couldn’t find the field where I’d left them. It ap-
peared I was all alone in this part of  the gardens and so I decided to start look-
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ing for Trixie. Perhaps I’d find Jon and the girls on the way. 

I heard music and laughter from several directions. The strongest sounds came 
from the gathering of  people at the head of  the rectangular pond. Here I found 
an oblong field, lit by torches, in which dozens of  people were frantically danc-
ing. It was a highly remarkable spectacle, for all these people were adorned with 
all sorts of  strange headgear, besides which they were completely naked.

It was a fascinating to behold; all these naked bodies, the vast majority of  them 
young and beautiful, and these bizarre headpieces. I saw a myriad of  animal 
faces – a fox, a hare, a hound, a wolf, a lion, a toad, a falcon, an ibis, a snake, a 
crocodile and even a dolphin – and also a number of  masks that were shaped 
like ancient planetary images – the Sun, the Moon, Mercury, Venus, Mars, Ju-
piter and Saturn. 

I watched this spectacle for a while, then a girl danced up to me. She had the 
head of  a cat. It was quite unnerving, because her adornment was extremely 
lifelike; she really looked like a cat with a human body.

Hi, she said, I am Bastet. Would you care to dance?

Ehm, yes, sure, I mumbled.

Okay, she said, then you have to lay off your garments. Also those attributes 
shall have to remain behind; there is no use here for scythes and hourglasses. 

I did as I was told and joined the crowd. I followed Bastet while she led me into 
the inner circle. Just when we arrived there we were nearly swept of  our feet by 
a wall of  sound.

Metallica?! I cried.

The music created complete amok. In the seething throng of  bodies I soon lost 
Bastet. Suddenly I saw a body I recognized; the pearl colour of  her skin and also 
the those firm, pointy breasts: it had to be Rosa. She was wearing a white mask 
and when I came closer I saw it was a rose. Naturally.

Hey, ‘sup Rosa?! I shouted.
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She didn’t reply, but she approached and started to dance provocatively close to me. 

Please, be careful, this might make things, ehm, a little harder for me... 

She still did not say a word and she did not relent. I felt my dick grow hard and 
its increase in size was correlated to my increase in embarrassment. The whole 
occasion was starting to overwhelm me. It was too much, too crazy, too intimi-
dating even. 

I spotted an empty gate in a dark hedge, not far off from I was standing. I ex-
cused myself  once more and made my way there. When I had reached the gate 
I looked around. I needn’t have worried so much about my own appearance: 
there were more erections, in some instances it was no longer possible to ascer-
tain whether people were dancing or fucking. The music had changed too: there 
were now harps and flutes, punctuated by occasional throbbing bass sound-
scapes.

Basilio, I heard a voice whisper behind me out of  the blue. 

I turned around.

Basilio, come here!

In front of  me there was a path surrounded by high ivy hedges. I hesitantly 
walked towards where the voice seemed to emanate from. The path led me into 
the dark and quietness, away from all the bustle. Then it split. I realized I had 
entered the labyrinth. The hedges were high and the moon was the only light 
source. Soon I was lost. But then I heard the voice again:

Basilio, come to me!

I don’t know how exactly, but I managed to get deeper into the maze. And sud-
denly I at its centre. There was a small meadow. In the middle of  it I saw a re-
clining figure. 

Hey Basilio, I knew you would come! 

Is that you Rosa?!

Yes, it’s me, Come here now Basilio.
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When I was a little bit closer I recognized her. It was Rosa, completely naked, 
not even wearing her mask. I sat next to her and was about to take off my mask.

No, not yet Basilio.

Why not? 

The mask has magic properties. If  you take it off you break the spell. It will 
ruin our game. You don’t want to ruin our game now, do you Basilio?

No, no! I’ll keep it on. 

We began to caress each others’ bodies. I lay on top of  her and entered her. It 
felt so... familiar. I reckoned we were made for each other. She came several 
times but she urged me to continue. 

Tell me when you can’t hold on no more, then I will sit on my knees in front 
of  you, she whispered, then you will take off your mask.

When this moment came and she lay in front of  me, face down, ass up, and I 
finally took off my mask –  everything changed. We were on the same meadow, 
but the light was different. The moon occupied a different part of  the sky. And 
the ass in front of  me was perfect, but I knew it, I was familiar with it: it be-
longed to Trixie!

What’s happening?! I stammered.

I tricked you, she laughed. 

What?! How?!

Simple, silly: the mask! Its inside is a virtual reality screen. That, in combi-
nation with the special wine I gave you, has fooled your mind. I have tricked 
you in order to find out whether you would deceive me. You did. Now fuck me, 
treacherous Basilio! Bad, bad boy. 
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_
The Garden Party IV

Basilio Valentino 

After Trixie and I had once more pleased each other considerably, we 
lay panting on our backs for a while and watched the firmament.

I do feel as if  I am among the stars now, I sighed.

You belong among them. You are one of  them, Trixie giggled.

My head is spinning. I’m exhausted.

Aww, poor Basilio, I’ve exhausted all your resources. And yet, while between 
my legs lies the land of  plenty...

...You seem to never have enough.

Indeed, haha. But let us not linger... besides our own climaxes the party will 
soon have a highlight of  its own. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to miss the won-
derful Monsieur Alembic!

The what?!

No, no, I won’t explain a thing, it would taint the magic. 

We got up and she took my hand. 

We were still naked and we did not care much about it at all. When we reached 
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one of  the labyrinth’s exits – another one than the one I had entered through –  
we were approached by a figure. It was Atalanta. She was carrying a spherical 
object.

Hi Trixie and Basilio, care for an apple? She said casually. 

I was slightly perplexed by yet another strange situation. Somewhat distracted I 
took a bite. Then my nakedness began to bother me. And while this awareness 
was dawning on me more people approached us and someone said:

Hey Basilio, seems you have been enjoying the party too, haha! 

It was Jon, he was accompanied by Rosa. 

They all laughed – including Trixie. I merely smiled uncomfortably. 

Perhaps we should wear something, I whispered in Trixie’s ear.

Yes, you are right, she laughed. We will need our costumes again. Follow me.

She took me to the place where she had caught me in her tent. There I found 
my robes and and my attributes. Trixie went behind a tree and came back sev-
eral minutes later, completely dressed. It was the first time that night that I had 
seen her wearing anything at all... and it was not a bad sight. She looked... fiery. 

What are you supposed to be? I asked.

I am Circe, daughter of  the Sun, she said. 

That’s pretty cool, I like that...

Now we need to hurry. Our presence at the Grand Wedding is required. 

She took me to the place where I had previously been dancing with Bastet and 
Rosa. Everyone was there. They were all gathered around a wooden model of  
some sort of  medieval German castle. 

How on Earth did they put that thing there so quickly?! I asked Trixie. 

Perhaps by magic, she laughed. 

Haha, but seriously, it is at least five meters tall. It must weigh a ton.
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Trixie shrugged. 

Ah, there you are! I wouldn’t recognize you if  I hadn’t picked that costume 
myself, hahaha.

Hi Jon. How are you?

I tell you one thing Basilio, this place is completely bonkers. A once in a life-
time experience I reckon. 

I guess, I laughed. What happened to you after I lost you?

Well... the two girls were in hysterics. They couldn’t stop laughing. They told 
me what Trixie had planned to do with you. Did she actually drop a tent on you 
and intoxicate you with laudanum?

She did drop a tent on me... but, what’s laudanum?!

Oh God! What a fucking crazy night you must have! Jon cried with laughter. 
I’d be jealous were it not for the things that I’ve experienced myself. Listen to 
this: Atalanta and Rosa took me to some sort of  race track. There people were 
actually competing against each other.

