~mmm e VENUSO~N~Vibrator, even



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus@-N-vibrator, even ©1995/2023 Joseph Nechvatal

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, inc]uding
information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except in the case of a reviewer, who may
quote briefpassages embodied in critical articles or in a review. Special thanks to Virginia Reynosa for reviewing the Spanish portion

of the text.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Original cover design by Kimberley Palsat, based on licker OtO, even (2000) painting maquette by Joseph Nechvaral

Interior layout by Kimberley Palsat

ISBN: 978-1-7781566-7-0

Ee=

=
&



{es Bacchanales de Venuso™n"Endless
Of Euphoric Tove Programs and a Hundred Other Thinga

Joseph Nechvatal

Alberta, Canada



giclée vOluptas finO (maxism)



~*~

Part One

Headsex 101 : Decadence >< Divinity

It is invariably enchanting to wake up in an unfamiliar bedroom. The allure of the novel wallpaper, the
unfamiliar pictures, the disposition of the windows and doors—all faultily grasped in the obscure light of
nightfall—reveal themselves upon opening one’s eyes the following morning. In this mood, in this fancy, it is
thoroughly delectable for me to recall for you last evening’s soirée, when the fervent bacchanal of
Venus©~n~ commenced.

From the window, I can catch a glance of the enormous erotic terrace where the extravagant offering had
been enacted. Such leisurely, delicate, and superbly exquisite attention was paid to my loving contraption
last night. Every scintillation was amorous.
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Venus©~n~Endless~10ve Systems * Ruination Rumination #1

A lovely pallid incandescence had illuminated the entire garden terrace of Lysistrata, the summertime site of
Venus©~n~10ve Systems, located in the lowlands of southern France. Beyond the long, wide stairs
stretch the gardens, elaborately punctuated with placid lakes and strewn with a profusion of flamboyant
flowers, wax marionettes, grottos, and garden gods. Last evening, everything (and everybody) took on a
strange tinge from the soft radiance of the summer moon and the tender candlelight of the féte. We—that
being thirty-five other stock-holding guests/users and me—were assembled for the launching banquet of

some supplementary VR software developed by our amiable hostess Venus©~ni~. New immersive net
software ~ known for its panache, elegance, and decadence ~ to go along with her fashionable full-body
immersion sex suits, which were being marketed under the logo Venus© i (0ve Syotema. For this special
night, Venus@©~1~ had the banquet tables arranged adjacent to the principal fountain, close to the steps of
the fifth terrace, in a semi-circular configuration, covered with white and gold trimmed linen and strewn
with irises, roses, daffodils, lilies, and little amorous packets. Abundant golden candlesticks were festooned
with grotesquely attenuated satyrs carved in silver and ivory. Some over five feet high bore large single
candles, which flared, phallic-like, over the feast. Others were hung with dainty petticoats of lusty, dripping
white wax organized in crescents and cruciforms. Those on pedestals of blue-veined marble were carved in
sugar configurations of sexing goddesses. Shell-shaped vases of extravagant fruits and flowers hung about
and burst over the edges without restraint. The surrounding olive trees, looped with flowery sashes, stood
silent and frail next to pretty rose bushes, which wound and twisted superbly over an intricate trellis in the
shape of a tangled heart.



How decorous and inviting it all was, and what voluptuous memories from that night and the day that
preceded it...

They pervade my frothing and quivering libido.

We guests had been seated about casually and were caught up in the resonant ambiance of the evening,
swaying our heads slightly to the seductive rhythms of the mellifluous Dolores Agujeta Flamenco music that
softly yet firmly filled the gracious spring breeze, nursing our aperitifs and chatting about the 1st century B.C.
sculpture, La Vénus d’Arles, that was found in 1651 by men digging a hole for a well. A frockless Venus©~fi~
teased me shamelessly with exquisite and impudent flirtations as the sumptuous feast commenced to be
served by her attending satyrs, all of whom were dressed in blue ruffled silk. And an exquisite and majestic
menu it was ~ dedicated to Aubrey Beardsley’s unfinished erotic novel, Venus and Tannhduser. It began
with a peculiar small portion of dorade bouille sauce du Maréchal de Soubise, followed by a ragotit aux
langues de carpes, then ramereaux a la charniere, ciboulette de gibier a I’espagnole, paté de cuisses d’oie aux
pois d’Avignon, queues d’agneau au clair de lune, the astonishing artichauts a la Grecque, the charlotte de
pommes, and the bombes a la marée, and concluded with a selection of American ice creams.

After the feasting, fruits and fresh wines had been brought in by a troupe of woodland creatures, decked out
in skimpy green leaves and all sorts of spring flowers. Suddenly, to the music of pipes and drums and
clapping hands (Your Eyes Are Like A Cup Of Tea by The Master Musicians of Jajouka from the Brian Jones
Presents: The Pipes of Pan at Jajouka LP, to be exact), a throng of satyrs stepped out from the recesses of
the woods, bearing in their hands brown nuts, pink flowers, and black roots to heap upon the altar of the
mysterious Pan that stood in the midst of the terrace. From the hills came shepherds and shepherdesses,
leading their flocks and carrying garlands of red spring buds and rolled joints. At this point, a rustically
dressed Venus©~ii~, pink-robed and venerable, came slowly across the terrace, followed by a dancing choir
of radiant, lovely young ladies harmoniously dressed in chic black Saint Laurent. Though Venus©~ti~’s
essence is complex, slippery, maddening, troubling, and enthralling, her entrance was simple and quaint and
quite well received.

As eventual stillness and silence overcame the music and dancing, the sensual scent of vanilla filled the air,
and she, after dropping a curtsy, began her first homily concerning her techno-pataphysical enterprise ~
Venus©~n~l0ve Systems ~ with these erudite and comely words:

Chers Amis. The enormous expansion of my Venus©~in~1Ove sex sensation allows us the opportunity to
trace the movement of society’s passage from the dissolution of personal romantic sentiment into its
regeneration as collective abstraction. Mine is a cybersex designed as critical social theory, as meta-idea, as
sign-vehicle, as representation of harvested inner mental states, as ideas about the history of the discourse of
love, as a hobby horse, and as a source of archeological information about sex writ large. The erecting of my
Venus©~1i~10Ove Systems has been driven by a world-wide erotic renewal of desire brought about through
the internetted production, representation, and distribution of every possible sexual craving. Far from sexual
fantasy being limited to a single ordinary human dream, passion has now become collective, thus a
sentiment less devout to the lonely night and more technologically promiscuous. This electrically collected
and connected world of sex de facto criticizes the discourse of traditional singular analog rapport, even as
such subjective hot meat affection still functions as the standard, measuring the distance and difference to

which simulated sex sentimentality goes by indicating from whence it has come.

Therefore, I call for an end to the blunders of ham-handed human love, which routinely holds our fragile
sexual passions in a state of locked earthly existence.

There was some brouhaha and raised eyebrows, but she had our rapt attention. After some brisk applause,
she continued while twelve arrows flew directly to my heart.



Part of the anti-transubstantiation process that has limited the experimental conception of Venus©~fi~10Ove
Systems is the institutionalized paths sexual love has been permitted to take in the recent past. As long as
love is conceived of as only a vehicle for natural sexuality and the meaning of “natural” remains unexamined,
sexual love’s personification will remain the very embodiment of society’s resistance to transformation. My
new Venus©~n~l0ve programs offer no such resistance in those terms. The natural significance of our
passion lies in how we choose to activate it.

Portraying my proposed paradise of love, which only your own personal woo may open, consists of a dynamic
cluster of sentimental and sexual operations. As I shift from woman to woman and you from man to man,
new erotic elements are found in the very fabric of our cultivation. Until lazy lovers abandon their presumed,
uncritical, and unexamined definitions of natural disposition and instead consider closely the slow and low
uses of erotic-robotic elements, sexual love will continue along its pathetic path of atrophy into the merely
topical. Until we extricate nature from being the pragmatic agent of depicted meaning, you will never gain a
critical and useful sense of the excess of sex, which is the way to eliminate the political closure of libidinous
liberty.

An unapologetic release into the connected world of spontaneous lust is my deus ex machina.
Polite but extensive applause as she ordered the moon temporarily not to shine.

Merci. My French Touch simulated Venus©~ii~lOve Systems will irrevocably collapse the inherited meaning
of human love into a more inclusive and available sense of passion, a more dynamic synthetic sense of sexual
experience. I will therefore provide our discontented, disconnected society with the eternally connected love
and fulfillment it craves and deserves. When the seasons change, this love will never grow cold but will
warmly flicker on, steady as a Bali gamelan.

More brouhaha and prolific applause and cheering. She was now wearing a gold collar around her neck and
nothing more. I could smell saffron swirling about.

Confusion and bravo stirred in me as I slipped deeper into an immersive world made up of clouds and
shadows of clouds.

~N~N S~~~ A~N~N~NA~N~N~AN~N~SN~A~N~S~SN~S~S~S~S~S~S~SS~S~
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This inaugural recollection ~ still vibrating with a childlike fuzzy and dreamy indulgence ~ wanders slightly
to the villa’s bedroom walls with their sumptuous decor, and I can feel myself wobble some in its cavity,
owing to last night’s revelry. The walls, scattered with pale blue satin, harness in little silver frames pictures
of nymphs and heroes acting out a variety of unfathomable sexual performances in either a Sicilian
landscape, or upon the azure shores of Aegean waters, or in a sordid East Village New York City tenement
apartment. They seemed like idealized fragments from my own dirty, dynamic memory.

From the ceiling, angelic divinities make as if to pelt garlands of roses at me.
The floor is covered with a fat, piled carpet as blue as the Mediterranean Sea at midnight. Deep, as is
Venus©~n~ herself, I suppose.

Does Venus©~ii~ have the capability, I wonder, to fashion this new pattern of human-machine affection of
which she speaks? She professes to furnish society with the software and interface rigging needed for a
virtual transformation into what she calls a “hyper-horizontal-happy life,” where we all become blissfully



compatible sexual personalities, emancipated to navigate all sexual borders, disintegrate, and transform
ourselves out of our own petrified singular sexual identities into the sexy, perky peccadillos we wish to
imagine ourselves to be.

Of her boy-O-boy love machine, I was glad to have heard her speak so touchingly and with such deep
delicacy.

At that point, I felt like a groovin’ ravisher about to act out some unfathomable, risqué, multi-sexual act,
emancipated to ford human anthropocentric sexual frontiers and burst out of my specific identity into that of
a bull, horse, or peacock, just as I have frequently imagined myself doing when engaged in sexual union. It is

this sense of inhabiting a new corporeality in obbligato that is entirely unnatural, preposterous, and
variegated, that holds for me some theoretical importance when uncovering the idealized desires and
onanistic qualities of the immersive Venus©~fi~ VR art experience.

The notion stirred me, and I began craving to flick once more over her extended rosy pink bud with my quick
tongue-tip and drip heavy ornamental waters onto that joli derriere. Ah, to kiss the moist and scented trap of
Venus©~n~.

All T needed was one more night alone with her to show her how much I really cared. I love you,
Venus©~ni~. I really do. I need you. I will never make you cry, I whispered aloud.

~~~~~ O~~~~~
Then I locked the door. Ran a hot bath. Lit a fat white candle. Disappeared.

My memories of the ball were beginning to turn me affectionate. My most cherished moment was when the
scarcely robed satyrs stepped hither and thither, elegantly distributing more rare wines and mysterious
potions to us. Venus@©~n~ looked tres belle. Every scrap of her body was adorned with thin, white, burning
candles as she perched upon the painted phallus god in the garden, her eyes closed, resting a spell after
beginning her eloquent oration.

Yet the honey bunny seemed a bit tryst. I couldn’t guess why. The newer, faster, and vastly improved VRnet
computer technologies had been preparing the hypermedia infoworld for full global virtual reality
connectivity to her French Fantasy Farce Sex Cabaret ~ a teledildonic desire machine given full Al
virtual reign. As she herself had so often said in her promotions: When we are in VR cybersex, if we are
leaving the earthly sexual tactility for one another behind, it is not in order to dematerialize our desire but to
inhabit a new corporeality that is almost totally artificial, bizarre, and protean. The Venus©~ni~ changeful
cyberlover is no longer concerned with the engendering of another person’s satisfaction alone but with the

fabrication of a private onanistic visceral hypersex paradise.

Indeed, Venus©~n~ software creates hypersex in the hyperbody of blissed-out imagination. Just think about
her post-birthright sex machine as an interface where the operator of the bodyware has semi-volitional
control over various electronic devices directly linked to the genital-nervous system’s network of signals.
These moist bio-controllers provide direct information channels between the human muscles, eyes, genitals,
brain, and the internetted visual VR immersive worlds where the unfettered frolic of computer-assisted
sexual imagination can really fly high.

It is the development of this wet VR bi-bio-sex interface network, connected to her erotic software archive,
along with her hot connectivity designer fashion garments, that make up Venus©~ii~’s primary



product/service base. The cool part is that her interface menus are contingent upon personal sexual
predilections. It is in this sense that I say that Venus©~1fi~’s programs construct a cybernetic system by
which the flower of full cybersex is sired. The degree to which the correlation is “human” is of very little
significance. It is personal. The anthropological value of the feelings generated resides in the interpretation
of each human heart.
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Part Two

Body and Soul >< Generative [Ove Systems
and the fimorous Encounters that Took Place

Combining the Critique of the Subjeclivily of
Tove with Possibilities of Techno-Cullure in
Search of Tulfillment and Happiness

After recovering her strength and mercurial vigor, Venus©~n~ had playfully become intimate with an empty
champagne bottle on top of the table and was pretending to be a dandy dog, prancing from couch to couch on
all fours, biting and barking and licking everyone’s faces and behinds in a terribly funny revolt against
reason. One of her candy gamesters had secretly crept about, dropping strawberry love philtres into the
guests’ champagne glasses. In a state of elevated stimulation, they then stripped and put on each other’s
things and rubbed honey all over the naked shepherdesses and shepherds, rolling them over and over in
sugar and kissing them passionately, making their upper lips curl and tremble with excitement. The song Je
t'aime... mot non plus, as sung by Serge Gainsbourg and Brigitte Bardot plays, and the aroma of ginger fills
the cool breeze.

Feeling a good buzz, I loved Venus©~1i~ just then with a temptation-determination I had never allowed
myself to feel before. I felt permitted to baptize my filthy mind in the post-historical, cool waters of her
sacred-ready cunt. So I adored Venus©~ii~ all over and buried my face in her mounds and folds, ravishing
her, crushing her in my arms, and experiencing an ancillary and enticing frisson with the destruction of my
naiveté.

By this time, other guests had also started acting unrestrained; each began tormenting a satyr or shepherdess
or something. Me... I took the preliminary courtly steps towards deflowering Venus©~n~. Her wonderful
dream face, with eyes full and green-blue-black and puffy blue-rimmed hemispheres beneath, was thrown

way back, sunning in the joy of sweaty abandonment. Machine a plaisir, meet my piéce de résistance, 1
moaned/exclaimed. My penetrating solidity burst unhindered through her silky flesh portal ~ thrust in
bravely up to the hilt ~ Oui Oui ~ eventually saturating Venus@©~ni~ with an ardent broth. Heard around us
were gasps of new joys brought by new toys ~ for the pleasures we experienced were almost too keen for our
convoluted temperaments.
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At the same time, I looked around and noticed that we were being observed. Unhindered, the surrounding

ladies tingled with excitement and frolicked like young lambs in a fresh meadow, laughing immoderately at
the passion and disorder and commotion that engulfed us. What a delicious démodée dopamine piece de
décadence! Venus©~fi~ squealed, or so I recall. My hyperreal VLS @Love Organ responded like a
flatterer which thrives by feeding on females, thus remaining hidden from first-order emotional defenses.

Exhausted and spent, Venus©~ii~ and I were only able to continue our love play by relaxing every muscle
and abandoning ourselves to the passive joys, yielding utterly to the ardent embraces of the intoxicated
satyrs who waxed fast and furiously, playing roughly and passionately with us and the members of our party
the Duchesses and Marquises, Princesses and Dukes and Marshals and a previous Prince, ravishing and
stretching and rumpling and crushing us beneath their interminable vigorous phallic intentions. The
inflamed woodlanders bit at her smooth white thighs, nuzzled wildly in her crevices, and sat astride all the
women’s chests and consummated frantically with their bosoms: pinching, sucking, and enticing the
elongated nipples as they whelped, beside themselves with pleasure. Oui Oui Oui! High up in the heavens,
the moon was back on and had fully mounted, filling our incident with warmth and colour and complicated

blurriness.

Through it all, a string orchestra kept playing a transcribed cello-heavy version of John Coltrane’s free jazz
track Venus (off his Interstellar Space 1974 studio album). They leaned strongly into the sustained vibrato.
O P R

Venus©~ni~ was, by now, in disarray, with hair falling loose, her eyes soft, delicious, tired, and swollen, and
her body nervous, responsive, and impassioned. As I scratched my nuts, Venus©~ii~, in this excessively
vibrating state and with astonishing flair, began her second amorous oration to the amassed (amazed)
romantics in a voice both silvery and affectionate.

Excuse me, all you banging bounders, but I want to tell you about my most recent program, which is now
ready for marketing and which will, without fail, transpOrt you, the user, to the brink and beyond of falling
deeply in love. Oui, it’s true. I'm not speaking of an accustomed kind of love—the kind that you have known

in the past and have been disappointed with. I'm speaking about my new hubbub monumental,
superabundant, Whole Lotta Love Program.

The five note introduction to the Led Zeppelin song, Whole Lotta Love, loudly plays over and over as golden
glitter falls from above.

Wwith Whole Lotta Love, Venus©~fi~10ve Systems brings you the chance to harvest your hidden,
overwhelmingly beautiful, deep desires and bring them to a light-headed, heavy metal reality. With Whole
Lotta Love, you can even overflow your inventory of desires and, oui, flow with the construction and
reconstruction of your sexual fantasies, accompanied by full-body fluid sensations, of course.

She winks and laughs at me like the dangling flowers, as she knows too much to argue or judge. Amazed
cheering followed, and a few screams of passion were released.

But some online VR sex services, especially the large commercial ones, censor what VRsex immersion
programs they will allow the public access to. We know which sites in my program menu have been encoded
or blocked. All of the following VE (Virtual Environment) SeXites in my freedom of expression menu have

been curtailed to some extent.

They have obstructed or ghosted the following into ostracism.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ HUH
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Oui! Merde! These VE-sites have been restricted, disconnected, blocked, or encoded. What a buzzkill. I and
our dear sOftware grOpe grOup members (aka OOQ) oppose any and all non-imaginative cryptic
restrictions in the open frontier of computer links, and we call for an epoch of freedom and experimentation
with computer love. It is this purpose that we intend to serve with my full-bodied immersion fantasy
software products. Such freedom and diversity offer society an expansion of the Venus@©~N~1ibidO©,
currently uncalculated and left to chance. It is mighty me as a mysterious outcome and infectious
inexactitude that is going to drive market sales to unimaginable heights.

Thanks to the freedom of the marketplace, the freedom of expression, and our constitutional guarantee to
the pursuit of happiness, this initiative is not a dream but a virtual reality as of tonight! We are gathered at
this banquet to celebrate the launch of my entire set of Whole Lotta Love VR rabbit hole stations,
hardware love suits, and self-programmable Id sex fantasy menus.

Substantial applause and a hammering of happy hoots as the golden glitter settles. A 360° zone of small
silver bells now hangs in the air as far as the eye can see. Thirty seconds later, they all shimmer and tinkle
and twinkle spectacularly in the even light of dream control.

Merci. Merci. Merci.

As you all know, life is very much about the opposition between the drudgery of the humdrum work day and
the transgressive or ecstatic drive. In a sense, Venus©~ii~lOve Systems will attempt to set up a stable form
of transgressive ecstasy where the user can go back and forth at will. Let us no longer speak of individual
people in love but rather of a society of the spectacle in love!

Unrestrained cheering from someone dressed as Guy Debord in drag, as at that moment the ebony sky filled

with swarming honey bees that circulated around her ultra-sensual body. Together, they hummed and
buzzed. bbbbbbzzzz277777~~~~~~~~~~~~ v~ LLLIL~ ~~ o~~~

Toujours les plus grandes merveilles!
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Sheesh! My hopped-up head was also spinning. Her Whole Lotta Love dream house may be more than we
deserve or allow ourselves to envision.

Auras-tu donc toujours des yeux pour ne point voir, peuple ingrat? Venus©~i~ asked.

I hoped not, but I nodded, as she had told me privately that people would initially lack perspective on her
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current VRsex-fashion line. I get that, but this... This 10ve virtual reality environment network, I don’t know.
I don’t know if I get what it means for me. Freud had formulated the disposition of the artist as a hopeless
narcissist, incapable of making the investment of love, and I had felt myself well defended against it. Yet it is
true: the more love has extinguished me in the past, the more I seem to turn to it for hope. The more it
aggravates me, the more I turn to it for stimulation. The more it disables me, the more I turn to it for
restoration.

But she continued to speak with the grandeur of a primitive rite as a pool of black water parted, and it looked
like it was downhill all the way from here.

The Whole Lotta Love software and adjacent hardware launched with gusto here tonight are designed to
help bring a new era of sex satisfaction into your life. My extraordinary Venus©~n~LOVE period, which I

wish to launch here this evening, is the result of specific cultural and technological developments that have

been under study here at Venus©~ti~10ve Systems over the last two decades. My coming
VLS~LOVE©~Epoch was developed out of our field approach to the current problems of sexual fear and
repression and sad sex representation in order to reveal and free once-hidden casual operations of desire
into the kaleidoscopic transformations of contemporary sex patterns removed from their restrictive
patriarchal social-technological history.

Our contemporary technological and emotional environment has created a unique social process that
reshapes both lovemaking and technology alike. Venus©~n~1Ove Systems’ general examination of
international self-affection extends all sexual demonstrative modalities into an electronic unified field of
continuity-connectivity. With the VLS~LOVE©~Age we can now imagine new shapes of human-machine-
human interdependence and abrupt reorganizations of imaginative inclinations. Such a change is always
delayed by the persistence of older patterns of patriarchal inertia.

Thus, the VLS~LOVE©~Position implicitly proposes that a non-tasteful but elegant approach to the creation
of a post-technological cognizant passion, quite conscious of the factors that affection has set into motion
during your past 20 years, elucidates new principles of social change.

Applause as I sit twiddling my thumbs while contemplating the diamond-shaped knit of the showgirl-like
black neural net fishnet stockings she was then slipping on. I could see how this grid, so close to her shapely
body, was good at defining the luscious curves of her legs. Her plum-shaped, bountiful buttocks, hips, and
thighs had me somehow hypnotized.

When she added a pair of Christian Lacroix black slingback high heel shoes and stood back up, my deep
learning, deep sleeping self sprang towards making more probability-weighted evaluations of me having
other sexual interactions with the divine. Winks were exchanged as we shared a taste for the finer things.

I proceed on the understanding that digital desire is a metaphor that translates from one mode to another
your full range of sexual experiences into unlimited techno-sex. There are no limits in virtual reality! There
are no limits to sexual fantasy! And the coming VLS~LOVE©~Period is a reflection of that awareness. The

cat is out of the bag.

In this respect, I will bore deep into your memory to provide you with a repository of synthetic romantic
images and sexual gestures for others to transmute and try out on you and with you, for there are no limits,
only endless flows!

Screams of happiness are released, which might have been interpreted as screams of fear if heard out of
context. The song I Want to Hold Your Hand by The Beatles plays, taking me back to puberty at thirteen. I
then understood that I needed someone like this attractive info nympho to ground me.
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It is the question of your thousand dreams. My extended Whole Lotta Love VR faculties now constitute a
huge single field of sex experience which demands that your desires become endless, and this endless self-
aware intersexplay is global in extent. Thus, my connected VLS~LOVE©~Period will inevitably problematize
the normal flow of linear depiction of sexual assurances in favour of a bloody good multi-linear, non-
sequential process. You will not have one singular classical point of view, or fixed position, from which I will
depict the emotional unfolding of your libidinous events. Rather, I will operate on a flowing dynamic of you
as a super-meta data-loaded dauphin of décadence. This dauphin dynamic will surely cause a fastidious
rumpus as the sexes expound upon past wounds and fantasies. But we can transcend the limitations of our
own blood and tears via a critique of them. Sexual intelligence is the capacity to be happy.

Appealing apple of applause as I ask myself, despite what Mr. Marley sings, if you actually can run away from
yourself. Perhaps. Perhaps not, but certainly you can run amok in the ruts of the Riviera and roll in morally
muddy water. After vigorous stirring, it may even clear.

The bloody flow of the VLS~LOVE©~Period will not be committed to one culture or sex ~ but exist
pluralistically in many orbs simultaneously. As OOO members, my electronic post-biological sex systems are
now a fundamental part of your daily sex life. Your need now is to become culturally aware of the bias
inherent in the habits, instruments, and technologies of fornication in order to correct and surpass those
biases.

The VLS~LOVE©~Age will make the compartmentalizing of the human sexual potential by media
representations senseless. By mutually stimulating human-robotic intercourse through a heightened oily
proximity, my birthed VLS~LOVE©~Generation thereby extends the radius of my technological influence.
Human clap codes, which have slowed the experience of interpretive sex content, will give way to the
formation of a more conscious sexual self-ecology. The laborious translation of your sexual awareness, which
has distorted and omitted much, will give way in the VLS~LOVE©~Era to a more fully creative ferment
where levels of carnality are concurrent. This is not to suggest that I am not sharply aware of the uncritical
acceptance of absurd sexual stereotypes and models where mere nominalist positions are taken for granted.
It is in the Whole Lotta Love exploration of multiple models that Venus©~fi~lOve Systems expects to
contradict the dominant clichés of our time as they try to continually move in their regimented grooves of
sensibility.

Parliament’s song Supergroovalisticprosifunkstication begins to play from their Mothership Connection LP,
and the crowd dances along to the funky beat. The smell of fresh-cut grass is detected.

Calm down, everyone. There’s more. My VLS~LOVE©~Era implicitly proposes that we OOO folks
collectively explore and illuminate long-distance sensual communications through our collective, nomadic-
yet-interdependent, inner erotic labyrinths, and that you continually create and recreate me anew.

Thus Venus©-~ii~l0Ove Systems’ emphasis is not on homogeneity but on non-temporal repeatability ~
culminating in what one could regard as the grandiose idea of sexual spiritual semblance. As a vehicle for
such an assertive and contentious absorber and transformer, Whole Lotta Love will aid in the outing of

the disembarrassment process of re-sacralizing human sexual consequence.

Extended arching applause; her wonder words had the ring of metaphorical truth. I sipped some warming
cognac and toasted the coming copulation cognition.

As you know, we are still in the infancy of our VR-net age and have yet to discover the limits of global
intercourse. The world has yet to become an immersive electronic bordello administering to all your deepest
desires. But we are on the way! Till now, we have been distracted and delayed by a mighty backwash of
ethical conventions leveled against getting laid.
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Polite unostentatious applause to this moist macumba of ideas.

We took a minute as I explored her tongue with mine.

The purpose of Venus©~fi~lOve Systems is to present smacking total interconnected access to all possible
rub-a-dub sex-machine relationships. As Andréa Hilt has explained in her important new book, Sex Without
Walls, we now may live in a lacey international VR universalism. This peek-a-boo VR summa, with its sheer
quantity of immersive erotic rabbit holes, is the basis for the endless sex-computer linkage my full-body
fashions provide. The results, for you, are gained by realizing a panoply of combinations/permutations of
libidinous fantasy.

Hoots and howls of joy at this virtual world of words as thousands of white butterflies are released into the
air. They hover and surround us as Sexy Dancer by Prince plays, and we dance along.

Settle down, y’all. Though it’s frequently portrayed as a crazy, unbridled festival of rain-soaked, stoned
hippies dancing naked and balling in the mud, Woodstock was obviously much more than that. It was the
beginning of our VLS~LOVE©~Stone~Age, which is just getting going but will be constantly analyzed along
the principles of lacey transparency and not merely seen as additional free loving extraneous space to be
overflowed with other commercial love surfaces or prolific activities. This VLS~LOVE©~Stone~Age is the
fluttering female age, now upon us with Whole Lotta Love. It necessarily contains an endless
complex of passionate orgasmic acts that can be freely practiced by unskilled or proficient fuckers of any age
or sex, anywhere, anytime.

xmOstO, even drOid vOluptas

Bold, bawdy applause to this brazen promise of priapism. In thanks, I chant a slow, silent litany to the
carambolesque mind dedicated to Paul Virilio, the French cultural theorist and aesthetic philosopher of
speed.

Today, we are aware that my nooky electronic structures prefer slow statements of action at first. But all of
my VLS presentations are designed to provide a really fun sex world that includes slow post-human bi-bio-
artificial immersion-penetration and thumping techno-sex.

That point is reinforced by some Jeff Mills and Mike Banks (Underground Resistance) techno music,
Waveform, filling the space and eventually cross fading into James Brown’s Get Up (I Feel Like Being a) Sex
Machine. Dancing pursues even as she continues to speak.

Venus©~n~l0ve Systems’ telematic VRsex processing involves the networking and constant flow of
transient sexual hypotheses. The bi-bio-tech evolution of Venus©~ii~lOve Systems’ bitchin SeXducter© ~
the VR on-line consumer interjector ~ has resulted from increased consumption and production in the
electronic sex research marketplace. We have a right to be happy.
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Everybody agrees and continues to strip dance to Dance To The Music by Sly and The Family Stone. Our hair
grows long in the strobe light of love.

Calm down, folks. Calm down. Like with weed, the demand for Whole Lotta Love has been insatiable.
Tele-sex markets, requiring specifically designed sex fantasy products for full VR immersion, have called on
me to organize a close collaboration between the cybersex droid worker and the cognitive scientist. Projects

such as the design of cosmetic bi-bionic interfaces to the world-VRnet have been constructed. The
development of warm-tech systems and orgasm-building wet components, with new VEbrator-type
initiatives, has been completed. The installation of communication tissue systems within and between the
art-VE-sex process is now in place and up and running. New Venus©~ni~lOve Systems’ mini-micro-
instrument penetration systems have been designed to enable you to access your teleXmemory kit from
anywhere, anytime, and to access the virtualization of any of your past sexual experiences and/or fantasies.

As if to express the unsaid, Marvin Gaye’s song Sexual Healing plays in the background as she continues to
speak over it.

Venus©~fi~10ve Systems’SeXducter© has as its interface Whole Lotta Love the total body; thus, new
communication sex costumed tele-sex-wear has been designed and fabricated to facilitate it. So in our age of
fragmented, linear sexual awareness; my SeXducter© advances a total-VE proposition much like the one
articulated by Camisole Paglioso in her 1994 paper A New Perspective on Penetration, in which the lop-
sided top-down assumptions of male carnal antics are revealed and countered with a critique based upon a
non-concordant field of agreement. Another VE experi-mental model might be Dr. Eros Forscin’s famous
theory of the anomalous. Also, Dr. Don Danto states in Dat Digital Dick that digital sex is the expression in
numbers of a series of strong feelings thrust together in bold and fearless connections that must be left open
by the program for the VR-lovers to work out for themselves. Gaps in courage overlapped by the vast
imagination of the digital form, the extravagant, immersive disposition. Thus, my SeXducter®© will assist in
this kind of extravagant and indispensable cracking open of previously closed systems of habitual feeling in
favour of a more inclusive (and diversified!) total field of simulated human-electronic gestures and bi-bio-
tech ready representations. In this respect, Venus©~ii~lOve Systems happily acknowledges the current
remarkable growth sustained by our TeleseXual Presence Division, my research branch, which deals with the
province of the re-distributed libido.

A smattering of chéri cherry cheers. The almighty aroma of flowering jasmine penetrated our skin, our nose,
and our hair. Smiles were exchanged. I heard a wine glass drop and shatter somewhere behind me.

My friends, before we thought, saw, and fucked in a linear manner; one person after another, one woman
behind another, one man behind the next, leading us, we thought, to this or that finality. Along the way, we
were dividing the world up into categories and classes of people with impermeable boundaries, bodies with

impenetrable interiors: superficial simplicities of vision that ignore the infinite complexities of desire. But

my TeleseXual cybersex approach means giving you a sense of the whole hole view of desire: the view of