In what?

Running. They were fucking running, hahaha! Anyway: Atalanta challenged 
me. If  you win, you can have me, she said. But if  you lose, you will leave this 
place at once, never to return. 

I couldn’t believe my luck and immediately accepted the challenge. Then Rosa 
came up to me and whispered: you are making a mistake. You won’t stand a 
chance against her. She’s an Olympic athlete.

Oh shit. Did she win gold? 

No, but that’s because all her opponents cheated with doping. She would 
have won. 

I knew I was in trouble, but I could not back down. That’s not my style.

Sure, I know that Jon.
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So, anyway, suddenly this massively strong looking man walks up to us. I’ll 
challenge her! he cries.

So they go on the track. Suddenly there’s a crowd, a referee, everything... it’s 
become official in the blink of  an eye. Damn, that Atalanta girl, she absolutely 
destroys him! Next thing: this guy is evicted by two goons. No kidding. It’s crazy. 
And now I’m up.

Why the fuck are you still here Jon?!

I’m telling you right, listen up: I devised a plan. It had occurred to me that 
Atalanta had the same phone as me, the one you always refer to as an apple. Be-
fore we started running I made sure I’d have my phone ready. At the moment 
we start running I text her.

How? You didn’t have her number.

...but I did have bluetooth. She’s distracted by the message and grabs her 
phone. Meanwhile I come alongside, grab it out of  her hands and run off. Come 
and get it! I shout. Then I throw my own phone on the track, just in front of  her. 
Hey, asshole! She shouts and picks up the phone. But it’s not hers... meanwhile 
I run further. Suddenly I see a small round thing on the track, in the darkness 
it looks quite similar to a phone. But check this out: it’s an actual apple, haha! 
Anyway. I pick up this apple and drop it in front of  her. Of  course she stops to 
pick it up. I’m near the finish line now, but she once more almost has me. Then 
I throw her own phone in front of  her feet. She’s thrown off balance once more 
and I win the race.  

Oh my God! That’s crazy Jon. Why did they not evict you?! 

Evict me?! I was everyone’s hero! I had shown I could hold my own against im-
possible odds. They cheered me. I proved my mettle, now I was one of  them. And 
boy, boy... not only did I get the girl, I got an extra one thrown into the bargain. 

Surely not Rosa?!

The one and only.... 

Jesus man, I start to get jealous. 
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You better be... They took me to this tea house. 

I’m not sure I want to hear this.

I’m sure you don’t, hahaha. ...this tea house had a bed in it! Oh, it was dirty. 
Some real hardcore porn right there. You might notice that Rosa’s wings are 
somewhat ruffled and a bit sticky. 

Jon, please...

Aah... you must have fantasized about seeing girls doing all those things with 
and to each other and with and to you. Two tongues on your cock... the best 
thing was when Rosa...

Shhh! Trixie said, quiet now. The Grand Wedding will commence. 

A black haired man, clothed like Barry Lyndon (but with a moustache, a pointy 
beard and a golden staff) suddenly appeared through a tiny gate in the minia-
ture castle. He introduced himself  to the crowd as Monsieur Alembic. He was 
joined by a man dressed up as a fox and a lady in a rather unsettling feathered 
snake costume. 

That’s him! Jon hissed in my ear.

Who is what?

That fox-man, it’s Leo Lixivium. 

Is that your father Trixie? 

Yes... but quiet. 

Two more figures appeared, dressed as cockerels. They placed themselves in 
front of  the entrance of  the castle. 

It is time! Monsieur Alembic spoke gravely. 

The fox-man and the feathered snake woman walked toward each other and 
held hands, like a couple during a wedding ceremony. 

Monsieur Alembic raised his hands and declared with a deep dark voice: 
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Now, you will forever and indissolubly be united in holy wedlock. But first 
you must die. You, who are about to transform, say what is required. 

Then the fox-man said: O Luna, let me be thy husband.

And the lady spoke: O Sol, I must submit to thee!

Then the lady procured a small snake from between her bosom. She handed it 
to the man and he began to devour it. 

This is ridiculous! I said to Trixie. 

Don’t speak, please! She pleaded.

At that moment Monsieur Alembic pointed his golden staff at the crowd – at me! 

You who disturbs our ceremony, come forward. 

Me?!

Yes you. Do it now. You bring chaos. 

Trixie and Jon pushed me forward simultaneously. I was trembling all over as I 
hesitantly approached the bizarre spectacle. 

Divine chaos! the man spoke, unleash it! Bring me a torch! 

Someone complied and Monsieur Alembic proceeded to hand me the torch. 
Then he gave me three daggers. 

Give one to the King and one to each rooster. 

I figured that Trixie’s father was the King and handed him a dagger, the other 
two I gave to the cockerels. 

Into the crucible! Igne natura renovatur integra! Alembic cried.

At that command the man and the woman ran to the entrance of  the castle, but 
the cockerels didn’t let them in. At the same time Monsieur Alembic waved his 
arms and fire erupted from both of  his sleeves. With his right hand he pointed 
at the sky and fireworks erupted all around us, with his left hand he lit my torch. 
I turned towards the castle and beheld a grisly scene: the two cockerel men and 
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Trixie’s father were stabbing each other with the daggers I had given them. 
Blood shot in all directions. 

What the fuck are you doing?! I cried... but it seemed my voice could not be 
heard due to all the clamour. Finally the man and the woman had made it into 
the castle. The cockerel men rolled on the ground in front of  it. 

Burn the castle! The insane ceremony master shouted at me.

What?! No way!

Light it, now! 

Suddenly Trixie held me. It’s okay, she spoke. Just do what he says. He knows his 
stuff; don’t be afraid.

I wanted to run away, yet instead I stepped to the castle and held the torch un-
der the incendiary looking pediment above the front gate. The wood must have 
been impregnated with highly combustible substances, for the flames spread 
so fast it was almost an explosion. I jumped back into the crowds. We watched 
as the edifice was reduced to rubble in a matter of  minutes. Then a large bang 
sounded and a beautiful phoenix rose from the ashes. As it ascended into the sky 
it seemed as if  water came down from its wings. Wherever the water came from, 
there was suddenly lots of  it and the rubble began to hiss louder and louder. The 
men who had apparently perished after having been stabbed got up and began 
to undress. Two ladies quickly handed them colourful cloaks, which they put on. 
With these cloaks they began to whiff away the smoke. 

There is something in there! Jon yelled in my ear. 

I saw it too. Two figures stood motionless right in the middle of  where the castle 
had been. I recognized Leo, Trixie’s father, and the dragon lady, his wife. They 
stood there, completely unharmed and stark naked. 

Behold our King and Queen! Monsieur Alembic shouted. 

Everyone clapped and cheered. I jumped and yelled like everyone else... I was 
amazed, relieved, disgusted, elated and most of  all confused. In effect, I didn’t 
know what I was any more. 
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Then, a group of  people surrounded the naked couple and dressed them. The 
man in red attire and the woman in a snowy white gown. 

Monsieur Alembic bowed and declared:

Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the Red King and the White Queen!
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_
The Tempestuous

She looked at me with those gigantic innocent eyes. I realized I had not 
been truly excited for a very long time. Not like this. The blood was 

pounding viciously in all my veins. The sensation was utterly confusing: I want-
ed her to be happy, to enjoy life, to remain as she was – unspoiled – and... that 
was completely impossible. I pushed her shoulders down. I wound the string 
of  my underwear around her index fingers and made her rip it to pieces. My 
cock was concrete; it was throbbing. I shoved it in her face. I felt the back of  
her throat. She produced strange, otherworldly sounds. At first I didn’t stick it 
in to the fullest, but with every push I felt a stronger urge to fill her mouth, her 
throat; to overwhelm her, perhaps even to choke her. I couldn’t stand so much 
innocence. 

I felt the back of  her mouth. I felt her throat. The breath came from her nose 
holes irregularly – in sudden bursts. Saliva dripped down the shaft of  my cock 
and down my balls. 

I took her head between my hands and began to fuck her mouth. I could come 
but I didn’t. I kept ramming it in. 

The sounds she produces grow in intensity. 

We are here now; all of  time, everything that’s ever happened, it all comes down 
to this. 
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I had to touch her inside. Quickly we had rescued her from her clothes. She 
clung to me when I entered her. We clung to each other, and everything else 
clung in ever increasing concentric circles around us. 

Welcome to my dream, she whispered, then stammered, then cried. 

We reached the centre; was it the nadir? 

I came like prophetic inspiration. 

But I’m really not that innocent, am I? Trixie said mockingly. 

What? 

Me... innocent, uh uh. 

Oh God... back to my own realm, Earth. What was going on? She had played 
her role so convincingly I had become completely immersed in a parallel reality, 
convinced she was indeed who she had been pretending to be. 

How do you do that Trix? I asked.

All the world’s a stage baby, all the world’s a stage.

She smiled.

You know I’m starring in a play, right? 

Ehm, no, I did not.

Oh, no, no-one told you?! Okay, well, I’m very excited about it. The première 
is on Saturday night.

This week? 

Yes... it’s a play based on Shakespeare’s the Tempest called the Tempestuous. I 
play a witch. 

Of  course you do. So, no acting required of  you then...

Hahaha. You really should come, dear Basilio. I will put you on the guest list. 
It’s at the Grand Guignol.
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I never realized this city had a Grand Guignol...

Well, it does. And you will come.

And thus it was that I found myself  on one of  the front row seats of  a neo-gothic 
theatre, watching a play which was as perplexing as it was violent and erotic; a 
lurid dream, set on an island that was not of  this world; a place where even the 
laws of  nature were broken. Trixie was a terrific witch. At some point she was in 
the centre of  the stage, performing a monologue that dealt with the precarious-
ness of  existence. She had been introduced by a choir of  nine angels. And such 
lovely creatures they were! Truly angelic girls, all nine of  them.

The person who did the casting for this play surely knows his trade, I thought.

Their dress was perfectly risqué, I couldn’t resist peering at the female features 
which were being flaunted as they danced. And how did they manage to make it 
feel so... personal? It was as if  they were dancing just for me, as if  I was the only 
member of  the crowd who had been magically transported to the enchanted 
island. Would the other spectators experience a similar sensation?

After the play had finished I got up with the intention of  finding Trixie. Some-
one told me where the dressing rooms were. 

I heard much giggles and feminine laughter from behind a door and reckoned 
that this was were I was likely to encounter Trixie. As I approached the door I 
heard more than just laughter: I could unmistakably discern kissing and moan-
ing. I was at a loss as to what to do.

After lingering in front of  the door for perhaps thirty seconds my curiosity got 
the better of  me and I decided to enter the room. Quite a spectacle I encoun-
tered as I opened that door! The nine girls who had formed the angelic flock 
were in the formative stages of  what was unquestionably becoming an orgy. 
Five of  them were undressing, two were already stark naked, two others had just 
slipped a strap-on dildo around their wastes.  

But now they had all stopped what they were doing and stared at me. 

I’m sorry, I was looking for someone! I stammered. 
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The one closest to me said: please close the door behind you.

Excuse me?!

Come on, hurry up. Close the door. 

I was about to leave when the girl spoke:

I mean, with you on this side of  the door please. 

What?!

Suddenly the girl jumped up and closed the door behind me. She looked me in 
the eyes and then she looked at the other girls. 

Now we are ten, I think that is better, she said.

They all seemed to agree. 

They surrounded me and started to peel my clothes of. 

I was bewildered, but it was the sort of  bewilderment one can’t get enough of.

You are quite the fallen angels here, I said. 

Divine madness ensued. During the next one or two hours I was in (and often 
the focal point of) a blizzard of  arms, legs, fingers, feet, breasts, lips, tongues, va-
gina’s... If  I looked to the left I saw one, two, three, girls kissing each other – and 
me; if  I looked to the right I saw two girls fucking another girl with strap-ons; 
sometimes it was sweet, sometimes it was rough; in many cases a girl ended up 
being sandwiched by either two girls, or by one girl and me. 

I had come several times... but there was no way to stop this. Would it ever?

And then BANG! A big flash. 

We all stood pinned to the ground. Our eyes, which had accustomed to the dim 
light, were blinking. Then I saw what caused this sudden intrusion: From behind 
a curtain in the left corner of  the room, a girl had appeared. She was holding 
an enormous object: a vintage camera with a lamp attached on top of  it. It had 
flashed. 

Of  course it was Trixie. She was grinning. 
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_
The Exploits of Paracelsus 

and other Stories from the Assembled Manuscripts 
of  Gerhard von Bodenstein

Basilio Valentino

When I lived in Vienna I made the acquaintance of  a rather peculiar 
individual named Gerhard von Bodenstein. He was an astoundingly 

erudite man who was specialized in such extremely different fields of  learning as 
chemistry and philology. And he had a splendid sense of  humour, which greatly 
appealed to me. 

On a typically grey afternoon we found ourselves in café Sperl, where we both 
enjoyed an espresso and a brandy, I told him about my own field of  expertise: 
my sexual escapades and my endeavour to collect my memoirs and other erotic 
stories in one, or perhaps several volumes. I then shared some of  these stories 
with him. After I had finished my second story and the professor had stopped 
laughing he spoke: 

it may surprise you that some remarkable discoveries I have made recently 
might be of  some use to you.

I looked at my friend with a puzzled expression.

Please explain, I said.
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Due to the wide variety of  topics I research I am uniquely qualified to study 
the history of  alchemy in Central Europe. Not only am I able to read almost 
any text from the lands which are these days known as Germany, Switzerland, 
Austria and Italy, I am also able to understand what that text is about. And thus 
a whole world completely obscure to almost everyone, has opened up for me. 
Many of  these texts are quite remarkable indeed, ha ha ha!

I bet, I said, but I don’t understand how any of  them could have anything to 
do with my collection of  erotic stories.

Gerhard laughed and thus showed his rows of  uneven teeth again.

The profanities and vulgarities I encounter in these manuscripts are astound-
ing! You will not believe what kind of  bizarre things these renaissance people 
scribbled down. Here, have a look at this for instance...

He took his briefcase from under the table and proceeded to procure a handful 
of  documents.

These are some of  the translations I’ve been working on, he said. 

He handed me one and started to read.
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_
The Exploits of Paracelsus

Theophrastus Bombastus von Hohenheim, better knowns as Paracelsus, 
had been invited by the members of  the Guild of  Saint Luke in the 

northern city of  ‘s-Hertogenbosch to expound his theories. It was rumoured 
that this invitation had been shrouded in controversy. Some said that the man 
was a quack, others said he practised black magic; then there were those who 
claimed he was just plain mad and there were even voices who whispered he 
was an atheist. 

Be as it may, Paracelsus appeared in ’s-Hertogenbosch around noon on a chilly 
day at the end of  October. A few hours later he stepped onto a small wooden 
stage in the guild hall, in front of  a considerable (and raucous) crowd. The lon-
ger he spoke the more restless the spectators became. 