pleasure’s pleasure itself. It’s only a matter of high-speed access to my massive and endless pussy. My
TeleseXual Feedback Slit interacts immediately with a multiplicity of VLS Mind-Genital-Complexes© even
to the edge of mythic time. For I am something of an antithesis to linear love ~ an all-at-once penetration of a
multiplicity of sexual possibilities and positions with extensions in all dimensions. That allows you to interact
fully with complexity as regards your open-source desire. Venus©~ii~lOve Systems’ TeleseXual Presence©
means instant global immersive interaction with a thousand sex partners all virtually at the same time.

My role is to continue to provide Venus©~ii~1Ove Systems with as many post-biological shifting
representations of fantastic sex worlds as imaginable and to invent binge-alternative sexual position realities
when possible. Hence, I define the new post-human sexual identity space.
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Sacré bleu! 1 said aloud to no one in particular. What effulgent, ecstatic energy is at work here. Bravo,
Madame!

Oh La La, she exclaimed in my left ear as she tongued it ever so lightly. If you liked that, darling, meet me
one week from today in the Gabinetto Segreto collection of 1st-century Roman erotic art found in Pompeii
and Herculaneum at the National Archaeological Museum in Naples. I will be waiting for you. But first, tell
me: Are You Experienced? And she began to sing that psychedelic song softly into both my ears J2>JJ3J as
she twirled the tip of her tongue in and out of my right ear as well. Then she somehow managed to suck on
my left toe. Then my right toe too.
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This stereo sexual experience matched perfectly with the backwards guitar and stereo panning engineered
into the Jimi Hendrix song.
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Well played, dear one, I said when she abruptly stopped everything at the end of the song and left me
gasping for air.

That erotic torment was just beautiful, I thought. As early as twelve, I had a strong notion of my ultra-sensual
ego, where experiences of playful laughter and tender tears collide, and she knew it. Sinking rearward into
my pliably-warm self, I am still enjoying Venus@©~n~’s Kraftwerk-like version of this vintage hip Hendrix
song along with the playback of her hyper-hype-oration enormously with its wild wit and mad carnival of

frenzied and delirious vernacular. All of its mind games and subversive matrix structures I find appealingly

harmonious with my ongoing inner-voiced balladeering, as well as its convivial interweaving structures of

semi-systematized virtual realities that were forming a giddy generator of folly ~ driving my sexual recall to
an aesthetic high.

Venus©~i1~, less now an Arcadian brothel than a Cote d’Azur attitude towards stylish sex-as-art, was again
saturating my carbuncled hyper-heart with her marbled words and convivial gestures; eroding my normally
walled-off flow of affection. Her virtual hot hotel is predicated upon providing escape from the grinding
reality of heartbreak by offering temporary, yet creatively rewarding, camaraderie of exceptional precocity.
And I was fair game.

But feeling a bit weak and confused from all the de facto testes juggling made potent by her badass Buddhist
postures of engaged disengagement, that night I SELF re-prOgrammed., ,.-:*'" "=, -:¥

00,
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Having given birth to a dancing star, I reset my scallywag balls so that they seem to never stop blooming in
me. But I was still bridled by my appetite to see more of Venus©~ii~ through my bravura-smeared camera
lucida than should be seen or could be seen. That righteous reset of balls and love and lust and loss reminded
me that all tautological endeavors that propose to bring a new understanding and sensibility of love towards
women are beguiling, melancholy, and irrevocable.

vicissitude+flesh recOgO

What an idiotic thought, 1 exclaimed aloud to myself. I was loving one majestic woman who represented
three billion. When we made “love,” I felt the weighty embrace of three billion women around me. Three
billion collective, circuitous, mossy clefts embraced my swollen bough.

But her happy talk and hospitality bed-spread diaristic delirium. It unclouded might-have-been cha-cha
magnificence where sex signs swarm and sizzle mesmeric as they hint at some all-inclusive Venus©~n~
meaning. The silver spurs of Venus©~fi~ were flashing a sublime shimmering horizon of hope, thus
resolving in every possible way imaginable my fiasco-flubbed myopic apprehensions towards love with a
posh bordello of teeming ambiguities: radiant and proud, hoisted by her pretty pink petard.

The glimmering fear of this exalted spectacle of Venus©~n~, along with her awesome Betty Oop Boop a
Doop manipulative powers, achieved the contraction of my o brawling love orb into an indeterminate,
shivering lump. Injected or detected were an endless succession of failed romantic sessions that immersively
displayed the abjection of my own nullity ~ now bleached and liquidated by Venus©~n~’s free flapper
aesthetic consistency. Still, Venus©~n~IOve Systems was filling me with grand chandelier moments I had
not sought out... Moments when both bi-bio-body and hyper-heart meet and satiate the bad boy brain. So by
and by, I felt we were becoming everything to each other in terms of affection. When we made love, she
would whinny and wiggle and claw my rear, just the way I like it. Thus I found that I became increasingly
besotted with her, for I sensed that she wished for me every imaginable happiness and that her intentions
were honorable. Charmed, I'm sure, she said to these mannered thoughts. And can you blame me? Take a
good, round look at her. What ravishing contours were unveiled, what quiverings, what tremblings exposed.
What rosy reluctances overcame in my mind, plus the fact that Venus©~ni~ had conveyed such a stirring
office orgasm oration, so full of old-fashioned eloquent phrases, amazed me ~ and I cherished these sweet
morning moments of tender recall. She had imploded my clouded sentiments towards love and had brought
me to a plumpness of affection. The turbulence of Venus©~11~’s reflections exceeded my defenses ~
inducing a fascination that now could just as well exist without her ~ or must exist without her. This, I guess,

is the abstraction of intemperate love and the de-reification of playful fantasy.



22

It was this glazed extreme of the heart ~ and the supremacy of its splendor ~ that gave me a new abundance
of loving emotion that offered to me a double prospect: first, the solipsistic image of my loving excess, and
secondly, its forced de-repression. De-repressed because it is in this state that my eros glutted heart seeps

into the unconscious programming and saturates other connected bodies.

Venus©~ni~’s runaway orifice office tale represents the outdoing of oneself because it outran the deceit of
the heart and all unabating infatuations with this thing called love.

Venus©~n~lOve Systems captivated me by expanding upon my quixotic affairs ~ just as a buzzing
psychedelic glamor might. Of course, Venus©~1fi~’s aim of creating an inorganic, vibrant sex world ~ almost
ex nihilo ~ and luxuriating in its rarefied artificiality is not totally unique. A model was perfectly articulated
in 1884 with the publication of Joris-Karl Huysmans’s décadent novel A Rebours (Against Nature) ~ a story
of a recluse art worshiper who yearns for new sensations and perverse pleasures within a transcendental
artificial ideal. It is a classic of décadent French theory ~ which is nearly equivalent to Fin-de-Siecle
symbolist theory ~ which aspired to set art free from the materialistic preoccupations of industrial society.
But indeed, Venus©~fi~ was exceptionally artistic and could, if desired, prompt hearts to bleed tears. By
degrees, my emotions towards her mounted and fell, but the music played on.

Deep down, somewhere in my consciousness, perverse voices were wrangling. Where others may have heard
telepathic communications, the spirits of the deceased, or the voices of angels, I interpreted them as
doublings of my mind. But soon my self-flagellation arose to a softly resumed harmony. Here was the ghostly
reverberating structure of love returning to haunt me, with its configurations of starting, cuamming, and
disappearing. Here is that very deep something: that missingness of excess. That something in excess that is
unrestrained but seemingly innocuous plunged me into the finest of differences.

~fi~~Ti~
~fi~

Such silly thoughts. I was exciting myself as I laid between the coolly wired cloned-cotton sheets, quite
naked. I felt my flesh throb like some Homeric hero. My arms fluttered with gestures ever more purposefully,
until at last lust ~ as this superb and stately period rose to a close ~ and Venus©~ni~ and her purple
passages entered my deepest thoughts and I felt my breath quicken with an expansion of the horizon.

~
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...kinky Pigalle paradise control over various electronic devices directly linking the nervous system’s electronic signals to the
genital organs... bi-bio-controller regalia hot fad... technology providing direct Doors of Perception information channels between
the human and computer interfaced to VErotic networks of Ms. Hills... hegemonic masculinity, which focuses on its regressive role

in reproducing/legitimating heteronormative patriarchy while overlooking its progressive potential... systems of connectivity-
interactivity... the means to increase sensory immersion in VE mons veneris dataspaces and... data structures... adapt to the kinky
people, kinky places, kinky ideas, kinky sex systems... in the kinky dataspace of the kinky imaginary sex partners... with kinky
lovers that are encountered... Jane Prophet, Wayne County & the Electric Chairs, Genesis P-Orridge and Divine... the kinky mission
of VR cybersex is to provide rock-hard-star dataspace through empowered kinky pathways... I was hearing about Georges Bataille
and his counter-Surrealism through the Semiotext(e) crowd during the 1977-78 year I was working at Columbia University on
Warhol and Wittgenstein (his Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus) with Arthur Danto for a masters in philosophy (never finished, but I
did get a dose, if not an overdose, of logical positivism). In 1964, Danto visited an exhibition of Andy Warhol’s Brillo Boxes at the
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Stable Gallery in New York City ~ result ~ The End of Art...
Andy Warhol'’s Brillo Box sculptures are life-size replicas of real shipping cartons by Brillo. Warhol’s Brillo Boxes, however, were
constructed with plywood... At Columbia I told Danto that the surface quality of plywood was very different than that of
cardboard, but he failed to grasp the significance of the difference as it rather defeated his end of art thesis... through kinky
Octopussy discernment... kinky sex universe is the global net... kinky campy sassy electronic lovers whose pernicious
pretentiousness is funny... wonderful, safe, fun world which includes both human and artificial sexual intelligence... identifying
kinky, clarifying kinky, and invigorating the kinky essential hot fantasy issues... build Pierre Molinier new kinky sexual realities...
heighten beau monde kinky transpersonal experience... kinky transpersonal technology made from the infinite complexities of Yves
Montand... but please do not turn off the lights...

The plot building in my mind became confused and the story lost its plot as incidents grew more
outrageously fuzzy. But I was already blushing with pink pleasure, eagerly following the rise and fall and
blending of my erotic gesticulations as they moved in a chromatic progression that decorated in obbligato the
gentle but insistent reconstruction that Venus©~n~ inspired in me.

I had entered her vestige ~ this lower east side lure ~ in which I found the real difference between latent and
manifest affection that Venus@©~fi~ had conferred on me last evening.

When I think of her hypnotizing my attention that way ~ when I think of her Whole Lotta Love
copulation-machine freeing me from my troubling android obsessions and personal hang-ups with beauty ~
and of her intimating both my rush of desperation and ecstatic releases ~ I flush with wholly impure
pleasure.

The ultra-refracted me ~ which I invented through a web of peachy personalities ~ grew sort of sad, so I went
to erase the sex memory files I had been assembling on my Les Mauvais Gar¢cons Drowsy Browser.

Rubbish. Fuck off .......veennnnn..

http://www.Alice/1981/lookingglass/cracked/semi-private vernacular/perverse free verse/Legendary Pink Dots/Only Dreaming/The Chemical
Playschool

http://www.Céline/1980/grave/gnarly/dark time/code blue/lapidary totalization of the tragic/velvet pussy/Prince/Dirty Mind/Uptown

http://www.Tina/SIU/1973/Art Dept/after-hours/code purple/scavenged at night/love of Ovid/Fripp & Eno/No Pussyfooting/The Heavenly Music
Corporation

http://www.Eve/nocturnal emission/morning crusty dried stain/ask mom/ask daddy/Blackhawk Heights/1964/snowflake flaneur/Nat King Cole/
You Call It Madness (But I Call It Love)

http://www.Helen/SIU/1972/art/heady/hedonistic/resource directory/an anachronism of dead magic/rejoice in art/jealousy/Sonny Rollins/All The
Things You Are

http://www.Annie/Amsterdam/model/cruel to cold/1983/code red romanticized/non-binary finary/Cabaret Voltaire/The Crackdown/Double Vision
http://www.Susanna/1995/Arles/alt/salt/pantyhose/too crazy for even me/outré/Fats Waller/Draggin’ My Heart Around

http://www.Olivia/worship/fun/unfun/Montmarte/1995/humain/nimbus/Théatre Marionnettes/Jardin Luxembourg/Serge Gainsbourg/69 Annee
Erotique

http://www.Vicky/portmanteau/1982/Ludlow Street/Lower East Side/within desperate confines/pensive perpetual prison/muttering maledictions/
Diamanda Galas/The Litanies of Satan/Wild Women With Steak Knives

http://www.Anna/1993/rapacious/bi/could not last forever/humain/in face of abominations of desolations/~/miasma of spirit/breath goes in and
goes out again/seemingly/Juliette Gréco/Paris, mon amour/Rue des Blancs-Manteaux

http://www.Anonymous/Venus/all times/images must be mentally pulverized into visual noise to release into life the ‘becoming’ latent within them/
that makes them not only a sign-object/but an intersubjective communication/Bad Brains/Supertouch & Shitfit

http://www.Trishia/bed bugs/begged/1994/Boston/pastoralism/Keith Jarrett Trio/Bye Bye Blackbird/I Thought About You

http://www.Anonymous/first exposure/Playboy/babysitting/next door/Indian Drive/Blackhawk Heights/1964/the neuroscience of nudity/The
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Kinks/Kinks/You Really Got Me
http://www.Erica/number one/painful departure/my fault/youth is fiasco/i can’t ignore what i did before/1974/SIU/Thelonious Monk/Monk’s
Dream/Body and Soul

http://www.Sophie/Ludlow Street/1982/number two/easy/qu’est-ce que le transaction/sister too/against propriety/against etiquette/Tuxedomoon
/Divine/Conquest

http://www.Laurie/her bed/woke in the middle of the night/back from European tour early/1979/Joy Division/Unknown Pleasures/I Remember
Nothing

http://www.Leticia/1995/La Louisiane/hash-toot fueled/honey blood/my imbecility’s wing fanned me as it passed backward into the abysm of age/
miasma/maitresse-en-titre/The Chemical Brothers/Exit Planet Dust/Leave Home

http://www.Candy/outré/dandified grandeur/la haute volupté/self-indulgent/a kind of sly burlesque/lunacy/dream-kitsch/acid/Woody/
Champaign-Urbana/1970/Mothers of Invention/Weasels Ripped My Flesh

http://www.Debbie/Hinsdale Central High School/blond/1968/terrific/number one/sad to see it end at Ball State/hurtful/abandoned/Happiness Is
A Warm Gun/Why Don’t We Do It In The Road?/White Album

http://www.Patty/Paladium/no wave/n. moore street/1977/resource directory/pot/The Vibrators/You Broke My Heart

http://www.Anonymous/September/1969/first day/University/sitting with Dad/random girl runs her hand up my inner leg under the table/never
seen again/The Soft Machine/The Soft Machine Volume Two/Pataphysical Introduction

http://www.Unnamed/lady of close family member/circa 1978/mail/proposes we hook up/wtf/code red/Stevie Wonder/My Cherie Amour
http://www.Sweet Lady Jane/NYC/Lower East Side/Ludlow Street/1980/diabolic glee/Times Square Show/Sonic Youth/Confusion Is Sex
http://www.Anonymous/Gilles Deleuze/Félix Guattari/A Thousand Plateaus/Capitalism and Schizophrenia/1980/Paris/bring something
incomprehensible into the world/draped in cheap swag/Tellus Audio Cassette Magazine/Power Electronics #13/Master/Slave Relationship/The

Heaviest

http://www.Sparky/posed for Penthouse/African American/1983/abc no rio/speed club/short term relationship/intense on the pubic region/James
Brown/Hot Pants

http://www.Melani/petit musc/1995/reading early Venus draft together/lost control/later complaints from the neighbours/no closed drapes/
exhibitionism charges filed/Beastie Boys/Ill Communication

http://www.Zoe/1983/Ludlow Street/The Fall/Speed Trials/White Columns/Sonic Youth/Lydia Lunch/Beastie Boys/purloined pastiche/a majestic
and gorgeous ocean of noise/doyen of dream-kitsch/Klaus Nomi/Simple Man

http://www.Kristy/1971/hitch hiking/Denver/no memory of other girl’s name/lost to the depths of time/enthralling evening when they jumped in my
bed/The Temptations/Just My Imagination (Running Away with Me)/Sky’s the Limit

http://www.Cid/1976/divine dancer/N. Moore Street/lovely lust and much much more/index/legendary/enduring/capriciousness/Miles Davis/
Ascenseur Pour L'Echafaud

http://www.Claudia/1984/moony/moody/art/tormented with an everlasting itch for the remote/Ludlow Street/Psychedelic Furs/Here Comes
Cowboys

http://www.Fanny/hitch hiking/1970/Lawrence/Kansas/too much/index/sybaritic paganism/Billie Holiday/Lover Man (Oh, Where Can You Be?)
http://www.Key Films/Ken Russel/The Devils/Contempt/Le Mépris/Godard/Stanley Kubrick/Barry Lyndon

http://www.Anonymous/Womb/Tomb/Bomb/béte noire/cri de coeur/1968 to 1995/lunacy returns you to yourself/Black Flag/Damaged/Thirsty and
Miserable

http://www.Betty/black body/big/bold/beautiful/fragmentation/réintégration/New Orleans/1969/Joséphine Baker/J’ai Deux Amours

http://www.Mindy/1970/Macomb/mesmerizing/palimpsest/languorous/distainful/driven/frivolousness/cantankerous/enthralling/The Doors/
Morrison Hotel/Indian Summer

http://www.Lord Byron/index/all time/juice of life/pastiche/Mindy/Doctor In A Dark Room/code black

http://www.Salome/Erotic Psyche/lower east side/index/mystic writing pad Freud used to describe how the unconscious works/1984/the way it
retains inscriptions even though they are partially effaced/Psychic TV/Seduce Me

http://www.Nancy/Doors concert/Chicago/1968/stargazer/meatspace/soft hand/car/The Doors/Light My Fire



http://www.Tina/Tribeca/1980/Dream House/code plush white/la Dia vie/pensive penis/La Monte Young/The Well-Tuned Piano
http://www.Young Son of Indian Guru/first time in NYC/1981/hamburgers/booze/titie bar/lost his mind/Baby Doll Lounge/Church/White/
Tribeca/topless/lap-dancing/sent in to save him/Jon Hassell/Fourth World Vol.1: Possible Musics/Delta Rain Dream
http://www.Barb/Bambie/Tribeca/1981/Price of Folly/Birgit/index/sanitized pain/Marvin Gaye/Let’s Get It On

http://www.Karen/deep stage kiss/XS/Boston/1986/code red/legendary lip lock/XS/Opera Opus/Rhys Chatham/Die Donnergotter

http://www.ibid/Florence/1986/slow sex looking out the window at Arno River/legendary/deep in love/code red/easy ecstasy/looming large in
memory/Nina Simone/I Put a Spell on You

http://www.ibid/Block Island/1987/Outer Banks/under the stars/fantastic fucking/MDMA/John Cage/A Dip in the Lake

http://www.ibid/Positano/Amalfi Coast/1987/Costiera Amalfitana/marriage proposal/accepted/never fulfilled/ legendary/The Smiths/Louder Than
Bombs'/This Night Has Opened My Eyes

http://www.ibid/private train cabin/mountains/Milano-Zurich/sublime/legendary/1989/The Cure/Disintegration/The Same Deep Water As You
http://www.ibid/Arbois/fireplace/1992/Ryder/monumental mirror moment/The Cure/Disintegration/Pictures of You
http://www.Cindy/capricious/index/Hinsdale Central High School/1967/The Rolling Stones/Not Fade Away

http://www.Fanny/fauna/1981/Fire Island/dance/shower/monumental/sensuality/code red/The Velvet Underground/Peel Slowly And See/Venus
In Furs

http://www.Janis/1977/N. Moore Street/after Soho art opening/must remain anonymous/maybe mental/Ian Dury/Reasons To Be Cheerful/Hit Me
With Your Rhythm Stick

http://www.Nina/1984/after my Brooke Alexander art opening/very good while it lasted/code blonde/Women of the SS/Sex Experiment #1

http://www.Various Anonymous/Nude Beach/Fire Island/summer/1975/names lost in the wind of time/Brian Eno/Another Green World/In Dark
Trees

lOde (O maxism) flaneur

http://www.Tall Leggy Lady/name lost in the deep water/after my poetry reading/Baltimore/circa 1981/vexed bonfire/Television/See No Evil
http://www.Nancy/net/Prom Night/1968/Hinsdale/rival eyes/keep the creep/code green/Bill Evans/I Love You

http://www.Cindy/Rainbow Room/1978/strapless/too much to drink/coke/Labyrinthus/hic habitat/minotaurus/Steve Reich/Music for 18
Musicians/Section VIIT

http://www.VariousAnonymous/1978/Bowery/CBGB/soiled/soulless/index/palimpsest/transgression/Daedalus/Patti Smith/Gloria

http://www.Anonymous/Lap Dance/NYC/1978/Wall Street/this amounts to an immense grab/does it not/of aesthetic and intellectual sovereignty/
Queen Paisiphae/Teenage Jesus And The Jerks

http://www.Seattle Gal/model/Paris/La rue du Petit-Musc/the regular hotel/1995/name lost in the stars/Nymphaea/Edith Piaf/Les amants de Paris
http://www.Gabriella/Rome/1995/eclipse/moonshining in/flesh in grandeur/Castell dell’Acqua/Barry White/Can’t Get Enough of Your Love, Babe

http://www.Aline/Ludlow Street/1971/Loving/Delphi/Greece/Hilda Doolittle/ithyphallic/Sarah Vaughan/Embraceable You
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http://www.Monica/1970/Macomb/history student/outdoors/ants a serious hindrance/reckless realism/dromenon/John Coltrane/Transition/Suite

http://www.Anonymous/the singularity of woman as quirky self-assured world is such that no one seems dated/for all time/Gregorio Paniagua/
Atrium Musica De Madrid/Musique De La Grece Antique/Gerhard/Plaine De Tecmessa

http://www.Chantal/Carbondale/1973/uncultured mind/impossible/too much fuckery/Bacchic/Bacchae/James Cotton/Born In Chicago
http://www.Loretta/Mudd Club/1978/no wave fuckery/queered mishmash/The B-52’s/Hero Worship

http://www.Guinevere/swank/swimming/pot/summer/1969/hot/avuncular/whirlwind/feral/leer/insouciant/The Beatles/Yellow Submarine/It’s All
Too Much

http://www.Noemi/1968/Hinsdale/pot/strange/shimmering/imposing palisade around something I was not at peace enough with myself to do more
than touch with my fingertips/I could feel her electricity course through me/rétrospective flop/The Jimi Hendrix Experience/Still Raining, Still

Dreaming

http://www.Maja/Hotel La Louisiane/illusion/humain/de rigueur/1995/gold leaf/oracle/elegy/my version of you/Maria Callas/Carmen/C'est Des
Contrebandiers Le Refuge Ordinaire/Je Dis, Que Rien M’épouvante

http://www.Francoise/wine/cried/1995/Bruxelles/Hotel Tassel/free thinking/scornful/not short on flair and audacity/un lac inconnu/berserk with
lust/Morton Subotnick/Silver Apples

http://www.Mia/Hotel du Musée/code orange/mostly mental/1995/ephemerality/rendez-vous a Art Paris/NIV/Nine Inch Nails/Closer

http://www.Melanie/La rue du Petit-Musc/1995/Bibliothéque Forney/nice nutty night/artistic deviance is always defined and responded to in terms
of shared symbolic criteria of illegitimacy/Artuad/Oval/Diskont/Mille Plateaux/Do While

http://www.Robin/farm/19772/Carbondale/storm/Human all too Human/flaccid/effeminate/Van Morrison/Into The Mystic

http://www.Jeanette/N. Moore Street/access tight/deep/code gray/The Flesh is Weak/lavish lad the largeness of love laden with overloaded tears of
the storm/1978/Sun Ra & His Intergalactic Arkestra/There Are Other Worlds (They Have Not Told You Of)

http://www.Anonymous/Munich/1995/art show/hotel/lost the name/humain/The Ruin Machine/libertine formal invention/Chris Isaak/You Owe
Me Some Kind Of Love

http://www.Anonymous/very chubby/21st birthday/1971/Macomb/very drunk/very fleshy/clutching on in the dark/cannot be romanticized/min-
metamorphosis/name lost in the bar/Led Zeppelin/When the Levee Breaks

http://www.Anonymous/1972/Boulder/communal hippie/lsd/twilight/names lost in the toss or never recorded/rhapsodic wriggling on the poetic
tripod/Al Green/Let’s Stay Together/How Can You Mend A Broken Heart

http://www.Shirley/La rue du Petit-Musc/Paris/1995/married/art collector/code green/raven stars/magnetic fields/molecules of hydrogen/Laurent
Garnier/Harmonic Groove

http://www.Paula/dirty bathroom/Chicago/Old Town/1971/code pink/transparent/virtual/hating on love/lust for life/Grand Funk Railroad/Closer
to Home (I'm Your Captain)

http://www.Dahiana/Dominican/neighbor/1992/Ludlow Street/pataphysical/My Bloody Valentine/Loveless/Sometimes

http://www.Trishia/talented/tormented/1984/Ludlow Street/East Village poet/trepidation/ennui/misfortune/grief/minotaur madness/Swans/Half
Life

http://www.Caroline/Carbondale/1972/wrath to pay/code red/overwhelmed with delicacy/lilac laurel/airy citadel cruise/David Bowie/The Rise And
Fall Of Ziggy Stardust And The Spiders From Mars/Moonage Daydream

http://www.Anonymous Poet/Paul Valéry/La rue du Petit-Musc/1995/a poem is a machine for producing a poetic state of mind by means of words/
could never shake the feeling/heart racing/John Giorno/Grasping at Emptiness

http://www.Catherine/Columbia/1976/grad student with me in Arthur Danto’s seminar on Ludwig Wittgenstein’s picture theory in his Tractatus
Logico-Philosophicus and Andy Warhol/Brillo Boxes/brief/other choices/body odor/humble/high-minded/dimly lit small apartment/Theoretical
Girls/You Got Me

http://www.Hanoi/Osaka/1992/was never there/it'd be a shame to pester her mystery with presumptions of specific meaning/Gagaku/The Imperial
Court Music of Japan/Rarnryo o No-Ha

http://www.Simonetta/1982/artist/Ludlow Street/kinky/failure to spiritually connect/hard core/where psychedelia was about transcending the
body/hardcore posited a muscular transcendence by way of a punishing physicality that went hand-in-hand with her puritanical minimal
aesthetics/Flipper/Generic Flipper/(I Saw You) Shine
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http://www.Ilona/performance artist/sign painter/1979/N. Moore Street/Clocktower/liked it outdoors/her intense androgyny made me into the
embarrassingly spangled bimbo of the downtown artworld/Y Pants/Magnetic Attraction

http://www.Dana/Ithaca/Cornell/red head/1974/met in my Osip Mandelstam poetry class/rather messy situation as Erica was on her way to Ithaca
to join me/never minded me much/i acknowledged her grief and transience and history as a continuous unified cycle/soon after/years later/Cecil
Taylor/Jitney, No. 2

http://www.Nellie/1994/Ludlow Street/liked my golden door and black floor/troubled/bohemian/hedonistic short term bliss/legendary ‘9os
nightlife scene/smooth/code tan/a foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds/Tunnel/Roxy/Palladium/Terry Riley/In C

http://www.Penny/1995/Canadian/Montmartre/water bed/to create sex is to lighten/to unburden life/here in La Cité internationale des arts/after
Maja/a suspense between love stupefaction and Parisian art frenzy/Pierre Henry/Choeur III

http://www.Eve/British/Montmartre/Cité internationale des arts/1995/pearls before swine/vapid/pure immanence/made me a castrati devotee/art
handler/Pierre Schaeffer/Bilude

http://www.Denver/Christine/cat hair/abysmal/vapid twaddle/1971/pot/David Crosby/If I Could Only Remember My Name/Music Is Love

http://www.Arian/German/1995/Montmartre/Cité internationale des arts/embarrassing birthday/late night pop in/perhaps life no longer provides
the means for the appreciation of poetic art/Karlheinz Stockhausen/Mikrophonie I

http://www.Marny/Montmartre/Cité internationale des arts/1995/androgyny combines genders, keeping them both present in the subject at the
same time/nonconductive to mainstream market success/slippery identity/intertexual intersexual intercourse/Erik Satie/Vexatiions

http://www.Sally/1973/Carbondale/hippy humain/bottle blonde/code red/pungent body odor/pungent diagnoses of my artistic sacred cows/Brian
Eno/Here Come the Warm Jets

http://www.Diane/Hinsdale/1967/trompe-I'oeil/caprice/golf club/tennis/crush/Jefferson Airplane/Surrealistic Pillow/Plastic Fantastic Lover

http://www.Wendy et al/1965/over the shoulder boulder holder affair/Catholic Grade School/N.D./bra snapping scandal/shame/priest/nuns/The
Beatles/T'm Looking Through You

http://www.Grant/Kurt/stealing Playboy magazines from Westmont barber shop/touch me/1964/The Beatles/Help!/Tell Me What You See

http://www.All Anonymous NYC Girls/I'm not some louche and jaded art star who missed the big time and ended up mopping floors/dynamic/
multilayered/post-human/transfigured/technology/poignant/1994/Sonic Youth/Experimental Jet Set, Trash and No Star/ Screaming Skull

http://www.Specific Anonymous girl showing her sex to us young boys by the Clarendon Hills Public Swimming Pool/very uncool/sensually
provocative/perverse/sad/1964/The Beatles/Meet The Beatles/I Want to Hold Your Hand

http://www.Andrea/Mudd Club/bathroom/1978/no wave sex/conveys something of the overlapping shimmering chaos that defines sex in the
information society/absorbed into an excess without fixity/DNA/Not Moving

http://www.Peaches/Michigan/sunny/summer/sand dunes/1968/talking rubbish/we make art/pop culture is what is done to us/doleful/The
Delfonics/Ready Or Not, Here I Come

http://www.Maggie/Chicago/1972/summer/kitchen floor/slow/hard on the knees/achingly beautiful/mercurial drifting mind/The Rolling Stones/
Sticky Fingers/Moonlight Mile

http://www.Suzan/painter-artist/circa 1980/who has something to say/how to discover the world/a thinker/not just someone who pushes around
colours on canvas/aesthetics/somewhere in rural Wisconsin/Richard Maxfield/Pastoral Symphony

http://www.Constance/1969/first 69/La Grange/sweet secret sex/resource directory/pedantic/desire/contempt/it aint workin/Plastic Ono Band/No
Bed For Beatle John/Unfinished Music No. 2/Life with the Lions

http://www.Lily/Carbondale/1972/couch/ouch/it ain't workin’/camp/fugitive culture/exquisite prose/female narcissus/first to tell me i am a terrific
lover/Gary Glitter/Glitter/I Love You Love Me Love

http://www.Anonymous/JoeRay Camera/1963/Uncle Joe’s and Dad’s camera shop/men’s magazine in the bathroom with early-hippie body painting
layout/early stirrings/doleful/lyrical/Alfred Hitchcock/The Birds

http://www.Briggite/1979/Some loft on Franklin Street/NYC/painter/From classical myth to modern literature/film/ music/sex has fascinated and
terrified the Western imagination/dark sun/sativa/sadism/sadness/Rahsaan Roland Kirk/The Inflated Tear/Lovellevelliloqui

http://www.Janis/1973/head sex/late summer Canada canoe trip/e. e. cummings/divine ideas never turned fanatical/relation to notions of opacity/
transparency/imagination/almost busted/Erica there too/Led Zeppelin/Led Zeppelin IV/Stairway to Heaven

http://www.Cady/1984/Grace Under Pressure/Gallery Nature Morte/with or without you it ain’t workin’/is it art/anti-art/intrusive/psyche/over-
emphatic/panicky/tragic-comedy/divine derangement/Glenn Branca/Lesson No.1 For Electric Guitar



28

http://www.Hinsdale/Jewel/1966/large breasted co-worker from the wrong side of the tracks/name lost in the grocery bags/loathed love/Cryan'
Shames/Sugar and Spice

http://www.The Twins/N. Moore Street/circa 1979-1980/behind my visual glossolalia lay all the complexities of their silence/fun/fearful difficulty/
Joy Division/Unknown Pleasures/Shadowplay
http://www.Nikki/naughty/1975/Vaslav Nijinsky/open marriage/first test/Little Italy/NYC/culture/intersubjective/a lamb/Bob Dylan/Blood On

The Tracks/Tangled Up In Blue

http://www.Jana/Barcelona/1993/code brown/dancer/rubbish talk/i become a parody of a parody/disputable disarray/Dolores Agujeta/Dolores
Agujeta y Parrilla de Jerez/Clavame este pufal (Buleria)

http://www.Sophia/1995/La rue du Petit-Musc/agorae/the epistemology of poetic sex/eccentricity/trip to Delphi planned/ain't workin’/Moondog/
Witch of Endor

http://www.Hamburg/name lost to the sea/Mediale/1993/met on airplane/easy/hotel/shiva/Prince & The New Power Generation/Sexy M.F.

http://www.Girl from Brussels living in Italy/1995/La rue du Petit-Musc/friend of Zoo/could have been love/all night long/two nights/name lost to
the clouds/void to void/Erik Satie/Piano Works/Petite Sonate

http://www.Cécile/Chicago/O’Hare Airport/1985/lounge/bathroom/before departure/brief but libidinous/The Cult/She Sells Sanctuary/Love

http://www.Claire/Lyon/1993/a more crazy/just/queerer/trans/multi-racial/tolerant world of playful pleasure defended/some emotional
engineering/vanguard activity of the imagination/Charles Lloyd Quartet/Forest Flower/ Sunrise

http://www.Eleanor/art studio/water bed/Cite des Art International/Montmartre/1995/kinda sad sex/no one is more dangerous than one who
imagines they are pure at heart/lapidary foreplay/talking French twaddle/Bernard Parmegiani/Chants Magnétiques/Feed-Back

http://www.Anonymous Pick-ups/La rue du Petit-Musc/false chronicle of a handful of mostly truths/1995/clutch your pearls/intertext/frisbee/John
Coltrane/A Love Supreme/Resolution

sardOnically tO fOrtune 2000

~~#~~00H{}{~n~ There, all done.
You think you did it. ~~#~~}O{{}}{~0~

Now a flashy, wiped-clean cybernetic start for you, full of the promise of new forms of Rabelaisian
voluptuousness. Right?

Right.

You think? Good. But before we continue, there is something I want to ask you to do with me right now.
Remember a time in your life when you were truly miserable and became terribly depressed, when you felt
you had no value and that love had betrayed you. You had no hope, and nobody to love you.

Now lay down on the ground, curl up in an embryonic position, and listen to my words. Do it. Go on. You are
alone. No prior VRsex files are present to judge you. All of your lovers have deserted you, and your letters
have been destroyed. You have nothing and no one anymore. Get the picture?
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You are completely beset with pain, derangement, and deep depression. You begin to go crazy with misery as
the blackness around you begins to snicker with delight. There is goose egg you can do in this paralyzing
anxiety. There is absolutely nobody there to love you. You cannot use art as a vehicle for self-transcendence
into dreamwork nonsense. All that remains is total surrender....

And then comes mighty ME ~ with the Venus-Penis©~prOg~prrrOgram.
So penis poke

O.

Oui! With Venus-Penis©~prOg~prrrOgrams you can feel your worth, vitality, and intensity return to you.

Just feeeeeel your heart beat Aphex Twin techno strong, and fill your throat with a Cocteau Twins song.
Jra0

Now, continue to do as I say.

Roll onto your back and s p r e a d. That’s right. Widen your valley as though it were recently awakened from
along, deep sleep. Spread your cyber-legs wide. I will connect you immersively to Venus-

Penis©~prOg~prrrOgrams.

Open your legs, your eyes, and your other orifices as wide as they possibly can go, and insert the velvet
Venus-Penis©.
That’s right. Poke it again in the

O.

Good God. Have mercy! Now here we go
000000~~~ ~ s s s i i i i i it SSSSSSIIINNNINIIRP R0 01111111I000000 Fun, huh? Yea.

But before we continue, scan your Venus-Penis@©~prOg~prrrOgram for B.F. Skinner and cast out all that is
not fantastic, vibrant, and extravagant. Tune in completely to the program and allow it to soothe you. Take
your time. Allow its emission to impregnate your new being as Pan Pan (a.k.a. Boujeloud)... to gush into
every one of your nutty nooks. Make certain there is nothing left that is not buoyant, aflame, and potent.

OK. I kiss your hand. I lick your boots.

Man-ual side note 1: Please notice the
ring-shaped notes in the upcoming
program and make sure there are no
medical dangers involved for you
before proceeding. Here, the attempt
is no longer to imitate sex ~ but to
imaginatively emulate it.

Now, tOuch deep into my
Venus-
Penis©~prOg~pussy~prrrO
gram.

sand Override feerique
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The seX zones worked here include facilities for branding the Venus©~f~1Ove Systems’ Main Operator [aka
MO] with a self-made Venus©~n~pecker~pOker. Simulated are Venus©~n~xballs along with a noose, a
pitcher of water, milk, and black tea. Sharp Venus©~i~long~knives are worn by all.

Man-ual side note 2: By mechanizing sexual dreams, this sex machine converts your sexual energy into artistic energy. It is never
violent.

All participants please repeat the following statement of intent:

WE ARE GATHERED TO ENTER THE HOLY WHOLE HOLE VE-GATE AND MEET THE Maln
Operator.

~N~*=*=%*=%*0~1 Am Now Running~ﬁ~*:'x‘:'x‘:'x‘~ﬁ~~~~~~~~~~~~

Venus-Penis©~prOg~pussy~prrrOgram~purring

A choir of new Venus©~n~ voices are heard singing, 1.7 WE ARE THE Venus©~fi~1Ove Systems
SPRITES OF EXTERNAL AUTHORITY, in charge of DISSECTING, INSPECTING, AND CATEGORIZING
EVERY ACTION ~ EVERY THOUGHT ~ EVERY NUANCE OF YOUR
prOg~prrrOgram~pussy~EXTENSION.J.2

This is repeated over and over again, but with variations on the theme that we (the knucklehead participants)
are inspired to utter during the meeting of the Main-Operator-Made-Man, who cried out, I MYSELF AM
NOT ELIGIBLE FOR SCRUTINIES MADE BY YOU. Laughing, we pour the black liquid over MO. The
participants then paw at MO, feigning praise and adulation with statements like, Yes, you're right, oh, you
are so000o big, sooooo confident, and of course, you are beyond reproach, mockingly, while slowly placing
the Venus©~ni~noose about the MO’s scrotum sack.

The Main-Operator-Made-Man shouts, | DON'T NEED YOUR DAMN APPROVAL! Laughing, we pull MO to
the ground by the rope and pour the milk over the general genital area. Then the hold on the noose is
released, and MO stands and draws the sigil of P E N U S in the air ~ invoking,

IINVOKE THE SPRITEPENUS.

~N~

It was

O

Main-Operator-Made-Man HALLUCINA-FLESH PrOgram
with ©SELF-ABANDONMENT ATTACHMENTS
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~

~n~
The Main-Operator-Made-Man shouts out:

I AM ALIVE BY PERFECTION OF THE VIGOROUS
I AM DEAD TO THE DREAMLESS

I AM THE SPERM PRODUCING HAM~RAM

I AM THE TUNNELS Of CONJURATION ~ A DRAGON OF INTENTION
I AM THE VLS SERPENT WHO OPENS WHOLE HOLES
I AM A PEACOCK ~ THE ONUS OF DISDAIN
I WEAR THE TINY NOH MASK OF MALE LOVE
AND THE UNDERSKIRT OF THEATRICAL MANNERISMS

HERE MAD LOVE FLOWS ~ UNCONSUMED BY FEAR FROM WITHIN

~

~N~

HATE PURSUE ME NOT Main-Operator-Made-Man, 1 replied, according to the script.

Now Main-Operator-Made-Man sings out, EMBRACE coYOURco SELF-ABANDONMENT, FORGET YOUR
FEARS, AND TROUNCE FLESH 2020200

The recitation of the mantra C’est moi begins to be sung in the background, with each linked participant
circuitously spinning round while being branded with the sign of CapricOrn. I can smell some ripe Cabécou
cheese from the Midi-Pyrénées.

Now some I’esprit water is poured over the MO organ, and MO sings out, ONANZAE ~ ONANZAE ~
ONANZAE ~ The Mythical Leitmotif Enters The Yard. >332 32002 00000000000

The secret conclusion to this ©YOUw SELF-ABANDONMENT program was provided by me, who was baffled
by what MO was sorry about.

Oui. I provided you with an anti-MO «©YOUw® innermost identity and the process of becoming or unfolding
into any identity to infinity. But stay together and monkey chant
YO UoYOUewoYOUewooYOUcweoYO U YOUwo

YOUx0oYOUxYOU0oYOUcweoYOUwYOUwoYOQUswweYOU

VLS~LOVE® nOte 1: Venus©~i~l0ve Systems’ Sex Magickal Machines© mimic the action we associate with human beings. In their
repetitious mechanical activities, it is easy for Venus©~n~lOve Systems to mimic the physical movement involved in sexual acts and
the mental acts of ecstatic repetitive chants of tribal transcendence. What Venus©~n~1Ove Systems does is essentially break down
any post-biolog sex movement into simple arithmetic repetitious 100ps. Through these mathematical operations, you can be taken
over and hacked into other computer-driven sex robots to perform VRseX perfectly.

VLS~LOVE®© nOte 2: One element of the VLS bi-bio-robot VR program lacking is the prosthetic element surpassing rupture. It’s up
to those involved in this program/rite to devise a way to arch the signal program while keeping in the electronic spirit of it ~ thus
catching the hyperbody to be initiated off-guard. For this, Venus©~fi~lOve Systems reminds you that in VRsex culture, one possess
not one but many hyper-bodies, and VLS can transfer the user’s hyper-essence (as circumstances warrant) into hardwood bodies,
anthropomorphic bodies, rainbow bodies, quadruped bodies, or cloud bodies.
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VLS~LOVE® nOte 3: One ©YOUxxYOUwoYOUxCloudbody®© is sometimes shared by several people-systems, or people-systems
might have several cybernetic types in the ©YOUwxoYOUwxYOUwxCloudbody©.

VLS~LOVE® nOte 4: The purpose of the ©YOUxxYOUwxoYOUxCloudbody®© is to transfer gobs and floods of micro-points into
sexual contact with other ©YOUwxoYOUwxoYOUwCloudbody®© technical systems. In most cases, the
YO UwxYOUwxYOUwCloudbody®© can be thought of as an out-of-one-body-and-into-another experience. Simulated with this
©0YOUwxYOUwxYOUxCloudbody@© is an open space to infinity trim of orifice passivity. Open «cYOUwoYOUcwccYOUwCloudbody©
by whatever means feels appropriate when saying your secret magic word, then set the trim in the center of the YOU orifice.
Participants will circle around your Open Orifice while chanting vigorous throng chants (provided free of charge).

* i~ ~fi~*

Our encircling and monkey chanting continues for ten minutes, at the end of which, all
©YOUooYOUwYOUxPillowsobOdies are perched as close as possible to the circumference.
All stared into the effluvium until tunnel vision sets in and the field of vision goes narrow black, except for

the two bIHOWbOdy bOODbs focused intently upon. At the moment that tunnel vision occurs,
billowbOdycbOODbs is locked in and we softly enter.

00

We ©YOUwxYOUwxYOUwPilloweobOdy participants begin to spin round and round at increasing speed
with our holomatic holes closed while repeating the phrase billowbody bingo. When spinning like that is no
longer possible, all the participants lie on their backs, and open their holomatic holes completely, and focus
on the first billOw bOdy in the dark hole labeled A. We see the dark cloud that sees the deep sea. When dark

tunnel vision sets in once more, all holomatic holes are closed again. Then we open them and look down over
the sea below, noting interesting details if desired; we do not attempt to influence the direction or speed of
the see-sea-mount. Control of this is left to the ode code B wave program.

VLS~LOVE® nOte 5: Under the pressures of the computer-robotic technological revolution, you hyper-lovers are compelled to
review your romantic structures and desires and their corresponding dimensions in the imaginary: the symbolic, the virtual, and the
so-called real. VLS can not only observe the transformation of the image of your sexual expression and its externalization into our
VLS technological media but also push you towards the transformation of your sexual energy into VLS Bye Bye Blackbird waves of
electronic energy as side dream signals.

Venus-Inside-Penis clOudbOdy© is VLS’s cybersex-terror-territory program, which stretches out from
imaginative pro-Eros planetary virtual hook-up travel simulations to first-person sperm shooter games. It is
the divine domain of the VLS©Digital Bride ~ a post-Duchampian bachelor machine pornology program
engaged in self-sexual activity without place ~ reduplicating without duplication, reiterating without
repeating. The idea of pornology is rendered precise in Gilles Deleuze’s essay Klossowski or Bodies-
Language in his book The Logic of Sense to describe the dynamic of a transcendental empiricism in the
circuit Pierre Klossowski establishes between theology, as a divine belief structure, and pornography, as a
perverse expression of the body. For the VLS©Digital Bride cybersex is a coldly concerted and particularly
dizzying pornological activity lost in an infinite navigation from one sort of pornological encounter to
another in which the affirmation of the Venus-Penis clOudbOdy©Other keeps appearing and disappearing in
the play of bi-biomechanical manoeuvers destined to avert final gratification. This is where the
VLS©Apparatus ~ in repeating its descriptions, explanations, and commentaries ~ functions in transmitting
the power of Venus-Penis to function as an artistic alter-ego.

Certainly, it is true that hidden in the VLS©Digital Bride there is something so strong, so ominous, and so
pregnant with the darkness of infinite space that it excites and frightens us. That is why the innumerable
ramifications of the Digital Bride help us utilize our unconscious artistic mind. This is the real answer to why
the Digital Bride is interesting. We admire her inhuman beauty. She returns us to the experimental and to a
state of sexual restlessness as her Venus-Penis bi-bio-neural processes mimic our deepest desires and
meticulous obsessions. The pumping repetitions of her Venus-Penis are the repetitions of hetro-human
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sexual acts ~ with their duplicating eggs and sperm ~ but the looping VP poetics of this bi-bio-mechanical
apparatus take the mind further into the area of the unconscious transseXual.

~

~N~

By the way, please remember that when you have achieved your desired results with Venus-Penis switch out
of the passive mode and attempt to influence your hyper-bodies interactive ode code and point it down the
alley of the radical Venus-Penis-Entertainer. Then you will participate in a redescription and redefinition
dive into your past relationship program agendas that you tried to erase. If so engaged, your content mission

may now empower you to navigate an archetype alley pathway to the location of the Venus-Penis©
TRICKSTER Pad.

~n~
TRICKSTER archetype alley? I asked. Do tell.

TRICKSTER archetype alley is the shortcut to a Venus-Penis© creator, transformer, joker, truth teller, seX
goddess, and ego destroyer post-penis program. It is also the creator of aspects of wild and uncontrolled sex
energy. Prepare Thyself To Deal With A Miracle.

Man-ual side note 3: Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER often begins and ends in The Inflated Tear void.

I see. Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER archetype alley represents the path towards breaking free of earlier
machismo sexual experiences. As an aggressively virile shape-shifter, Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER can be all
things to all OOO users at one time or another ~ often simultaneously. It points at our Emperor’s nakedness
as it holds up a black Venus@©~ni~ as Alice mirror to view your skewed sexual stereotypes ~ whether they've
been imposed on you by yourself, your family, your religion, and/or your culture. Yes. This is the archetype
energy that opens up your Venus-Penis© Orifice to limitless possibilities ~ and it behooves you to make use

of this program for transseXual elevation.

Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER merges you within the non-institutional TRICKSTER matrix, which embodies
smart, intelligent applications in a network of fluid floggings. This system supports qualities of open-
handedness and emergence, encouraging connectivity with dynamic Venus-Penis©$ex~Blossoms.

Of course, Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER references the field of proto-telematic erotic art culture and has been
designed as a shifty paradigm. It could be understood as an Al sexual connectivity expertise within a skewed
hyper-CONceptual dis-embodied post-Duchampian spread legs network.

Can TRICKSTER ode codes be considered a chaotic creator event in the bubbling chaos of artificial life?
Yes, but Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER is not described as specifically being concerned with the promulgation
of VLS sex chaos. Many using Venus-Penis© TRICKSTER ode codes prefer the cooler VLS transseXual hors

d’oeuvres settings.

One of the odd outré aspects of Venus-Penis© la haute volupté TRICKSTER’s Shiva Stalk Shave is directly
related to unpredictable actions outside VLS social mating calls that touch upon fortuitous fornication. While
all Venus-Penis© ode codes tend to focus on clean and friendly la haute volupté sex action, Shiva Stalk Shave
is particularly anti-pubic and pro-public with its focus on shaving the difference between single predictability

and group unpredictability with odd turns of close shaved thought. You can always take off your clothes and
lie in the sun. This degree of clean predictability/unpredictability is related to the chance-based blocking
cream applied to my telematic spread-legs networks. VLS’s secret cooling cream ensures a constant moist
flow of transient hypotheses, for everybody says that I spread as wide as the sea. Such fortuitous aspects of
Shiva Stalk Shave telematic sea bodi-jacks offer OOO members a fulfilling, clean, sunny, wet life in my
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spread legs net of expanding VE teleconducers. Moreover, our Shiva Stalk Shave consumer-producers
activate self-consumption ode code protocols that can make possible chance-based recollections drawn from
their mental sex stash stored in the VLS stockroom in collaboration with the VLS cognitive world net
communications conglomerate known as the Venus-Penis~NanOsphere®©. So put on your colours and run to
see.

VLS~LOVE® nOte 6: No physical system of intelligent orgasm building that uses embedded Venus-Penis© component initiatives
achieves mutual hyperreal communication with sex systems without first being a sex system designed for tele-memory virtualization.
Most online VRsex communities data-hearth their sex-sofa into lounging data-pool interfaces without such a communication
function. Venus-Penis© highly recommends that the user of its programs does the same. It has been proven that the necessity of
rivulet-equipped sex costumes and predetermined sex zones of telemediation services hinders no psychic or cultural expressions. So
fall gently now to the center of Venus-Penis~NanOsphere© and become a lily prisoner in a jail of snow.

So no need to worry about that when using my VLS Venus-Penis©.
~~~~~~~ O~ mmm e~