When one of  the guild members shouted that Paracelsus was a charlatan who’s 
words were only fit to be directed at a congregation of  rats in a dungeon, the 
physician answered:

surely it was a mistake of  our dear Lord to endow a pig with human speech. 

Had it not been that a group of  some thirty men who supported Paracelsus, and 
who managed to stop the affronted spectator from running onto the stage, the 
presentation would have been over. But the doctor managed to continue his talk 
up to the moment that he somehow thought it wise to galvanise his arguments 
by burning s copy of  Aristotle’s Ethica Nicomachea. This caused general outrage 
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and mayhem ensued. The physician was lucky to come out of  that hall without 
serious injuries, though it could not have been agreeable to him that most of  his 
clothes and all of  his books had been torn to shreds and that his equipment had 
either been stolen or smashed to pieces. 

A few hours later the unfortunate (or unfortunately obstinate) doctor was sitting 
in a tavern near the east gate of  the city. His appearance had somewhat im-
proved, for he was wearing new clothes – which had apparently been handed 
to him by one of  his sympathisers – yet he was drinking so much that he was 
rapidly effectuating an even more dishevelled state than before. 

Had it not been for the intervention of  a mysterious young woman – who had 
been in his circumference ever since he had entered the city – Paracelsus would 
certainly have been beaten and robbed again. 

Before the physician could fathom what was happening he had been chaper-
oned into a carriage and was brought to a tiny castle, in the woods to the east of  
the town. There he woke up when the sun had already begun its descend from 
the heavens. At first he was alarmed, for he had no idea where he was and how 
he had gotten there. Thankfully his host, the young damsel, who introduced 
herself  as Lady Lucia van der Sterren, managed to make him feel at ease. She 
told him that she was an avid admirer of  his work. That she’d been thrilled to 
hear that he was going to speak in ‘s-Hertogenbosch, and that therefore she had 
placed herself  among the spectators in the guild hall. It had greatly pained her 
to behold how things had gone so horribly awry. 

I knew that you were not safe, so I decided to keep an eye out for you, the 
Lady said. 

I followed you with my two servants. I had wanted to talk to you earlier, but 
seeing in what dreadful shape you were, I did not know when and how to ap-
proach you. It was only when I began to fear for your life that I knew I could no 
longer hesitate. 

Paracelsus expressed his gratitude and asked the Lady if  her servants could help 
him arrange his departure. To which she answered:
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It would please me very much if  you could stay a few days longer. 

I must once again affirm that I am most grateful, yet I can not burden your 
household any longer than I have already done and besides, I was planning to 
visit a friend of  mine in Rotterdam, the doctor answered. 

It would be a mistake to call your presence here a burden, dear Theophras-
tus, Lady Lucy spoke. 

I will implore you to stay at least one more day, so you can explore my gar-
dens. There are many herbs and plants there that might interest you. Perhaps 
you could even instruct me on a thing or two concerning their properties. You 
are also most welcome to take whatever you need that will allow you to concoct 
whatever potions you think you might require for the rest of  your journey. 

The doctor, who was now quite intrigued, could not refuse this generous offer. 

Not much later Paracelsus was making his way through the castle’s numerous 
gardens. He was soon astonished by the enormous variety of  rare herbs he en-
countered there. 

Calamus, Myrrh, Theriac Venetian, Zedoary root, Dittany, Gentian, Angelica 
Root, Kaolin, Carline thistle... it’s incredible, incredible! the doctor exclaimed. 

Besides herbs he also encountered an astounding array of  mushrooms. 

When he returned to the castle with several full baskets he was surprised to find 
nobody in the reception hall, nor in the kitchen, nor in any of  the other spac-
es he had visited. Only when the doctor went to the top of  the castle he heard 
voices. They came from a chamber in one of  the castle’s towers. When he ap-
proached the door he heard the silvery voice of  Lady Lucia speak: 

don’t dally, do come in!

The moment the doctor entered the room he was greatly disturbed, for he en-
countered a scene he – not even he! - was not at all accustomed to. In the right 
corner of  the room stood a painter behind an easel, carefully conceiving an un-
speakably indecent scene, in which as many bizarre, macabre monsters as beau-
tiful bright angels were thronging around a masterly lifelike depiction of  Lucy 
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van der Sterren, reclining on a sort of  sofa made of  clouds; not just completely 
undressed, but in a most lurid pose, which allowed the viewer to stare straight 
into...

Paracelsus looked away, but that made things only more complicated because 
then he looked at Lady van der Sterren herself, in the flesh so to speak, stretched 
out on a sofa in exactly the pose she was being depicted in. Her amazingly long 
black hair swirled all around her resplendent body, but not in such a way as to 
obscure any of  the more intimate parts. Her violet eyes stared straight into the 
doctor’s soul.

The latter couldn’t suppress a panicked shriek. 

Oh, poor, poor Theophrastus! Don’t fear my body; it’s perfectly natural... the 
Lady laughed, and then she said: this here is my friend Pieter. As you can see 
Pieter is not afraid of  me either. 

After this incident it took not just Lady Lucy, but also the artisan Pieter and even 
the two servants, to convince the much perturbed Paracelsus to stay for supper. 

That the artisan also happened to be an admirer of  Paracelsus was certainly 
instrumental in soothing the physician’s strained nerves. Pieter and Lady Lucia 
(restored to a perfectly respectable state) even managed to make Paracelsus lec-
ture them about the herbs he had found in the garden. By the time dinner was 
served the atmosphere had become almost amenable. Paracelsus ate his mush-
room broth while trying to act as insouciant as his two table companions. After 
his meal he felt strangely elated, though he had only had three or four ales. 

He should have known that something was not quite right when he cheerfully 
accepted Lady Lucia’s invitation to have a look at her collection of  paintings. 
And thus he eagerly followed her and Pieter to a large quarter in the middle 
of  the castle. Every wall of  this space was filled with paintings, almost from the 
floor to the ceiling. The doctor had never seen that many paintings before in his 
life. Instantly his unease returned, and more than that, as he beheld the paint-
ings, each and every one of  them similar to the one he had witnessed earlier that 
day. Waves of  anxiety rolled over him and knocked him of  his feet. He fell to 
the floor, clutching his head, while whirlwinds of  hideous demons, lovely angel-
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ic creatures and even more beautiful stark naked women swooped around him 
and danced before his eyes – also after he had closed them. 

When he opened his eyes again, not much had changed, certainly not for the 
good; flocks of  creatures had left their canvases and were dancing, jumping, fly-
ing and somersaulting through the room. Yet there was hope, a beacon of  light, 
right in front of  him... the most beautiful thing he had ever seen, calling him: 
Theophrastus, come here! Come to me! It was Lucy. Her light was so strong 
that none of  the creatures could come near her. You are safe with me! Her voice 
rang. Paracelsus crawled towards the light, praying, sobbing. I will save you 
Theothrastus, come here! But when he reached the circle of  light he could not 
enter. You can only enter pure and untouched, without clothes, the voice called 
out. Of  course! It made perfect sense. How blind he had been! He understood 
and undressed. He entered the circle and held her naked body in his arms. Her 
mouth tasted sweet like myrrh. Her breasts were the sun and the moon. Her 
garden lay before him and he entered it once more. 
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_
The Relentless Beast

Basilio Valentino

From the assembled manuscripts left by Isabella Cortese in Hradčany Castle in the late 16th 
century. Translated from Italian.

It has always been clear to me that those quacks were good for nothing. 
Why does the Emperor still find it appropriate to rely on their services? To 

me it is more than apparent that these self  styled physicians and chymists have 
not mastered the crafts they claim to have cultivated, if  any craft at all for that 
matter. I might be a woman, yet I could teach them a thing or two about potions 
and elixirs. 

Rudolf  is a quaint man and he might not be the sort of  person for whom one 
can easily be swayed to feel sympathy, but I have to admit that I do – occasion-
ally. 

What a scene it was! What folly possesses the Emperor to subject himself  to the 
dubious concoctions brewed by his assembly of  rogues? So, in order to cure 
himself  of  his bouts of  Melancholy he risks his life. Well, it was not quite his life 
that was being challenged yesterday...

I’ll attempt to put into words what can not (and perhaps should not) be described:

When the summer sun was starting to give way to twilight, the court chamber-
lain came into my room and informed me that my presence at the Emperor’s 
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side was instantly required. I was already aware that it could very well be those 
qualities that are so specific of  the female kind that were being called upon. In 
order to be able to conduct my experiments under the Emperor’s patronage I 
have had to accept a role as some sort of  courtesan: it is the only thing I can of-
fer in return for his generosity. The fruits which mother nature has endowed me 
with have proven to be more interesting to the Emperor than the fruits of  my 
labour. 

Thus, as I had somewhat suspected, I found the Emperor in a state of  great sex-
ual exhilaration. Yet, as I soon found out, the situation was quite different than 
what I had become accustomed to. He was naked from the waste down and I 
could see that in these circumstances he was not able to dress. His erection was 
unbelievable, utterly preposterous, perhaps almost one and a half  times as large 
as I had ever seen it. The Emperor explained to me that he had been this way 
for a considerable amount of  time and that he was at a loss what to do as he 
was soon expected to entertain a couple of  eminent foreign guests. I beheld the 
monstrosity between his legs in awe. What extraordinary amalgam of  events 
had made this absurdity possible?!

Notwithstanding that the Emperor was not able to answer me in anything but 
erratic staccato stuttering I managed to surmise that he had been taking a sup-
posed cure for his Melancholy (based on a formula concocted by the infamous 
Paracelsus), and though this potion had indeed succeeded in altering his mood, 
it had certainly not brought about the desired effect. I understood what role I 
had to play in all of  this and quickly began to disrobe. 

It hardly needs be stressed that the spectacle had not left me unmoved. But as 
much as my nether regions were willing to participate in relieving the Emperor 
of  his burden, there was no way to fit this anomaly inside of  me. I concluded 
that my mouth would be more suitable to accomplish the task. When the Em-
peror’s abomination was so near my face I was even more impressed by its gro-
tesque features: a dark red, purple ellipsoidal baton – I could hardly fit my poor 
lips around it! And though I applied as much force as if  I were a daughter of  the 
mighty Boreas himself, it was to no avail. 
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Then Wolfgang the chamberlain returned and announced that the guests were 
waiting and that the Emperor’s non-attendance could no longer be suffered. 

The Devil take me! The Emperor shouted and ordered a maidservant to dress 
him. The girl did as she was told, though it was clear that she was bewildered by 
the situation and her cheeks were quite crimson when she got up and left. 

The emperor had ordered a bucket of  ice water. He drank some and splashed 
his face with the rest of  it. Then, with one hand placed strategically in front of  
him, he strode into the great hall adjoining his private quarters. He invited me 
to come along. 

You might find that my guests and you have a great deal in common, he said. 

He led me to one of  the minor dining rooms, where, to his (and also to my) 
surprise only two guests were awaiting his presence: two lavishly dressed young 
ladies. 

We were promptly introduced to each other and I was informed that these dash-
ing wenches were the ladies Isabella Andreini and Mary Sidney. The latter told 
the Emperor that her brother and her husband had not yet made it back from a 
hunting trip and she ostentatiously apologized for their absence. 

The emperor waved his (left) hand (semi-) casually and spoke: 

Not often in the annals of  history have three such astute damsels such as 
yourselves shared one epoch, let alone one room. Now let us dine and delight in 
each other’s company.

The meal started of  not unlike any other, with the four of  us exchanging pleas-
antries and enjoying our hors-d’oeuvres. The Emperor’s guests displayed a quite 
astonishing level of  eloquence and I was surely enchanted by their company, yet 
I was distracted by my concerns regarding the Emperor’s disposition. I noticed 
that he was still not himself  and only I knew why he was so absent-minded and 
occasionally produced distressed noises. 

Then, all of  a sudden the Emperor jumped up like a man possessed and cried: 
I can’t stand this any longer! Which exclamation was followed by wild grunting 
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and then the words: Please, relieve me!

He proceeded to tear his pants asunder so that the unruly monster was once 
more unleashed. The Ladies gasped and nearly fainted. Mary – the English 
noblewoman – fell from her chair and began to crawl towards the door. At the 
very same moment my eyes met Lady Isabella’s and I couldn’t suppress a giggle. 
Then we both looked at the Emperor’s impossible baton and I suggested that 
we might just as well attempt to do something for the poor man, who was so un-
deniably in such great need. In hindsight it is hard to say what possessed me to 
pursue such a capricious scheme, but I even managed to convince Lady Mary 
to abort her attempt to flee the room. 

And thus the most obscene spectacle unfolded. We had abandoned all forms 
of  decorum and the three of  us ladies stripped bare and mounted the prancing 
beast in turns. Lady Isabella was the first to actually accomplish this and after 
her I followed suit. An indescribable sensation permeated the entire lower and 
central regions of  my body; it was a divine ecstasy that was brought about by the 
actions of  some vile demon who was poking a flaming rod from between my legs 
deep into my chest. I screamed for mercy and I begged for more. Similar violent 
scenes unfolded when it was Mary’s turn to be manhandled by the savage ogre. 

All of  this went on for a considerable amount of  time; we had all beseeched the 
Emperor to stop, and just as many times pleaded him to continue. We were in 
such a frenzy that perhaps not one of  us would ever have regained the sovereign-
ty of  our reason had not finally the moment arrived that the Emperor reached 
the crescendo he had so desperately been trying to effectuate. ‘Twas between 
the bosom of  Lady Isabelle that this feat occurred. 

The three of  us quickly retreated to our own quarters, flustered, dishevelled and 
confused. I’ve been told by Wolfgang that the Emperor had to be carried to his 
bed by four strong men. 
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_
Salomon’s Dolls I

Basilio Valentino

Every time the Prince , the Elector Palatine, left her, Princess Elizabeth 
fell victim to more than just melancholic sentiments. Besides the sad-

ness there was fear: fear that she would never see her beloved husband again; 
fear that she would not know what to do. Of  course, and especially in the be-
ginning, being separated from him was the main source of  grief. She loved the 
Prince intensely and she was desperate to be in his company. Yet other, more 
practical, considerations, began to weigh more heavily on her. These were dan-
gerous times and the Prince was a most controversial man. Indeed, more than 
half  of  Europe was convinced that the world would be a better place when her 
husband was no longer in it. And Elizabeth’s father would not allow her to re-
turn to London; she knew that the only piece she was allowed to be in his polit-
ical game was a queen. She would never return a Princess.

And yet a third, and ever so much more banal, type of  fear appeared in her 
mind. As time progressed this fear, gaudily, eclipsed the others: it was the fear of  
boredom. The Prince was able to elevate her entire existence. When they were 
together they had wonderfully inspired conversations. They also played games 
in the forests surrounding their castle. They would attempt to solve alchemical 
riddles that renowned scholars had devised for them. They would seek each 
other in the maze. And, of  course, there was the endless lovemaking. Elizabeth 
often wondered whether other human beings had also experienced such divine 
exaltations while still amongst the living. 
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And all these things were not there when her Prince was not there. She could 
not stand it. The fear and the boredom were chiselling away at her sanity like 
drunk dwarves. It soon became apparent to the Princess that although conver-
sations alleviated her distress, there were not many in the castle – nor in the rest 
of  Heidelberg – who could confer with her on an equal footing. They were ei-
ther too learned, or not learned at all, and being her obeying subjects, they were 
all either afraid, embarrassed, or unwilling to open their hearts to her. She had 
always been used to this state of  affairs and had thus never attempted to break 
this invisible glass cage that belonged as much to her attire as her dresses. And 
thus, as time wore on, the Princess, spurred by inner turmoil, not only warmed 
to her acquaintances, but actively began to seek their friendship. 