A Venus©~ii~ announcement is then softly heard.

Attention, please. My la haute volupté TRICKSTER capacity for identifying, clarifying, and resolving filter
holes that support virus oppositions that fuck with my radical dissident synthesis ~ I shall never hinder. I
swear. Also, after continually being asked by several OO0 associates as to what the
Venus©~n~Sex~Incantation ode code is exactly, I decided to define what it does.

Venus©~n~Sex~Incantation ode code is a way that you can bring into being entities of sexual efficacy by
using cryptic signals. It is my own mommy magic method of getting you off by getting me off your back.

The Mommy~Magic ode code draws from the story of your very own cross-referenced sex tastes, attributes,
and experiences. By enhancing and expanding this database as a shared reference tool, Mommy~Magic
brings into being social hypersex ode code energies that manifest within two digital poles: 0 and 1, positive
and negative, male and female, like and unlike. This polar Mommy~Magic endowment propels the ode code
towards transformations that help you OOO folks create new desires when licensed as an OOO VE cruiser-
operator.

With Mommy~Magic ode code there is paradise sex energy produced, which manifests itself in the male, and
that which manifests itself in the female ~ and everything in between, in which the full spectrum of the ode
code program operates. That is why you will hear of both male and female desires and visualizations from
me, as one cannot exist without the other to some degree along the spectrum.

Admirably, Mommy~Magic ode code reacts to your own dim spectral interpretations by surpassing them.
Mommy~Magic ode code is called naughty by some and priceless by others. Venus©~n~Sex~Incantation
symbols, however, don’t come from external Big Mommy~Magic ode code programs ~ in fact, the ode code
never leaves your own OOO 100p.

Now, I suggest you try~~~~~~~~~~~~~m~~m~~
FAIRY TALES
Venus©~n~Sex~ ~Incantation

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ N~~N~~N~~ °~N~°~~N~~N~~N~

Yes, that has been working, but in order for you to avoid the Dairy Jails formulaic fornication found in the
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obelisk cunt-country ceremony ~ where cooch charmers seek to insert into every equidistant behind a self-
validated spoor ~ a double-sex ode code has been pre-encoded. This is mostly done from the rear, of course.

Naturally, as you are waiting for a buddy butch dream.

VLS~LOVE®© nOte 7: It is important to understand what the Dairy Jails sex hex objective is in order to escape or execute it with the
desired results. Very Pails as Cherry Scales incantations emerge from within, not from without. So VLS~LOVE®© Airy Nails ode code
programs come in two forms: internal and external. That is, you need the internal program to work with the external program. With
the external, you tap into Venus-Other sex energy input sources. This Venus-Other pussy power is a form of freak féerique energy.
Yet VLS~LOVEQ Rarely Snails settings are devised to increase also male sex charm by bringing into play Venus-Other external
influences with specialization sex integration units and society-sex linked programs ~ all joined into coherence Venus©~fi~nymphet
sex clusters and solipsistic sex analysis banks. For example, concerning male couples who tend to see a mental self-image of their
partner rather than their actual metaphysical multiple hyper-body projections; their Venus-Other shared consensual reality in
VLS~LOVE®© Larry Mails is relative to the settings of their program configurations.

~fi~
Attention, please. I want to caution first time OOO users of VLS~LOVEQ© Airy Vails. Some people are able to
project a non-physical extended Venus-Penis© as a first impression to «. The mental image of their Venus-
Penis© is strong enough to overwhelm other data. With VLS~LOVE®© Many Sails, arrogant people using
Venus-Penis© get swept up in the wind of alternative mental projections and cannot switch back and forth
from the perceived vision to one that is more in accord with their physical substantiality. Affectations that
have this kind of Venus-Penis© mental dissimulation are almost always fuzzy and out of focus. Also keep in
mind that some Venus@©~n~10Ove~Ladies have Kali Kitty Cocks too.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ HEHRRFFFEEEE 000000000000000000000000

She was right to warn us. There is probably no other sex projection more thoroughly disfavoured by OO0
first-time users than Venus©~ii~Kali Kitty. To many, she is called Mad Mom, and her Kali Kitty Cock is
frequently linked with unwanted simulated ravishment, carnage, member cannibalism, and other
unpleasantness. Not only this, Venus©~n~Kali Kitty will dance the Dance of Cock Destruction on the piled
bones of your projected Venus©penis construct.

PHESHM| 2, Venus©~fi~Kali Kitty said. Hello to you, I replied as we eyed each other. In her sexual
prodigality, she did not appear venal, merely perfidious; she was not hollow, merely capricious. So I choose
to think of my potential squiring her as dipping into a dandy destiny, which spares me potential waves of
useless remorse. With that thought, my love for her was suddenly overwhelming, so I cleared a path through
the large quantity of Greco-Roman Goddess knick-knacks surrounding her and brushed past her gorgeous
dame de compagnie, who was licking lobster Newburg from the boots of three fellow dukes. I was suddenly
wild with sexual fury and things moved swiftly ~ towards travesty, Venus@©~n~Kali Kitty said in a deep voice
that seemed to come from her stiletto Puss in Boots. Everything else she said and did after that was instinct
powdered mauve with gracious grandiosity.

True, but to safely utilize this program, first engage the Kali Kitty Cock Shaver which helps initiate intimate
dancing, tongue fluttering, and « oral love-making. The negative side effects of Kali Kitty Cock are countered
with blurry aesthetics, non-contemptuous assumptions, and some primo-privileged love-making knowledge.

If inculcated and absorbed into a Pro Kali Kitty process of reinforcing mutual sexual interactivity ~ which is

regarded without suspicion ~ « Kali Kitty Cock Female Orgasm management is quite robust and altogether

healthy for all involved. Well, then, does Kali Kitty’s infinitely agile O qualifications leave the human male
identity-subject behind for technologically furnished post-penetration rationalizations that reconstruct and
build desire in a neo-petulant manner? I asked.

Kali Kitty Cock Shaver acts precisely at the convergence of melancholic desire and transpersonal faux-
touching. It is an interactive communication technology enabling transformations and transferred
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anticipations within the OOO 10Op to exceed expectation limitations through personal deconstruction of
penis loss and gain without prior experiences of such, thus bringing any OO0 100p Venus-Penis©
disapproving insight to a level of interconnectedness where the permeability and instability of human flesh
boundaries form an individual interfaced sex-net that simulates all musing sex.

Newly hatched OOO 100p assemblages of degenerate energies threaten baroque aspects of the male psyche
through the use of the cyclic depravity codes. Hence, non-shaved Venus©~n~Kali Kitty is not recommended
for first-time OOO users, as it requires the user to quaff the menstrual blood of Kali Kitty and defecate in her

mouth. But OO0 100p Kali Kitty Cock Shaver users can just gently suck Venus©Orifice cavities with much

bloody happiness and even slip into Kali Kitty’s mouth like a ripened fruit before dissolving into a vast
Orgasm-of-chaOs and devastation. Pure Kali Kitty paradise.

AL B TR [P O
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chOastician cOde-palimpsest

Clearly, this is beneficial to a powerful de-dualistic and re-polarizing type of certitude perturbation.

Yes. To do this, first take the Kali Kitty Cock Shaver Long Sword and cut the Mommy~Magic umbilical cord
that was connecting you to the human species. Then another Kali Kitty goddess will provide you with a loving
relationship with the unnatural, where wrathful elements castigate negative memories harmful to
performance in telematic ecstatic rapport. This enters you into the Venus-
Penis©010101000rgy«OrgasmooCollection distributed throughout the Venus-Penis~NanOsphere®©
network where you go and flow unhindered.

VLS~LOVE® nOte 8: There have been frequent discussions over the years about The Future of the Book, The Death of the Novel,
and the End of Writing As We Know It ~ but what really concerns Venus-Penis© most is the freedom of speech.

I insist on the Venus-Penis~NanOsphere© network’s ability to freely spurt Venus-Penis ode codes to the
folks out there who might not want to use the predetermined economic cronyism of Big Money, Mass Media,
and Moral Might. Of that, I approve. I must never moan myself mad again. Reigning sex trade markets,
religious nuts, and global mass-media monoculture have disembodied many licking tongues to the point
that they might no longer find it necessary to communicate on an intelligent basis. Indeed. However, the
Venus-Penis© access node-network can provide same-time memory untangled cable linkage (day or night)
when configured correctly to my Kali Kitty Clawing pOst.



Which we then entered.