Meanwhile the Prince, a sensitive and sensible man, had pained his brains in 
order to come up with something that would occupy his wife’s mind while he 
was on his sojourns. For this purpose he could draw on a company of  artists and 
intellectuals unequalled by any court except that of  Rudolph II. Could anyone 
have asked for more? The esteemed architect Inigo Jones built miniature pal-
aces for her; Frances Bacon wrote sonnets for – and with – her and the most 
renowned actors of  the age performed plays that Shakespeare himself  had at-
tuned to her taste. Yet her melancholy was still not adequately mitigated. 

Then the Prince decided to call on her old tutor, Salomon de Caus. Not only 
was he perhaps the closest thing she had ever had to a friend, he was also a man 
of  remarkable talents. As an engineer and inventor he was unparalleled. During 
a tête-à-tête the Prince , Inigo Jones and Salomon de Caus surmised that they 
would create the most sumptuous gardens the world had ever seen. An other-
worldly place where the Princess would be completely separated from reality. 
And this they did: the Hortus Palatinus became known as the Eighth Wonder of  
the World. 

During the construction of  the gardens, Inigo Jones at some point expressed his 
amazement concerning the technological prowess Salomon de Caus exhibited. 

Verily, if  anyone has ever come close to emulating the achievements of  Leon-
ardo Da Vinci, it is you, he said.
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To which de Caus answered: well, that I have done already. 

Then I challenge you to build a new version of  Da Vinci’s legendary me-
chanical lion, Jones spoke. 

A couple of  months later several mechanical lions roamed through the gardens 
of  Heidelberg Castle. And the lions were accompanied by many other, perhaps 
even more miraculous objects, most remarkable of  which were the statue, based 
on the legend of  the singing statue of  Memnon, that began to moan when hit 
by rays of  sunlight, and a 192 meter long track on which four mechanical Greek 
Olympian athletes held a footrace against each other.

The Princess was – naturally – very excited by all of  this. She loved the gardens 
and Salomon de Caus became the friend she had so desperately been seeking. 
The engineer was pleased, but also quite puzzled by these intimate terms on 
which he suddenly found himself  with the Princess. She had grown into a ra-
diant young woman who exuded sexuality. When the young Prince was once 
again away from home, situations developed in which the engineer wondered 
whether he could remain loyal to his benefactor. It was certainly against his na-
ture to do otherwise. 

One day this thought bothered him so much that he ran down the hill, to the 
church of  Holy Ghost and swore before the altar that he would not deviate from 
the righteous path. 

When he returned he found the Princess in the gardens. She was sitting in the 
entrance of  one the grottoes, deeply immersed in the reading of  a document. 
When she looked up, she looked flushed. Her cheeks were red and her bosom was 
heaving. The engineer also noticed the unacceptably ruffled state of  her dress. 

Are you all right my dear Princess? he cried in alarm. 

Well now, this is a strange moment for you to find me, very strange indeed... 
the Princess sighed. 

What is wrong with you? Can I do anything to help you? Salomon answered. 

Nothing is wrong with me... and although you should not help, perhaps I will 
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ask you to do so anyway, she spoke with a sudden, unexpected, cheeky vigour. 

Perhaps you can read this for me. 

She handed him the document she was holding. 

From the assembled manuscripts left by Isabella Cortese in Hradčany Castle, the engi-
neer read. A few sentences later Salomon abruptly stopped.

This... this won’t do! He cried.

Why not? The Princess purred: this is where it becomes positively fascinating!

Fascinating?! This is obscene filth! How can you have me read this to you?!

Now, now... don’t get upset. Do you want to stay loyal to your sovereign?

By all means!

Then read me this story. It pleases me immensely. 

With a heavy heart the engineer continued. He knew it would be dangerous to 
antagonize her. And there was something deep inside his soul, a force that could 
have made him decide to leave, yet effectuated quite the opposite. 

When he was reaching the shockingly unwholesome climax of  the the story the 
Princess suddenly told him to stop reading. 

Oh, thank God, she has finally regained her composure! Salomon de Caus 
exclaimed. 

When he looked into her eyes he realized that he couldn’t have been more of  
the mark. 

Just wait... wait until that cloud has passed, she murmured.

So, in fact the wretched Princess has completely taken leave of  her senses, the 
engineer muttered to himself.

A few moments later the sun began to appear – for the first time that day. And 
as the rays started to flood the gardens, the Memnon statue started to groan. 
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Read on! The Princess cried.

While Salomon de Caus renewed his struggle to utter the obscenities he’d been 
presented with, the Princess tore apart what was left of  her dresses. And as the 
Princess touched her most intimate parts – that the highly confused engineer 
couldn’t help observing with half  an eye – she began to join the statue’s moan-
ing. She moaned harder and harder, knowing that the statue would cancel out 
her noise. 
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_
Salomon’s Dolls II

Basilio Valentino

Salomon de Caus, one of  the smartest men in the world, found himself  
in a situation that completely baffled him. He was at Elizabeth’s mercy. 

He had become the most important asset in the fantasy world that everyone had 
wanted him to construct for her – yet of  which no one knew the true, not quite 
innocent, nature. Oh, no, they had not the faintest clue! This was not the fairy-
tale playground of  a girl, but the enchanted land of  an adult woman. And the 
general fear of  witches, which was stronger than ever at that time, could only at-
test to the fear people had for the magical powers that a woman in the strength 
of  her life can muster. 

Salomon was dancing to her tunes, bound by strings he could not free himself  
from. Whenever he really tried to resist she reminded him of  his position. She 
could ruin him utterly. It would be so easy for her. Coercion was not the stron-
gest weapon in her arsenal though, just the bluntest. She played with his feelings 
– guilt, fear, friendship, love, lust – like a magician with a deck of  cards.

But whatever happened... it always inevitably led to a situation wherein the en-
gineer found himself  forced to stimulate the Princess erotically, without actually 
participating in whatever it was that satisfied her. She had somehow managed to 
acquire a collection of  unimaginably lurid stories, a collection that had appar-
ently belonged to none other than the great emperor Rudolf  II. And now she 
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made Salomon read these most inappropriate of  stories to her... again and again. 

If  only the good Elector Palatine had the chance to stay here at Heidelberg 
Castle just a bit more often... de Caus said to himself  more than a few times. 
But there was another voice in him which did not agree with this statement at 
all. It was hard for the engineer to admit that these inappropriate proceedings 
fascinated and aroused him too. It was even harder for him to admit how much. 
He had been shocked and even repulsed by what the Princess made him read, 
and even more so by what she made him witness. It was shameless! These were 
scenes he could never have dreamed of, yet now he could dream of  nothing 
else. The images he procured by reading the stories haunted him; copulating 
couples and strange orgies began to populate his mind. Still these images would 
always play second fiddle to the things he had now seen, and was seeing, again 
and again: the Princess, peeling, or tearing, the layers of  clothes from her body, 
playing with herself, wriggling and writhing. 