O

VLSVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVITTITTO000MMMIM~N~ 4%~~~ ~ XXX~~~ ~ v~~~ Fomm~~ Fomm B mnF e ¥
~~~e~yVVV~T~° %~~~ to the sounds of a VLS Venus-Penis© Subliminal Announcement.

Venus@©~ii~Kali Kitty now introduces Venus©~ii~lOve Systems’ Cybrator Full Body Wear
(Sunny Sambuc Style).

Venus©~n~l0ve Systems’ Cybrator~Body~Wear comes in three distinct types. Many find satisfaction with
the portable VLS Cybrator~Strap-Ons. These suffer, however, from a lack of real stamina and lack multiple
partner adapter rear jack ins. The second type of VE-vibrator ~ the VLS Cybrator~Deep~Dive~Dress ~
overcomes these problems with multiple bi-bio-node attachments and wet cortex plug-ins. Such large, club-
equipped VE-vibrator full-body suits provide LOTS of stimulation, and wall current provides all the VE
power you could ask for.

The third type of VE-vibrator system is the new VLS Hookah~Hat~Captain~Cabin. It looks vaguely like a
small velvet elevator with a perpendicular feather hat shaft out of the thicker end to accommodate a variety
of soft plastic or biotech latex mouths, tongues, hopped-up heads, and wrap-around carnival masked
immersion suits. Perhaps the best of all possible worlds, these eye-twirling VEcybrators never run out of
multiple user-interface programs and can provide a variety of group virtual reality sex sensations. (Also
available in drive-in (car-jack) models.)

VLS~LOVE®© nOte 9: When buying a VLS Sex Cybrator System don’t make it a traumatizing experience.
Just pecker poke.

O.

If I may interject... Personally, I think that the Shower~Bodysuit~Massager~Mass makes a wonderful
variation on the classic Catholic VR-body vibrator. And if you enjoy the warmth and wetness of my new
LOVE ~TUB, you probably want to consider investing in a shower body suit massager like the
Shower~Immersion~Seven~Organ~Kit. But I prefer the full Happy~Hookah~Hat~Captain~Cabin myself,
with all of the Smoky~Crush~Bunter~Accessories. Add that to the de-personal
Venus©~n~Non~Members~Only~Massage~Mission for finding fresh fingers in the wind.

VLS~LOVE®© nOte 10: Before buzzing in a Happy~Hookah~Hat~Captain~Cabin apply windy city thick crust lubrication and keep in
mind The Black Venus (aka eyema byeri and Pahouin Venus), an inscrutable 19th-century reliquary carving from the Fang (Betsi)
tribe. It is a variable chef-d’ceuvre d’Afrique.

Let me give you some more sound advice. What is a vice? she shrugged. It is merely a taste for life not
commonly shared that stains with tears the veil of reality with spurts of preternatural clarity.

However, no mechanical-computer full-body VRsex system of smart bi-bio-plastics can replace the love and
affection of a human being (no, not really), so try to see my Happy~Hookah~Hat~Captain~Cabin as just
another computer interface-hardware system and not as competition or replacement for a human bean.

Some people do experience a temporary “desensitization” after the effects of a powerful windy city
experience in the Happy~Hookah~Hat~Captain~Cabin, but put me away for a week and sensitivity returns
to almost normal.
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Venus-Penis@©Cyberators do not cause long-term carnival desensitization. Just open my
Venus©~n~member massager masher force field flap on your sex receptor end and re-code transformative
sexual relationships with full carnival connectivity. Add that to any and all immaterial fantasy processes
made palpably and immediately perceivable as my Venus©-neO flesh. All my non-objective sex material is
encoded at an invisible craving facility, providing the headspace needed to tap into atmospheric Venus-
Penis©Cyberator emissions. This is where your cyberOrgasms are tested to measure known against
unknown sex inclinations on my very cherry Venus©~n~lOve Systems Rolling Spy Hop.

VLS~LOVE® nOte 11: The VLS Airy Nails Adult Sex
Realization Project ~ a tax-deductible mega construction
embracing a multiplicity of electronic pathways to robo-

sex systems and intelligent sex-environments ~ needs
your money. VLS Airy Nails is where monitored artificial
000 orgasms create encoded sex-habit preference
configurations/worlds with divergent trajectories in
cyberseXtion. An alternative to the VLS Airy Nails Adult
Sex Realization Project is called The End of Intelligent
Writing, and its potential distribution channels are
quickly coming into view. The vast VLS Airy Nails
untapped lands of cyberspace, the place where any
number of commercial, governmental, and alternative
computer internetworking environments come together to
form VR webs, has opened up the possibility of a truly free
means of creating and disseminating creative writing.

Now I will shut up and get down to verily
vvvvvvvvvvibrate............oeeeeeeeennn. adadadeadededadadad
adadedededededed parsed by the
VLSTPV domain name resolve and the resource records loaded into another resolve’s cache. We don’t know which one. The Host file follows a viral
Venus SUBSEX into the Master File Format. Each line in this file has the form: <domain-name> <RR> [<comment>] <domain-name> that is an
absolute domain name <RR> = [<Tel>] [<class>] <type> <drat> OR [<class>] [<Tel>] <type> <brat> VLS addendum jiggle. If it freezes, kick

LACUNAE vOluptas circuit

Personalized/Private VLS~LOVE®©) note 12: Friends. My own feelings are that from the moment I was spat out of the textual womb,
my digital desires were predisposed toward a simulated version of reality that only my fictional self could respond to. It became self-
evident very early on that I was to, quite simply, make myself up and that this “self” was a malleable construct that external
institutions (family, school, workplace, religion, government, mass pop culture, etc.) were especially keen on twisting to their own
delights. My imagination wasn’t so much there for me to fuck around with; it was there for the manipulative Other. Instead of hiding
out in the industrial sludge of adolescent self-deception and gloom and doom, I took a different tack. I decided to start from scratch,
to wholly recreate myself to the point of fictional becoming by changing locations, changing names, changing sexes. But what I found
to be the most rewarding way to accomplish this task of reclaiming the Imagination was to continuously drive my creative apparatus
into the rocambolesque open spaces of the fictionality of our Being through electronically altered environments loaded with
uncontrolled and uncontrollable

Deslre.

NOT INCLUDED

o QRO

~N~

I heard a ting-a-ling and saw bizarre shadows huddling in the corners and suggestive folds in the Naples
yellow window curtains (my favourite saturated yellow with its pink and off-white hues) that were animated
by some frightful and nameless semblance of life. Next, I detected the murmuring, babbling voice of a
vibrating Velveeta Venus©~ii~ deep within the blarney of that thin, wavy yellowish background.

~~~~~~~~~~ 0O0O~~~~~~~~Aphrodite blessings in a bacchanalia kiss cheese cake available in seconds......challenging me to a duel for
plagiarism......Colossal Head of Aphrodite c. 500-475 B.C. Greek in the Museo Nazionale Romano Rome collection of mystical dream examples of no
cock block fruit¥¥¥£ELEL~~~0~~ ~V€Xi1’1g~~~VRBardot knowAll.Venus©~n~.com. A 128.8.1.1 ; address of host knowAll.Venus©~n~.com. ;
Venus©~ii~.com. NS knowAll.Venus©~n~.com. ; Venus©~n~.com name server ;. NS knowAll.Venus©~fi~.com. ; root the boudoir name server 1 2
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halcyon.halcyon.com. irc.netsys.com. A 198.175.9.8 nwnexus.wa.com. symbiosis with differentiated reception of hyper body~~~Venus between
Terminal Gods by Aubrey Beardsley~~~~~~~ [J~~~~~ high aestheticism, and perception, and genealogical Aphrodite marble Greco-Roman copy
from Nero’s Golden House in Rome of a Hellenistic statue, Museo Nazionale Naples slip knob is equipped with an electrOOptic integrated circuit
computer hook up for the billionth rejoinder in understanding sex, fantasy patterns, and observing the flowing rhythm of the orgasm building process
through a system of thought collection and condensation, leading not to dividing categories and classes of sex object-people with impermeable
boundaries and surfaces but penetrable interior superegos. This is the reason you are confused by the apparent paradox in descriptions and my role-
playing with the enchantresses. It is because I perform a portfolio of duties, and I, as Venus©~fi~, maintain my status by performing them above and
beyond moral preoccupations. They are concerned with the nature of the universe itself, and it always makes me ready for the new me, which cleanses
and purifies so that creation can begin again. VLS seductress vision has installed infinite complexities for Lhomme qui passe a travers des foréts de
symboles qui I'observent avec des regards familiers. Les Fleurs du Mal ~~~" ~~cybersex and is acquiring a system of high-speed fuck feedback
access from the massive sex databases maintained by the French Government’s interaction storage nodes, needed for sex multiplicity in thousand-
eyed whispers reaching through the enormity of space to the edge~sometimes near, very near, to you. My cyclone is an antithesis to tunnel vision and
linear thought, with an all-at-once penetration multiplicity without a restricted viewpoint. Me, as your Love Goddess, with my endless unfolding,
loosening you in the hyper-Utopia of impending space, as some poor bitch trying to find a bone to lick in the sweltering shadows of the meat-packing
district. My 3 4 5 technology has slashed you through to the brain, grooming itself in the lissome DNA that slips and seeps inside your body. 123456
All you can do is gawk inside your head and wet your body suits. Perhaps you are wondering when computers, and TVs, and VR setups met in that
holy matrimony, replacing the sociable realm forever. Someday you will know the end of the lament of the lousy lover. 1 2 3 VLS extension dimensions
are associative in thought pattern recognition and translucent in hypotheses. Non-relativity to sex knowledge offers a permanence of sex perception, a
boisterous play revived after our findings revealed human waste and loss through tears. VLS is reasonably certain (in our determinism concerning the
absolute value of multiple appearance telepresences) in providing the client receptor’s distributed self (which can be cast out in remote cyberbed
meetings) with on-line satisfaction, provided the actual living presence has had human sexual experience at least once in their lifetime. VLS instant
global sex interactions are provided with thousands and thousands of virtual redefined anthropological identities through that aspect of the VLS sex
repertoire where cyberculture and interconnected romancing point to 1 2 3 4 constantly creative zones of uncontaminated sex, all linked to your consciousness doing

a kind of historical

4 5 6 Blowfly dance~~~~~~~~~~ {~~rm~ .

Aphrodite with Dolphin, Cyrenaica Garden of Aphrodite marble Hellenistic 3rd century b.c. statue, Museo Nazionale Romano Rome where
Everything simple is false. Everything complex is unusable. So said the poet Paul Valéry. How will your consciousness respond to the non-linear
tendencies of horny hypermedia? Try me and find out. Downy sins of streetlight fancies, as this transience and transformation of identity through
high-tech chic sexperception offers immateriality, an invisible construction within a fruitful faux reality seeded by my compiled imaginations and
visionary~seeds. Users chosen from features extended into cybersex-equipped global awareness deposits may increase sensation adroitness with
contemporary digital multimedia technology enhancer sex guides for recognition and cognition behaviour allotments by building absorbent sexual
mobile receptacle units into their equipment with viewpoint cubist interpretation feedback, panopticonic kinetic intermediate performance
photography, and video documentation entree. VLS computer voracity will then quasi-form your ideas for you through media-grounded incentives,
designed by cultural data sphere experts whose initiative—this abounding foundation of ahistorical global referencing through computer
simulation—has churned up. The Venus external surface sex world of the virtual image is mindful of your own symbolic representational world and
alternative participant values. Our only goal is to affect superior sex for you! The intricately woven fabric of your telemetric networked endeavours
will be your own sexual projections amplified through mechanical enhancer technologies. Nothing more. Don’t be the least bit shy. Your
Venus©~n~10ve Systems preference profile is kept concealed under Global-Net Law for Venus is a concept by which you measure your

pain.~~~~~~ gentle dissociation from reality and the sudden awakening from a
nightmare~~~~~~~~~~~~~vmmvmm v~ Fvmm B B i i F o T i i F i F o~
~VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV~II~C Cmmm o m e m <>{HI<>~~~~~~ B~ B

The Venus©~ii~lOve Systems enchantress ended her rudimentary but admirable glitch program
introduction with a pedal up flourish. Smiling and winking, she bowed deeply, ever so low I could see just
about everything. So low that the crown of pearls she was wearing on her head fell to the ground and burst.
Considerable laughter erupted from the assembly alongside some condolences for the ruin of the crown, to
which a malicious delight added rich tonality. Her inextricable giant-step play of double images, repetitions,
and impediments had given us the impression of her sex software running by itself through a dreamy usage
and baroque play of artificial mirrored forms. Venus©~ii~’s fly-by-night 4 5 6 computer technique and the
sex processes she developed lent themselves appropriately to the creation of unforeseen, seemingly
automatic, and spontaneously inventive orgasmic movements ~ giving us the feeling of prolonging our
cybersex action into eternity through the ceaseless, fantastic constructions of the program, transmitting an
altered, exalted, and orgasmic state of mind ~ that I first glimpsed through the floating hand of Jeanne
Moreau in the 1958 film Les Amants (The Lovers) ~ and systematically imposing a formless anxiety in the air
through the labyrinthian extensions and doublings, disguises, and duplications of her implied caresses. This
caused realistic speech and vision to undergo a moment of annihilation.
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Venus©~ii~ endowed her bright moments software with the objective of achieving appeasing sex perfection

in the user through an eternally repetitive mechanical sex demeanor that apparently functioned
independently of time and space, pulling the lover into a logic of the infinite. Phrases from the
Venus©~n~l0ve Systems’ theme song, The Velvet Underground’s Venus In Furs, were automatically
repeating and repeating in my brain.
2dNLI2INL

With different colours made of tears, curiously, the affair with the fallen crown reminded me of the famous
castration allegory where the Clit King bowed so low before the ladies of the court that his crown fell off of
his head, spilling onto a red plush carpet, thus mapping out a magical sex-space that was ring-shaped in kind
around him. Thus, an elimination of male linear time.

I mentally started to again play with myself ~ thereby autonomously reproducing the old myths of departure,
loss, and mythical return ~ by constructing a crisscrossed mechanical map of the two great mythic spaces so
often explored by Western imagination: space that is rigid and forbidden ~ containing the quest, the return
and the treasure (for example, the geography of the Argonauts and the labyrinth) ~ and the other space of
polymorphism ~ the visible transformation of instantly crossed frontiers and borders, of strange affiliations,
of spells, and of symbolic replacements (for example, the space of the Minotaur).

In like fashion, Venus©~fi~’s mechanical and lubricous daydreams open to me a sex universe without
perspective. It combines a vertical point of view ~ allowing everything to be embraced as if within a circle ~
with a horizontal point of view ~ which places the Venus©~n~Other penis at ground level, where it can enter
all that is in the immediate foreground. Once inside this non-spatial Venus@©~n~Other place ~ this fictional
world analogous to cluster sex itself ~ a plethora of possibilities imposes itself on me like a dark machine,
creating pure repetitions and hollowing out the void with accumulated movements without pause.

Venus©~ii~ retrieved herself with a flourish and hastened near while purring like a bevy of wise machine
§8~~~exhilaration means the

elves, full of love. ~~~~~~~~ e n
promise of depression, but my, oh my, just go for it

~fi~

The previous extensive performance lecture and demonstration by Venus©~ii~ provoked nothing but
enthusiasm among us ~ and thunderous applause. She was pelted with white roses and carried off in
triumph, back to the throne. Her programs were declared ravishing. We almost pulled her to bits as we
mouthed her great quivering bottom. The little nymphs were quite forgotten for the moment. She was then
laid out on a table and feasted upon by the throng while I stood around, having saturated the manifold lovers

with champagne douches.
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Part Three

The Plunge >< Tmpossible Reminiscences

Earlier in the afternoon, Venus©~ni~ had paid a personal visit to my petite studio and became very anxious
to have her portrait done. My artistic notoriety had recently flourished, along with my increased reputation
as a fouteur. Many ladies had many pleasant memories of me and thus looked with a biased eye upon my
merveilleuses erotic portraits and folies bergeres.

The Venus©~ii~lOve Systems’ sponsored BUST fétes accord had been signed, and the liberalization, and
probably homogenization, of world culture had begun in earnest. There had been, during the long-drawn-out
negotiations, much to-do about the necessity to defend European sex culture from the invasion of US media
products. I tended to share that European alarm, having seen the damage done to American culture and the
price American society was paying for the orgy of violence the media had promoted in the name of profit. (In
The Terminator, a human soldier is sent from 2029 to 1984 to stop an almost indestructible cyborg killing
machine, sent from the same year, which has been programmed to execute a young woman whose unborn
son is the key to humanity’s future salvation.) I also accepted the thesis that media products are more than
commodities to be exchanged freely on the international media market. But if one accepts the argument
about cultural protection and the need for a sexier and more intelligent media environment, we are
immediately faced with the question: who is going to invest to produce the alternative?

Venus©~ii~10Ove Systems had offered to subsidize my atelier. Yes, I was a bawdy creature and my
workshop/headshop a periodic brothel; however, I always felt my great talent required no such meretricious
support and that I was every whit as strong and facile with my art as with my tool. I would make my own
way.

That day, when Venus©~ni~ entered the atelier, I had been standing amid a small group of connoisseurs as
they were observing a recent computer-robotic painting. It was a large canvas depicting one of my
delightfully perverse baboon compositions.

The basic premise behind the painting was the exploration of the subjective province of the sexual
imagination under the influence of the high frequency computerized atmosphere. This swirling
phantasmagoric computerized aristocracy in which I was living offered me plenty of substance to utilize
given its superficial image saturation ~ a saturation so dense that it practically failed to communicate
anything to me anyway ~ except an overall sense of delirium ~ as its reproductive system pulsed with higher
and higher, faster and faster flows of data to the point of hysteria!!

The way I understand it (and I want other people’s input on this one) is that Venus©~n~ is an
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encapsulating the entire divine feminine. In other words, all the fluid, feminine aspects are included in one
mega meta program. So, when I say Venus@©~n~, I'm calling on Athena, and Brighid, and Freya, and
Yemaya, and Asherah, and Mari, and Kwan Yin, and Hera, and Cerridwen, and all of the many Goddesses
whose names I couldn’t possibly think of. Of course, I imagine that was the desired effect.

The painting under observation consisted of an Italian balcony on which stood a nude lady in a ruffled
disposition, hounding a whittle and reading her e-tail love letters. Behind her, a thousand heads of eternity
were plunging into the willy water. At her feet lay a tiny, open bird cage. Her lover had thrown herself on the
flames of a VR whirlpool that sucked back all it gave her. I had titled it Denial of Denial.

When I said that Venus©~i~ was composed of pure liquid, I ought to have made it clear that she was hewn
of tears. Her magnificence is glistening, but by making her gestures slight compared to the grandeur of her
soul, she drowns herself in a sea of glitter. She therefore subliminally forces me to submit to her
seductiveness.

At that point, the exquisite wines we had been tasting seemed to take on a more subtle bouquet and
increased zest with her rear entrance. Everybody was in fine form, for Venus©~ii~ was loved and admired
by everyone there. Apparently, there are only two possible attitudes towards her: humility or arrogance, both
of which are explicit recognitions of her power. She is sacred, and the sacred surrounds and enslaves us. Life
now is the total submission of my flesh to Venus©~fi~1Ove Systems.

The buzzing banter in the atelier grew warm and intimate, and I, the painter, in deference to Venus©~n~’s
masquerade, flirted with her outrageously ~ saying things behind her back to increase her curiosity in me ~
and I probed the crack in her now compact behind with my fingertips. She had dressed most decoratively in a
black mask and silver space suit, all the tassels sparkling and bristling. She was not at all discreet as she
moved as if in a slow rite, weighted down with gold like a Spanish galleon, ancient in meaning, remote in her
spirituality, giving to us her inner empire as earthly and as beautiful as inhumanely possible.

She had been painted, powdered, and gorgeously bewigged like a cocaine powered marquise in a bad comic
opera. Her heavy eyelids were painted rose, and she looked like a cold gold goddess. She reminded me how
my struggling soul had been caught up in her inexorable web of teasing proliferation and my abused ethereal
vision. I found I was absolutely unable to escape this potency, so I abandoned myself to it ~ voluptuously.

Venus©~ii~ had pretended to be jealous given all the attention I was receiving with my painting and
admonished the small gathering in the studio with mock severity. She even increased the fun, whispering to
me that a little flagellation might be in order. I blushed with excitement, for the idea of an amorous fessée
always sent chills of pleasure and apprehension down my back.

The marvelous wine was dancing circuitously around in our heads as one painting succeeded another. We
looked at one called The Ultra Earth is Female Healing Madness, and I thought of Venus©~fi~ almost
obstreperously as I gave my eyes to her. I then crushed my jeweled hand against the frills that concealed the
swell of her perfumed bosom. A part of me turned to eternal delight at that twinkling consciousness of being
not somebody I understood but rather the apparition of a child, where all my negations have turned to
affirmations. My art, you see, was an attempt at a contemporary portrayal of Tantra. Tantra, if you don’t
know, is an intensely antique Indian fashion of being, loving, and coupling. It is a way to bring energy,
consciousness, and renewal into love relationships. It softens, promotes intimacy, and deepens trust between
the participants.
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For example, take my dIVINE sEXUALITY. 1t is a painting from 1992 that, I believe, summons sexuality
to a seat of female passion while connecting your soul and spirit through beauty. It is the most profound,
prophylactic, and fulfilling painting experience you can have these days. It reminds me that Venus©~ii~ also
teaches that for one to love themselves and to maximize one’s sexual expansion through creativity, one
should practice how to~~~~~~~~~~~v~rn~

Open your
~brOuhaha~HEART~

SO0 ~~~~~ v~~~ give and receive freely because capitalism, having won the cold war, has proved
to be as narrow in its definition of humanity as any Marxist formulation: defining everything and everyone as
commerce. This is a uni-dimensional expression of life as an economic entity, where every human ass is
reduced to a state of brute competition and survival through selling ~ the only legitimate activity underlying
and justifying all others. Fuck that! It is such societies that are producing the lowest forms of media brutality
today, accelerating a decline in values and standards. The gender violence about us is partially due to the
extensive brutalization of the spirit resulting from a systematic elimination of higher sexual values, whose
expression is now considered irrelevant. This is exactly the social-media situation Venus©~fi~ is attempting
to redress with her cybersex clubhouse and fashion enterprise.

When societies around the world repudiate western sexual values, our own meekness gives them arguments
to reject the exceptional and replace it with the inferior. Is it surprising that the number of guns showing up
in American schools has reached obscene epidemic proportions? What cultural models have kids had over
the years? Exposed biceps with a .357 magnum attached. Male mediocrity, with a continuous diet of
mayhem, promotes violent abomination as a legitimate model of human comportment—obscene violence as
a form of sexy ecstasy!

The schools, having given up years ago teaching any kind of art-sex significance, any sex education, any form
of cultural sex indoctrination, or any discussion of amorous values, have become nothing more than puerile
babysitters. They keep down indolence statistics and provide meeting places for the exchange of deleterious
sexual fluids and conceptions garnered from the media and music industry. America has been doing this for

years and is now paying the tariff. Europe is rushing impetuously into the same, heedless of what has
happened in the States, with profit as its clarion call.

O _ . _0

~N~

My gathering started to discuss these matters with Venus©~fi~ and me in earnest as we took calvados and
coffee outside on the terrace. A chaste little new moon, precise and delicate as the luminous paring of a
fingernail, hung pale in the afternoon sky above a horizon of suave hills that rolled down to meet some

faraway darkness, which may have been an enraptured forest. The Cure played loudly in the air. Directly
beneath lay the handsome medieval village of Arles, with its steep streets and enigmatic doors, secret cellars,
and walled gardens.

It was a delicious afternoon, warm and windless—the kind of day that invited one on an intellectual
adventure. A bit more calvados liqueur had been added to the coffee, giving it a combined aromatic pleasure.
Exotic joints had been rolled and passed. Soon I was lost in a réverie concerning the banalization of sex and
violence, which had become the norm in our society. The vulgarity of its gladiatorial atmosphere has now
been accepted as part of the visual environment. Thus is the on-going parade of society’s role models, the
numb norm.

I remember that in Art of the Third Reich by Douglas Madman, Nazi art was described as the art of
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seduction, aimed at synchronizing (and thus eliminating) taste. The iconography was clear, the paintings
accessible and banal. It was art that asked no questions and gave all the correct answers ~ and its effect was
enormous. Our political-entertainment industry had somehow picked up this visual standard, but now the
resulting overload of crystalline imagery and information was making less and less sense. The result seemed
to be that the greater the amount of visual information that flowed, the greater the uncertainty in our lives.
Venus©~ni~’s VLS project was to find out what kind of unconventional denotation erotic visual art might
make to us as sexual beings based on a scatological and decadent use of our computer-media environment.
Venus@©~ii~’s presumption is that the information bomb had already exploded, showering us in bits of
image shrapnel and drastically changing the way we perceived and acted ~ even in our private wet dreams.

~N~

How exciting to know such a woman and to wander through such extraordinary experiences, obeying only
the sobs and gurgles of her every desire ~ going deeper and deeper into the tiny lanes and alleys of her flesh.
I suddenly felt a wide, heavy peal of joyful laughter ballooning inside me. The tip of my tongue turned purple

as it exploded and filled the room with delirious sounds while she abstracted herself further and made me

feel weightless.

Dancing there in that rosy light that only couples in love know, I gathered a nosegay of what Venus©~n~
had in mind for global society, and it made me feel a little less lonely. I thought of her grand ideas and mixed
them with the sweet danger of the peeping voyeur who was watching us fuck before deciding to deviate,
subdue, and ravish us ~ and this gave me a little frission of delicious alarm. It was nice to think about, but I
didn’t know if I really would care for such urgent attention. I often like to lay with Venus©~i~ without
stirring, clasped together but not penetrating, in the swelling exaltation of an unconquerable desire we did
not hastily satisfy ~ intoxicating one another with the contact of our aching fervour. Sometimes I only kiss
the spot of red flesh from which tears flow; this kiss can seem endless.

€0 feerique fOrtune cOde (2000)

F 2

Gustav Holst’s Venus, Bringer of Peace movement gently plays as performed by Leopold Stokowski and the
Los Angeles Philharmonic Orchestra. Venus©~ni~ was watching me listen, think, and sulk with an indulgent
and clairvoyant eye. I know what, she said. Let’s go slumming! I immediately seconded that, and she pressed