And still, still he did not, had not and would touch her. It was the only thing he 
could still do to somehow honour his Lord, the Elector Palatine It was also the 
only way left for him to defy her. At night he cried, as much of  despair as of  
lust... and he filled many a piece of  cloth with his seeds. 

One day, as they were strolling through the Hortus Palatinus, the Princess told him: 

I have often been admiring the marvels that you have created in these gar-
dens. These statues and beasts that can make sounds and move about by them-
selves; truly they are perhaps the finest wonders any man has ever made. 

I am much obliged... but you are too kind Princess. I have only perfected 
what others have done before me. 

Ah, my dear Salomon, you are a most remarkable man and yet I taunt you. 
In fact I positively torture you! Poor soul, I can not help it. I am as much a slave 
to my ennui... and my lusty feelings, as you are to my caprices. Perhaps it is time 
we try something new...

As long as it does not dishonour the bond of  your marriage, I concur, Salo-
mon spoke solemnly. 
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Well, the Princess said, these are exactly my sentiments. 

I am greatly relieved.

Ah, yes, what I ask of  you will be an interesting challenge, yet I do believe you 
measure up to it.

What is it my Lady?

Those Olympian athletes...

What about them?

Could you create one just for me, one that has other capabilities than merely 
running?

You mean... the engineer blushed and could not finish his sentence.

I do indeed, Elizabeth laughed. 

Using the most advanced scientific procedures known to man – a never before 
seen application of  hydraulics and pneumatics – Salomon managed to create a 
mechanical man that had the ability to have an erection. 

The Princess was astonished with the result and much rejoiced. 

I now have a new friend! She cried. He is a doll and what a doll he is! 

As a token of  her gratefulness she promised the engineer he would no longer 
have to read stories to her. Instead, she found someone else who was not only 
able, but also willing to accomplish that task: Baroness Maria Louise Cortese, 
daughter of  Isabella Cortese, the renowned – and infamous – alchemist. This 
new turn of  events was as much a relief  as a cause of  sadness and worry Salo-
mon de Caus. The Princess was still as much engaged in lascivious frolicking 
as before, only now she had involved another woman in her ploys... or perhaps 
one should use the word machinations, for in this case a machine was involved. 
And soon it became so that one could apply the plural, for more machines were 
fabricated by de Caus in order to satisfy his Ladies’ desires. Maria Louise wished 
one too. And then they wanted different types. The worst – and most difficult – 
moment came when Salomon was asked to make a lifelike replica of  the Prince, 
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the Elector Palatine, himself. Once again he delivered; another miracle was 
forged in Heidelberg Castle. 

The engineer was convinced that soon his Lord would find out what was going 
on, what he had done. That would be it. The gallows were surely awaiting him. 

On one particularly dark winter day the Princess called the engineer to her 
chambers. 

Maria and I would very much appreciate it if  you would be so kind to read us 
from the Twelve Keys, our most beloved bundle of  stories. Meanwhile Maria will 
play with her doll and I will play with my husband. 

My husband had become the term, or the euphemism so you will, she used 
when referring to the lifelike copy. 

This was a whole new situation for Salomon. It had been a while since he had 
been involved in the sexual escapades of  the Princess and he had missed their 
sessions, even though he tried to tell himself  that he had been relieved of  a great 
burden. Moreover, this time the situation was even more shameless than before 
– this time there were two ladies! 

Yet when his eyes met the paper another shock lay in store for him.

This is not proper! he shouted. How can the revered doctor Paracelsus be the 
subject of  such a story?! Is there no respect in this world for even the likes of  him?! 

Just read the story, dear Salomon. I entreat you. It is quite splendid. 

The engineer reluctantly read on. And while the words flowed from his mouth, 
clothes fell to the floor. And just as afore Salomon’s eyes could not focus on 
the paper only. He had to see what was going on. And what was going on was 
enough to make any man’s head explode. So many beautiful curves, so much 
lustful flesh, palpitating. 

Then he noticed something strange. Impossible even! The husband statue was 
doing much more than it should be able to. It had come alive! 

Oh God, save my soul! Salomon stammered. 
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The Prince – for it was him – ceased his activities. 

This is too cruel! the Elector sighed. What are we doing to our best, noblest 
and wisest subject?! Our dear friend!

Sire, please forgive me! De Caus cried. 

Oh no! It should be us that ought to beg for forgiveness. You have proved 
yourself  beyond worthy. You have saved my wife’s mind and our marriage. I 
am deeply sorry to have been dragging you this far into our personal issues... 
although I know you also enjoyed some of  it. You must have. You are after all a 
man of  flesh and bone, just like the rest of  us.

Now listen dear Salomon, Lady Elizabeth spoke, as an expression of  our 
gratitude we offer you Maria Louise’s hand in holy matrimony.

And thus this peculiar history ended well, with all those involved in it in a state 
of  bliss. They would have lived long and fruitful lives. Sadly fate had other things 
in store for them. The days of  their enchanted kingdom were about to come to 
an end.
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_
A Pythagorean Tryst

Basilio Valentino

When I was twenty-three I was invited to spent a summer on the island 
of  Jura, one of  the Inner Hebrides. I had replied to a maths tutor 

application which had intrigued me, not because it paid so well, but because 
it provided me the opportunity to find out what life was like in such a remote 
place. The idea that I did not quite know what I was getting myself  into also ap-
pealed to me. I had been informed that I would be staying at some sort of  farm-
ing community where several families lived to together. Some of  their children 
needed summer classes in maths. That was all the information I had. 

After a long and interesting trip which led me to what appeared to be the very 
edge of  the world, I finally reached my destination. And quite a destination it 
was! The community consisted of  five buildings which were built around a field 
between two low mountains. The area was surrounded by wild scrubs and scat-
tered forests on three sides and on the fourth side wild meadows stretched out 
for several miles until they visually blended with the sea in the horizon. 

I was greeted by a tall, muscular man with a grey beard and grey eyes. He took 
me to one of  the houses and there he introduced me to his wife, a sturdy looking 
woman, wearing an apron and a simple dark brown skirt. Their names I can 
no longer recall because they were always addressed as the house-father and the 
house-mother. The house-mother showed me my room; a sparsely decorated but 
quite romantic wooden space in the attic.
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Not much later I was called down for supper. I was introduced to the other 
family members: besides the house-mother and -father, there were five siblings, 
aged between nine and twenty-seven; an uncle; a grandmother; and three peo-
ple who, like me, had found temporary employment at the residence. It struck 
me that everyone was wearing simple, old-fashioned clothes. When the house- 
mother quietly entreated everyone to be silent so that she could say a prayer, I 
realized that my summer experience was likely going to be more singular than I 
had bargained for. 

And so it turned out to be.

I had somehow ended up in a strange bubble in space/time where the 17th 
century had coagulated and trapped an entire valley and its inhabitants like a 
mountain range of  amber. It was expected of  me – it was assumed natural; it 
wasn’t even a question – that I was going to work on the land with these people, 
every day, usually until lunch. In the afternoon, or in the evening I tutored the 
communities’ six teenage kids. When I had an afternoon off – and the weath-
er allowed it – I made long walks. In the endless evenings, with their ceaseless 
twilight, we talked to each other and played board- or card games. Alcohol was 
sparsely available and the drinking of  it was not much appreciated. When I 
tried to teach some kids poker and blackjack I was firmly told that these were 
objectionable activities. Card- and magic tricks were also not condoned. 

I felt conflicted. On the one hand I truly enjoyed the beautiful scenery and I 
was experiencing something utterly unique, plus I had never lived so healthy; 
on the other hand I was becoming bored and frustrated. My frustration was not 
in the least sexual. Some of  the girls were really attractive. And so innocent! So 
pure and untouched! The less I tried to think about them the more I did. Espe-
cially Bridget, a nineteen year old who belonged to ‘my’ family began to appear 
alarmingly often in my mind. At first I hadn’t paid particular interest to her – 
which had been much more due to my being accustomed to the prevalence of  
provocatively clad women in a 21st century urban environment, than to her lack 
of  charm. She dressed like the rest of  her family – plain. She didn’t wear make-
up. Her skin was pale, which is only natural for someone who’s never been out-
side of  Scotland. But hidden under those unflattering robes were the features of  
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a model: long legs, round hips, a flat stomach and breasts shaped like two per-
fects halves of  a small melon. She had long, slightly curled blond hair. And those 
eyes... blue diamonds that cut straight through my heart and made me come in 
my sleep!

One evening I returned from an after dinner walk and found Bridget with an-
other girl in the kitchen. It was quite late, around ten o’clock; everyone else had 
already gone to bed. 

Who’s this girl, Bridget? I asked.

The girl turned to me and laughed at me cheekily. 

I’m Beverly, she said.

Beverly, I repeated softly. Her name aroused me. I didn’t really know why.

People always call me Bev, she added. 

She was a bit shorter than Bridget, around five foot six. She had a healthier com-
plexion. Her chestnut coloured hair was cut almost boyishly short, but the way it 
curled forward around her ears was very feminine. The most remarkable aspect 
of  her appearance were undoubtedly her breasts; I figured they were contained 
in a double D bra. 

Bev is my childhood friend. She’s from the island of  Iona, Bridget explained. 
She’s staying with us for a week. 

That’s great! I said.

Why do you think that’s so great? Bev laughed.

Ehm... well, it is, isn’t it? I answered, you both seem delighted to see other again.

I then noticed a faint smell of  alcohol. 

What have you naughty girls been drinking? I asked.

We didn’t! 

Nothing!
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Yes, you did... you can tell me.

No... please don’t tell anybody. It was just a cup! Bridget cried.

I won’t tell anybody if... you tell me what it was. And: if  you let me have some 
too, I laughed.

Bridget seemed genuinely relieved. 

I’d like some more too actually, Beverly grinned.

Okay, okay... follow me, Bridget spoke, quietly!

She took us outside, to a tool shed. There she took the lid of  a barrel that was 
stashed in the back. 

Here we keep our secret apple cider, she laughed. 

We drank several cups and became quite elated. The girls couldn’t stop giggling. 

Now here’s a moment you have to seize, I whispered to myself. 

It was necessary to start taking risks.

Listen, I said, teaching is only a front: I’m really a magician. An actual magi-
cian with inexplicable powers. 

Like Merlin?

Yes! I can read your mind for instance. I know your desires.

Okay, Bev laughed: try us.

You, Bev, are not a virgin. You have been with boys, but not with men.

Very good, she said.

But you, Bridget, you are a virgin. You would like to be with either a boy or 
man, you don’t really care which it will be as long as it happens sooner than lat-
er. You just don’t know where, when and how to start. 

Bridget stared at her feet and blushed.
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I am right, am I not? 

She affirmed this by nodding her head.

You never talk about these feelings to anyone, except Bev. But – I turned to 
Beverly – You would not mind being with a girl! In fact you have fantasized 
about Bridget – just as I have.

The girls produced some exasperated noises.

Now this is all in the open it might be a splendid idea to do something with it. 

Do something? Bridget squeaked. 

Yes, I said, why don’t you, for instance, give Beverly a kiss? 

No, no way! Are you crazy?!

You can give me a kiss...

No!

Perhaps Bev can give you a kiss.

Perhaps I can, Beverly spoke with a voice that suddenly sounded quite husky.

Bridget seemed paralysed while her friend approached her and proceeded to 
plant a gentle kiss, half  on her left cheek and half  on her lips. 

This is so crazy! Bridget whispered when the kiss was over.

Would you rather go back to Pythagoras? I said.

Yes! No! Eh –  what?

Yesterday we were still discussing Pythagoras.

Oh yes, well, maybe that would be... I’m confused.

We find ourselves in a situation where Pythagoras’ theorem might prove rath-
er useful, since we are forming a most interesting triangle at this very moment 
– of  two sides it has been proven what their exact position is and to what lengths 
they will go. Now the third side is still an unknown factor. Will the other two 
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sides be able solve this equation? 

Bridget stared at me in disbelief. She fumbled with her hands. 

It is apparent that the two known sides must exponentially increase their efforts, 
I said while winking at Bridget. 

Maybe we should both give her a kiss, simultaneously, Bridget whispered.

We did that. First we kissed her on one cheek each. Then we kissed her on the 
left and right side of  her mouth. With the third kiss Bev stuck out the tip of  her 
tongue and licked the other pairs of  adjoining lips. 

You are very, very beautiful, dear Bridget, Beverly whispered softly.

...And you are very, very naughty, Bridget answered hardly audible. Then she 
looked at me and said: and you are a very bad teacher!

Not at all! I exclaimed, I am finally in my element. Now you can enjoy the 
most profound part of  my teaching!

The energy was right. Beverly and I were by now operating in sync. We both 
kissed and licked Bridget just under her earlobes. Together we untied her bra. 
We admired her milky breasts, stroked them, kissed them, licked her nipples. We 
untied her skirt and did not linger to deliver the coup de grâce straight after: we slid 
her knickers down her legs. 

What a beautiful triangle! Bev remarked. 

Her pubic hair was light as sun rays. She had not shaved it (an idea which would 
probably have never occurred to her), but it would have been completely unnec-
essary. It was indeed a perfect triangle. 

This is so crazy and so unfair. I’m completely naked and I’m the only one! 
Bridget moaned.

Ssst! Her friend said while she placed her index finger on Bridget’s mouth. 
She instructed Bridget to sit on a workbench and open her legs. The most beau-
tiful, delicate pink rose unfolded. 
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Now we see who’s actually the very, very naughty one! How wet she is! Bev 
exclaimed. 

Touch yourself  for us.

I don’t know... I’m shy... the poor creature murmured. 

Bev picked up a rubber hammer and held its handle close to Bridget’s face.

It’s either your fingers, or this! She declared.

Oh no! Oh my God! Bridget stammered. It was mere play-acting – it was obvi-
ous that by this time she was enjoying the game as much as us. And so she began 
to masturbate for us. Just when she was starting to climax Bev told her to stop.

I’ve changed my mind, she said, you are going to get the hammer anyway! 
Teacher, do you happen to have any condoms on you?

I always do. Thank God I had several at that moment. 

Beverly slipped the condom over the rubber handle. She added some saliva and 
began to penetrate her friend. Bev had to act with care, which she did, but after 
a while she could move the conversed hammer in and out smoothly. Bridget’s 
sighing, moaning and yammering grew louder and louder.

Perhaps it’s better if  I place my hand over her mouth before we start to wake 
people up, I said. Thus I sat down next to Bridget on the workbench and smoth-
ered her sobs with my right hand. I put my left arm around her and played with 
her breasts while Bev was fucking her vigorously with the handle. Bridget bit my 
hand when she came.

Not longer after that we were all naked. The girls had switched positions and 
Beverly was now laying on the bench. Bridget had climbed on top of  her and 
she shamelessly pushed her pussy onto Bev’s face. I had placed myself  in front of  
Bev’s opened legs and began to fuck her. While I was doing this Bridget moved 
her head towards mine and we French kissed. When we stopped kissing for a 
few seconds I groaned: 

this is the best triangle yet...

Bridget laughed. Her saffire eyes were moist and yet they twinkled. For a mo-
ment I forgot who I was. 
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