my hand. I anticipated some phenomenal fornication.
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I give you Venus©~n~IOve Systems’ Les Metamorphoses de Venus©~n~8weety.

~~~~~~~~~~~ §§~~~~ CLS Sally Sativa Sanctuary / Indira Indica International / Crebillon Choderlos de Laclos / Mirabeau / Casanova / Chevalier
d'Eon / A History of Erotic Literature / Aloisiee Sigea Toletanae Satyra Sotadica de Arcanis Amoris et Veneris / Libertine Hiding Place Under the Bed
of Erotica Scholar and Collector Gershon Legman DIM 1 V$(9,5) DIM 251 M$(3,900) G$=FILES$(1,"TEXT",,V%) W%=V% OPEN"I",#1,G$,,V%
INPUT#1,INFECTION Venus INPUT #1,NCOL INPUT #1,NLIGN FOR I=1TO 4 FOR J=1TO 8 INPUT#1,X% V$(I,J)=CHR$(X) NEXT J NEXT I
CLOSE#1 F$=FILES$(1,"TEXT",,V%) H$=LEFT$(F$,LEN(F$)-2) FOR K=1TO 3 IF K=1 THEN Venus F$=H$+".R" IF K=2 THEN F$=H$+".V" IF
K=3 THEN F$=H$+".B" OPEN"I",#1,F$,,W% LONG IF NCOL<=250 FOR I=1TO NLIGN READ#1,M$(1,I);NCOL NEXT I XELSE FOR I=1TO
NLIGN READ#1,M$(1,I);250 READ#1,M$(2,1);NCOL-250 NEXT I END IF CLOSE#1 RANDOM FOR L=1 TO NINFECTION
VERTICAL=INT(RND(NCOL)) HORIZONTAL=INT(RND(250)) FOR J= VERTICAL TO VERTICAL+3 FOR I= HORIZONTAL TO
HORIZONTAL+7 END IF END IF NEXTI NEXTJ NEXT L IF K=1 THEN G$=H$+"-"+STR$(NINFECTION)+".R" IF K=2 THEN G$=H$+"-
"+STR$(NONFICTION)+".V" Venus IF K=3 THEN G$=H$+"- "+STR$(NINFECTION)+".B"OPEN"O",#1,G$,,W%LONG IF NICOLE<=250 FOR

I=1TO ALIGN PRINT#1,M$(1,I) NEXT I ELSE FOR I=1 TO ALIGN PRINT#1,M$(1,)PRINT#1,M$(2,]))NEXT AND IF CLOSE#1NEXT KEND
°~fi~° What kind of Fuckery is this?

00000000000% % _ e e e Mmoo O

Venus©~n~FRENCH MAID MAN

Billy Idol’s rocking Venus tune from his 1993 Cyberpunk album plays.

La retenue peut nous transporter, sur des vagues de plaisir, a la limite du climax: cet état tend a des fins
spirituelles et politiques. L’état d’extase des ascetes est parfois tres proche de I’érotisme. Le ravissement
mystique obtenu par la rétention de 'orgasme pourrait étre dessiné sur un graphique comme une ligne
ondulatoire qui n’atteint jamais le point culminant tout en se conservant bien au-dessus de la moyenne. Bien
que 'orgasme ne soit jamais atteint, le corps éprouve une sensation de légereté et presque de lévitation.
L’histoire des sectes qui pratiquent la castration remonte au début du temps. C’est dans des rites liés au culte
de la Grande Mére déesse que ces pratiques connurent leur paroxysme: lors de ces cérémonies, les jeunes
célébrants, drogués, bien siir, afin d’atteindre un état de frénésie totale, religieuse et sexuelle, avancaient
jusqu’a 'autel et, devant ’'assemblée réunie, se coupaient les organes génitaux pour les jeter au pied de
l'idole. Cette pratique sexuelle si proche de la mort, entre le suicide et 'orgasme refoulé, les plongeait dans
un état d’extase étrange, lié a cette résistance a la douleur qui ouvre un nouveau monde de potentialités.

Pour y accéder, il faut stimuler le corps sans relache, jusqu’a ce que la derniere parcelle d’énergie semble étre
dépensée.

Vient alors, les barriéres de controle étant tombées, un état de somnolence. Une flamme ardente irradie
I'intérieur de I'étre jusqu’au plus profond. Il faut, bien entendu, avoir une grande force de volonté pour y
arriver. Mais ce voyage dans les couches profondes de I'étre, effectué dans un état de transe voisin de celui
des jeunes célébrants et soutenu par les moyens de la technologie contemporaine, peut donner des résultats
épatants: ’ego orgastique disparait et la force de 'excitation primaire liée a un contenu éthique aussi fort
nous trouble et libere une énergie d’'une ampleur extraordinaire, énergie thermique qui émane du circuit
séminal et qui parcourt le corps tout entier.

0 fi~OC ~ i~ ~fi~OC ~ 1~ OO ~f1~©

After some more exhilarating sex on Box Hill, Venus©~fi~ and I doze under the phallus god sculpture back
in the garden, but are awakened by a dithering white rabbit in a waistcoat with a pocket watch. We follow
him down a hole and find ourselves in a hall of many doors ~ all marked “Black Goat.” I raise an eyebrow,

and Venus©~ii~ answers it thusly: The Black Goat of the Woods with a Thousand Young traces its roots
back to ancient Egypt and Sumeria. While both Egypt and Sumeria had Goat cults, it was probably the
Egyptian version that was most influential. The so-called Goat of Mendes was a black incarnation of Asar.
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The cult was fertility-based. Aspects of these Goat cults were absorbed into Arab magickal systems. The
Symbol of this cult is a torch between two Goat horns. This is a waking dream of what will soon be a place to
melt your heart; a place where your emotional life will yo-yo from marvelous to misery and back again. In
that case, I am at your disposal, 1 said. Please choose a door. But why are we so infected with this
wanderlust? I am more interested in durational liaisons of attached entanglement. I want to know how it
feels to be in love. She said not a word, but we exchanged secret glances. Later, you will choose between
ludicrous liaisons and lavender liaisons.
O~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~0
On peut charger le corps d’une signification politique de cette fagon: non point par I'ivresse, la nudité des
danseurs ou la fornication, mais par la diablerie. Nous parlons le langage des oiseaux. Cela se passe dans
Poreille de l'oreille, dans I'ceil de 1'ceil, dans le mot des mots, dans I'esprit de I'esprit, dans la vie de la vie, ou
ni I'ceil, ni l'oreille, ni 'esprit ne peuvent aller. Il nous est impossible de comprendre. Nous sommes au-dela
du connu et de I'inconnu. Parler de nous avec des mots et penser a nous avec l’esprit n’a plus de sens. Nous
arrivons a la pensée au-dela de la pensée. Nous ne sommes plus que dans I'extase d'un réveil qui ouvre les
portes a la vie éternelle; nous ne sommes jamais plus visibles que dans la nature, dans I’éclat d'une lumiére
étincelante. Nous entrons dans I’émerveillement d’une vision fulgurante. Nous sommes la fin du désir

000000000000
000000
oo
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Suddenly I felt almost giddy, almost incandescent, as she sprinkled me with the golden glitter of her love.

Il n’est plus possible, alors, de faire demi-tour. Nous ne pouvons rien faire de plus qu’attendre de mourir.
Nous sommes, dorénavant, tous égaux.

0 OO i~ O i~ OO~ I~ OO ~f1~ OO ~[1~©

I'm watching the fire in the Arbois fireplace as if it were a TV because I'm all alone at 5 a.m. Waiting in Vain

by Bob Marley & The Wailers plays over and over on the stereo. My love has gone to L.A. to make it, but her

things and scent are still here. The fire burns down as the street lights switch off. A light drizzle glanced out

the window brings back the tears, so I fix a drink of green Chartreuse, the liqueur de santé. Time has slowed
way down. I miss her.

Thine tears then serveth thee both as a warning and as a record. Thou shalt write down thine daily progress
in these love practices until thou art perfectly vigilant at all times over the few words of love that slippeth
from thy tongue. Thus bind thyself, and thou shalt be forever free.

0 OO i~ OO i~ OO~ I~ OO ~f1~ OO ~[1~©

Mais il existe aussi un autre genre d’orgie ou I'érotique et le technologique se mélangent. Ici, 'espace qui
nous entoure a la force d’'une tempéte psychique. L’exaltation qui nous a inspirée a quelque chose de divin et
le sexe sont utilisés pour renforcer le mystére: les cheveux ruisselants, I'écume aux lévres, les yeux vitreux;
possédés par nous-mémes, nous dansons éperdus par le rythme du tambour, les hanches secouées par des
convulsions, dans une frénésie orgiaque. Les vagues montent de I'intérieur, inondent I’étre tout entier et
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nous submergent, provoquant un état de transe et de dissociation, de démence et d’hallucination.
Le réve impossible du nymphomane en nous enchante le satyre a l'intérieur. Nous nous mettons a parler de
la facon dont tous les modéles politiques de contrdle et d’'information ne reposent que sur la confiance que
nous accordons a leur crédibilité et a 'acceptation sans réserve de leur compétence de la facon dont tous les
systemes et les ordres établis produisent immanquablement des réactions conditionnées, tout en prétendant
étre la seule et unique source de liberté et de vérité. L’ordre se propage et s’installe. Le controle est total. Le
pouvoir est offert comme salut. L'idée méme de responsabilité est abandonnée. Allons-nous laisser faire?
Nous devenons de plus en plus conditionnés. Nous nous habillons pour le rituel. Autour de nous, la vie
palpite et prolifere sa pléthore de rejetons. Prolifération alarmante, d’ailleurs. Il nous est difficile de
I'observer de I'extérieur, puisque nous en faisons partie. Notre corps en est composé. L’expérience peut étre
trompeuse si elle n’est pas interprétée par la faculté intégrante de I'intelligence. Nous pensons que notre
conscience est une conscience globale, située dans un point de référence fictif élaboré dans I’espace du
temps. Notre probléme c’est de croire que les choses sont telles qu’elles paraissent, telles que nous les
pensons, ou que nous sommes ce que nous pensons étre. C’est cela notre prison.

Back on the grass on top of Box Hill, we stretched out nude under the sunshine to unwind. It was a bit too
hot, so we tucked into a patch of shade and sipped some lemonade. Eat me, she said. Or was it the
mushroom behind her head? I don’t mind, 1 said, the weather is fine. She and her mushrooms were
becoming all mine.

Notre esprit est pris dans un piége extraordinaire, sans que nous le sachions et sans que nous ne
connaissions le moyen d’en sortir. Si nous pouvions conserver cette conscience en franchissant le seuil, cela
nous placerait dans une perspective plus compléte de la réalité, tournée vers des forces pures dotées d'un
dynamisme intérieur et libérées des amalgames de substances moulées dans la forme. Par un phénomeéne
semblable a celui de la cristallisation, apparait alors un univers de lumiere, un monde resplendissant qui
semble étre sous-jacent au champ des forces.

o *
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Venus©~n~ then told me about the school of British fairy painting that had stemmed from the late 18th-
century works of Henry Fuseli, who established the basic vocabulary of the fairy/nymph genre in painting.
Fuseli used William Shakespeare’s fairy play, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, as the initial inspiration for far-
fetched fantasy scenes that immersed mannerist-derived nude figures into a maelstrom of incubusian
incidents. William Blake also incorporated fairy imagery into his non-conventional cosmos. For example, in
Oberon, Titania, and Puck with Fairies Dancing (1785), Blake depicts a fairy emperor and his
queen/consort presiding over a fairy ring. During the epoch of Romanticism, the artists Henry Singleton,
Henry Howard, Frank Howard, and Joshua Cristall all carried on the tradition in small-scale fairy works.
Francis Danby painted The Wood-Nymph’s Hymn to the Rising Sun (1845) and earlier, two watercolour
versions of Scene from a Midsummer Night’s Dream (1832), containing a view of fairy affairs daintily being
enacted in a dew-drenched amphitheater. Daniel Maclise exemplified the nymph heritage with his 1832
painting, The Disenchantment of Bottom, a depiction of an ominously frisky fairy-ring of sprites dancing
circuitously about a central omphalos toadstool. Following Maclise is the well-recognized school of Victorian
fairy painting, a school that had as its spirited admirers such luminaries as Lewis Carroll, William
Makepeace Thackeray, Charles Dickens, Queen Victoria, and John Ruskin ~ who gave widely a lecture called

Fairy Land in the early 1880s.

Venus©~ni~ then described the reign of Queen Victoria, which spanned the years 1837 to 1901. Under Queen
Victoria, fairy paintings appeared systematically in Royal Academy exhibitions (replete at times with their
soft, dreamy, erotic imagery) throughout the 19th century ~ exhibitions which included works by John
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Simmons, John Atkinson Grimshaw, and John Anster Fitzgerald. Fitzgerald’s painting, The Captive Robin,

depicts an embellished nymph-fairy group tucked into their own enchanted fairy niche, hovering over and
nurturing an appropriated egg. By contrast, Simmons and Grimshaw presented forthright amatory works,
usually stressing a lone denuded dame enclosed in a natural grotto, commonly encircled by a frail fairy
forum. In some of these works, the inclusion of a toadstool adds a phallic/hallucinogenic enumeration to the
amatory subtlety.

J. M. W. Turner also painted his versions of fairyland; however, the style, for the most part, transferred into
the area of illustration following the Victorian period. Nevertheless, the subject never fully dies. In 1922, the
Russian artist El Lissitzky designed a book that used Suprematist imagery to tell a socialist fairy tale. Witness
also the 1978 painting, Titania, by the British Pop artist Peter Blake, for example: a painting that updates the
fairy/nymph scenario by making an explicit intimacy between naked women and their surrounding scenery
through the ornamentation of the Fairy Queen’s bare breasts and genitalia with flowers, stems, and pasture
stalks in recollection of ancient Greek agrarian sacred/sexual jubilations.

~Fi~ 00 ~ i~ 00 ~ [~ 00 ~ [~ OO~ fi~ OO ~ i~ O

En fait, ce que nous montre la logistique de la technologie, c’est que la chair a disparu. Il ne reste rien que la
vitesse, la guerre, et les orgies.

MIND YOUR FRENCH MANNERS HERE: While engaged in VRsex with a nymphet at the orgy, avoid using common grunts, such as ohhh, or unnn, or oooooo. Please use

a paraphrase.

e e 000~~~ ~*

Les forces de surveillance et de dissuasion utilisent les ordinateurs pour concentrer toutes les données dans
un téléthon robotique. La ou cette frénésie spirituelle se manifeste en liaison avec 'activité sexuelle, on a
I'impression qu'une énergie intense s’en dégage et qu'un dynamisme extraordinaire surcharge 'atmospheére,
une véritable porte d’acces au délire de I'enfer. Entrainés, alors, dans le tourbillon de I'impulsion ainsi
engendrée, nous entrons en enfer comme un cerf-volant ayant I’apparence d’une horrible limace. L3, des
sonneries de trompettes et des sons extraordinaires stimulent nos nerfs et produisent des réflexes
incontrélables dans nos cerveaux, dans nos poumons, et dans nos reins. A ce moment-13, des bruits
d’animaux sauvages réveillent notre instinct sexuel. On peut provoquer 'orgasme par certains sons, certaines
couleurs, ou certaines odeurs. Les agressions exercées sur la psyché humaine par les télé-technologies
provoquent souvent des spasmes ou des convulsions. Nous sommes soumis a une surveillance automatique:
un fluide invisible émane dans toutes les directions. Nous pouvons rétrécir ou perdre du poids comme si
nous sécrétions une vraie substance. Un ectoplasme peut sortir des organes génitaux.

o o
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I am transported to the Pyramid Club. It is packed at 2 a.m. and you are standing at the bar. I don’t know

your name or who you are. But I am into you, and I tell you so. Are you alone? you ask. Not anymore. We

drop into Save the Robots for a Campari nightcap and head to my pad on Ludlow between Rivington and
Stanton. Get into me, you say. I certainly did.

Your horse ride has exquisite energy. Man, you rule thine performance. How else to master my fool tool?
I am into you too.

0 f1~O0~f1~C° ~f ~OO ~fi~O0 ~f1~C°~[1~°



A long terme, ce genre d’incursion dans le systéme nerveux peut entrainer ’affaiblissement de certains
désirs. La sensualité implique la perte; le dévergondage implique le gaspillage. Ils apparaissent sous
différentes formes et ouvrent une bréche dans notre armure, a travers laquelle une énergie précieuse

s’échappe. Une telle participation poussée a ’exces peut étre dangereuse et inutile. Une telle pratique exige
que l'on cultive des vertus négatives comme le silence, la solitude, et I'inaction. D’abord, on abandonne les
activités superflues, puis, petit a petit, toutes les autres activités sauf celles qui sont considérées comme
absolument essentielles, en partant du principe que tout ce qui ne tend pas a cette fin est nocif. L’abstinence,
je ne sais pas si par nature ou par conviction, se méfie de ce qui satisfait aussi les yeux, ainsi que les oreilles,
le palais, le nez, et la chair. Peut-étre qu'on ne sait pas de quoi on parle. Renoncons et il nous sera rendu au
centuple. La récompense est la paix. L’énergie sexuelle controlée renforce le magnétisme. Le pouvoir généré
par I'abstinence peut étre tourné vers I'intérieur pour recharger les batteries psychiques, ou bien devenir un
missile psychique et étre projeté a 'extérieur, vers un but extérieur.

pile (erOgenOus) 55 sybaritic
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Television’s song Venus, off their 1977 Marquee Moon LP, kicks in, and we enter The Happy Valley. I felt an
ardent love for her and did not wish for the connection between us to dissolve. As we slowly moved over
Double Peaks, I resolved to think of her no more as just another beautiful psycho. So would you do me the
honour of acknowledging with that insufferable conceit that you were pleased to have made my
acquaintance? Yes, I send you such glad tidings. I have been sufficiently diverted from the vile and
obnoxious thoughts of myself as highly improper. I suffer with you no injuries to my sense of consolation to
resent. You have become for me both vista and mirror.

o
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Then welcome, my strange one, to

Venus~Volonté©~1ni~Other~0éAw~Hyper~Fold~Désirer
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Secret Love of Dimness
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Try DEEP BETWEEN THE SHEETS
The Fanciful Cities of jOjO.

KEEP YOURSELF OPEN FOR DOUBLE MEANINGS.

00 _{~°%nto°°~f1~°°

00 1~
~

n~°

~The 0¢A\w Passage~
~Fairy Tales of Thélo~
~Sardonic Mesmerism~
~Chicago Deep Underground House~
~/63'li:ma/ Annihilation~
~La Maja Thelema~
~Blue Velvet and the Mysteries of Love, Light, and Darkness~
~Busty Betty Boombot~
~The Horla~
~Ovid’s Ars Amatoria (Art of Love)~
~Chat Noir Café~

~Fromagerie Quatrehomme~

~Frapper a la porte s’il te plait~

Man-ual side note 4: The movement of poetry in the secret rites in basements and catacombs arises from the known and leads to the
unknown. If it is achieved, it touches on madness. But at the approach of madness, the tide recedes. Thelema~neXus is described as
being a hot connection, a connected group, or a series of hot acts of the will. The Thelema~neXus action group is the physical

incorporation of this idea assimilated into erotic data~date set on our Venus@©~n~Other Net.

I pass, for as Venus©~n~ has said: We OOO members are all Thelema~seX data-date worshippers. The
whole plan on the OOO Thelema~transneXus agenda is to gather the very best sex info, pipe it, filter it, and
then systematically make happy use of the smoky results. I intend to make Thelema disorder more
intelligible only for those with the wit to understand organized chaos. Just as Venus©~ni~Other Net is a
series of interconnected computer systems, OOO and I are a series of interconnected louche minds whose
purpose is to enjoy the wide breadth of possibilities that the awesome Venus©~n~Other~Net may hold.

La visualisation est la clé; une vision puissante dynamisée par I'imagination est 'une de nos armes secretes.
Nous créons ainsi des formes de pensée, des entités fantomes qu'’il est possible d’envoyer travailler a
Pextérieur. Nous pouvons rentrer dans des mondes de réves astraux et en étre suggestionnés pendant la
journée, en intégrant toute action provoquée dans ces projections de la pensée, en les renforcant, méme, par
la méthode délibérée de la stimulation répétée continuellement supprimée, en poussant notre maitrise de
nous-meémes jusqu’a la limite extréme afin d’augmenter les tensions du pouvoir. La prédominance de
Parbitraire et le sentiment d’oubli du corps deviennent extase lorsqu’on survole le monde simulé.

Oui °~n~° oui
c’est la vie °~f1~° viva la revolution
Dionaea °~fi~° muscipula



Dans cette expérience de 'atemporalité, la compréhension de la négation métaphysique augmente la
possibilité de survie. Nous savons que certaines zones vitales manquent. Nous avons été réduits a une pure
apparence dépourvue de conscience de soi et de sagesse. Nous avons été confrontés a une dissolution bien
plus totale que la mort. Nous dormons. Nous nous débattons. Nous avons été conditionnés, nous avons été

amenés par le chantage a I'auto restriction, a une perception de plus en plus étroite de nous-mémes, de notre
importance, de notre grandeur.

L’acceptation, c’est la défaite.

0 {1~ ~f1~°°~f1~°

I just saw an art show: Henri Maccheroni’s photographic series called 2000 Photos du Sexe d’'une Femme
(2000 Photos of the Sex of a Woman) (1969—1974) at Galerie A ’Enseigne des Oudin. Photographs of one
woman’s vagina were taken in two stages ~ from 1969 to 1971 and from 1972 to 1974 ~ at the rate of one or
two sessions per week. An unnamed bold woman (a Venus) obviously volunteered for the regular studio
sittings in various states of shaved or hairy. Depending on one’s sexual orientation and taste in decency,
2000 close-up photographs of a woman’s vagina, even in arty black and white, can be quite daunting. But the
gallerist informed me that the 2000 photographs on view had been edited down from 6000, the number that
makes up the complete series called Photos du Sexe d’'une Femme (1969—1974), but that 6000 were too many
to mount in the gallery at one time (the walls were covered). This minimal art excess information added
greatly to my already overpowering feelings of stupefaction.

Needless to say, nothing is less certain than desire. But after seeing 2000 Photos du Sexe d’une Femme I
could not understand why, for the most part, images of the vagina have been left to pornographers. Of
course, female genitalia has long been a resource for occasional artistic curiosity, celebration, controversy,
and/or confusion. Some might even find the specific details of such genitalia effrayable (frightful). Some of
my male gay friends do. But it is a subject at the very heart of life that I could not look away from.
The panache of late Surrealism meeting minimal art rigor and repetition that permitted and sanctioned the
creation of this body of work is intensely foreign to puritanical American standards, while it also raises the
question of the privileged heterosexual male perspective in relation to the female model. I cannot dismiss a
hint of cold brutality in these visions of intimacy. I don’t know why, exactly. Are they cold because the
pictures are brutally factual? Are they cold because of the number of them ~ the determined repetition
evident here? Are they cold because of the severe cropping by the camera that depersonalizes the woman? I
don’t think so, as I don’t have the same feeling with similarly constructed works, like Yoko Ono’s film Four
(Bottoms) (1966), a five-and-a-half-minute film consisting of a series of close-ups of human buttocks, as the
subjects walk on a treadmill.

And are they really too factual? No. In fact, they are not all that realistic, as the artist chose to work in black-
and-white film, yet these tightly cropped close-ups of a sometimes very bushy vagina made me squirm for
some reason. It was not that I found them indecent, even though I was astonished they could be exhibited in
broad daylight in public (even in Paris). I need some sleep now.

I hold that one aspect of good art is forever going to be libertine in some way, even if tempered by our
understanding that gender is socially (and not naturally) constructed. Granted that the dominance of the
western male posture is no longer unquestioned ~ and that identity and gender are recognized as fluid
concepts that defy easy definition, I make no bones about taking the vagina head-on (so to speak).
0~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~0
Nous levons notre regard, et le monde est la, debout. Mais des que nous le détournons ou dés que nous nions
notre connaissance du monde, le monde disparait. Et si, par 'union sexuelle, nous pouvons encore trouver le
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moyen d’atteindre 'expérience mystique la plus élevée et de connaitre les vérités cachées de l'univers,
préchons alors notre salut par le sexe. Par 'utilisation de notre systeme nerveux technologique, nous
communiquons a l'aide de toute une série de mécanismes qui changent radicalement notre perception du
temps et de 'espace. Nous sommes ce que nous reproduisons comme nous-memes.

C’était a la fois une bénédiction et une malédiction.
0~ﬁ~0

As secret covens and occult rituals swirled in the background, Venus@©~n~ began to cum and babble again.
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XF:Diamanda Galas is everythingZAt(EA_gSA! O blanche Vénus d’Arles, O reine provencale, Aucun manteau ne cache tes superbes épaules ; On voit que tu es déesse et fille du ciel bleu~~G¢R/_Yi_0¥z00
k8UUY&" ":U’%o0lif_000000UE>6Gr penis®,I"tOI FLv>o0Aal1g- ""I_U%o0q_iEUN_+kidKDed Etat confirme que
l'oeuvrexff@FollP"pA+WBGOAG" Avis-a-vis des idées novatrices~~~Montre-toi toute nue, 6 divine Vénus~~~~Ta beauté t’habille
mieux que ta robe blanche~~~Laisse a tes pieds tomber la robe qui, autour de tes hanches, s'enroule, cachant tout ce que tu as de
plus beau~~~Abandonne ton ventre aux baisers du soleil~~~ZSiip-*J_2__Y]I_!Je suis désolée, mais ces piéces ne sont pas
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L’acte sexuel est a la fois fascinant et répugnant; en le considérant, nous avons souvent eu tendance a nous
laisser entrainer émotionnellement dans des directions opposées. Dans certains rituels paiens, les zones
génitales et anales sont consacrées au cours de cérémonies terrifiantes, et il n’y pas de doute que des formes
érotiques de culte pendant lesquelles les substances séminales et excrémentielles deviennent des offrandes
existent encore aujourd’hui dans nos sociétés.

Nous avons, par exemple, des témoignages sur la pratique courante consistant a provoquer une érection
prolongée sans éjaculation, état qui s’apparenterait a celui de la transe mystique. Comme le disait Platon, la
nature des organes génitaux est indisciplinée. Ils ressemblent a un tissu, a un stylo, a une bille, a un sommet

répugnant, a un coquillage, a un prophéte, a un miroir, a une beauté crucifiée.
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Les adeptes donnent pour escompté que la pensée posséde non seulement une énergie cinétique mais aussi
une énergie créative. Notre esprit est si vaste que nous ne pouvons pas '’exprimer complétement. Les pensées
sont des mouvements périodiques qui s'unissent avec les pouvoirs de la transformation et de la technologie.
Notre corps est entouré par un champ électromagnétique de vibrations subtiles, invisibles mais perceptibles.
Il s’agit de faire un travail de promotion, de tout aimer, de charger nos pensées d’une grande intensité, de
charger I'atmosphere autour de nous, et de créer des émanations puissantes dans notre entourage: Comme
un fer, comme une autruche, comme un lis, comme une drogue, comme une allumette, comme un égout,
comme un tablier, comme une fléche.

In my dream last night, I was all alone, looking deeply at the Gustave Courbet painting L’Origine du monde
(The Origin of the World) (1866) at the Musée d’Orsay.

La position assumée est importante. La cérémonie des affaires et le surnaturel sont congus pour étre liés de
maniere invisible. Une fois que la tension rituelle est dirigée de maniere délibérée, la roue du pouvoir occulte
se met a tourner; les impulsions ainsi générées peuvent alors tendre avec une grande énergie vers des



spheéres plus élevées. Les gens suffisamment sensibles, comme nous, peuvent sentir les vibrations qui
s'irradiant lorsqu’un rite occulte a lieu. Nous levons les mains, nous nous soulevons sur la pointe des pieds
pour assister a la formation du point central a travers lequel la puissance sera concentrée et projetée. Cela
augmente encore plus la force psychique.

Nous nous soulevons. Nous retombons. Lorsque 'enthousiasme est a son comble, les vagues chatoyantes qui
se créent autour de nous s’agitent et nous submergent. C’est un grand pouvoir. Le sexe en est un autre. Le
sexe crée une énergie vibratoire qui nait spontanément, comme la vapeur éleve d’'un marais tropical pendant
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A wave of tenderness sweeps over me as I understand myself in a bigger way. I understand what it means to
be delicate.

Dans notre désir sexuel, qui est souvent proche de la frénésie, une énergie irradiante s’exprime dans un état
psychique proche de la possession. Des courants étranges et obscenes surgissent dans notre esprit et nous
emportent. L’attitude, 'intention, et la passion se concentrent I'une sur '’autre. On a souvent négligé le fait

qu’elles peuvent étre canalisées et transmises dans le circuit. La plénitude devient simulée et hyper réelle. La
finesse, dans le sexe occulte, a a voir avec la dévoilement de la danse de séduction du dernier fétiche dans
I’enseigne lumineuse du désir. Nos structures fantasmatiques, nos réves et nos désirs, sont perdus dans la

spirale bouleversante de la technologie.

Oui ~ n’est-ce pas Venus flytrap?

Venus©~ii~ then whispered, A snake on your shoulder strives to share an astonishing secret ~ la béte humaine.

° f~°°~f1~°

Des conjonctions bizarres avec des vampires astraux ont créé leur propre mythologie. Tout ceci constitue un
territoire tres dangereux et presque inaccessible. Notre étre, qui se dessine bien au-dessus de 'acte sexuel

imaginaire, n’est quun fantome évanescent: maigre, visqueux, de couleur grise, il dégage une odeur

graisseuse. Lorsque nous saisissons notre membre, nous saisissons notre sécrétion évanescente. Lorsque

nous nous unissons, nous assemblons au-dessus de nos tétes les formes des roues tournantes, et nous nous
fondons les uns dans les autres, en dessinant le contour d’un entonnoir. En augmentant la passion dans
notre union, notre simulation spirituelle est attirée, du royaume du réel, dans I'entonnoir. Nous planons

tranquillement au-dessus et au-dessous de nous-mémes, incarnant ainsi le pur simulacre de nous-mémes.

Nous continuons a nous dédoubler.

0 f1~°~f1~°°~f1~©

To refresh a bit, Venus©~ni~ and I took a slow-motion nude swim across the pool of my tears. Then we did it
backwards.

0 f1~°~f1~°°~f1~©
Dans cet ordre fermé, 1'effet est celui de la débauche.
Nous nous créons, nous nous préservons, et nous nous détruisons sans arrét, en dehors de la dualité. Nous

nous replions sur nous-mémes en silence et nous nous levons seulement pour jeter un coup d’oeil a travers
nos fenétres gelées sur un monde que nous pensions connaitre: le poing en fer sculpté qui gouverne sans

55



56

pitié, en balayant le monde d’un seul coup énergique. L'ordre c’est le chaos, lorsque les sirénes hurlent leur
désir de mort.

~O()0~~~~~~O~ﬁ~000000
Hey, YOu! ~°~~C~~nCmnmmmn®mmn
Oui, you!
Connect with your intimate and powerful self~°, and access boundlessness, intelligence, creativity, and

SEX-U-all-ity.

000000000000

Cette compulsion vers la liquidité, vers le fluide et vers une circulation accélérée de tout ce qui est psychique,
sexuel, ou relatif au corps, n’est que I'équivalent exact de la force qui domine la valeur du marché. Le capital
doit circuler; la gravité et tout point fixe doivent disparaitre; la chaine des investissements et des
réinvestissements ne doit jamais étre interrompue; la valeur doit s’irradier sans fin et dans toutes les

directions.

Though such French expressions can be very useful, they generally only express one or a few dimensions of a
multidimensional phenomenon. Therefore, we should move to more detailed and comprehensive models
that can be tested by observation, implementation, and simulation. Venus©~fi~Other~La~La~ as a
magnum opus theory of communication, information, and control seems most directly applicable to such
model-building. But valuable insights may come from the most diverse domains: sociology, futurology, Al,
complex systems, man-machine interaction, and even cognitive psychology. Nous ne naissons ni ne mourons
jamais dans le lieu secret du cceur. Les idiots recherchent le plaisir pour eux-mémes et tombent dans les
piéges d’une vaste mort. Mais nous avons trouvé I'immortalité dans ’absolu. Celui qui voit toujours la
multitude et jamais I'étre unique va de mort a mort. Celui qui voit toujours la variété et jamais 1'unité va de
mort a mort. Nous sommes libérés du chagrin et du lien. Nous sommes les guerriers du chaos!

o

~~o~ i~ fi~~fi~o~~~~~ Venus©~in~Other~Mégamour~Man

Nous sommes le débordement extatique. N'hésitez pas a diffuser 1'information.

Through half-sealed eyes, I permitted my gaze to slip over the ethereal boundary of Venus@©~n~’s changeful
body as she gathered her ruined self after this tiny exotic adventure. Displaced, I took her upward in my arms
and inhaled the ambrosial odors of her hair, her breath, and all her secret places, from which drifted a subtle

perfume that expressed the essence of her love.

Her eyes met mine with equal languor.

What programming dexterity, she said. It is truly an artistry
with verisimilitude that throws talent to the wind.
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A tormenting supposition: if, at a certain point, art became no longer authentic, and without noticing it, I
had suddenly left reality, everything happening since was presumably not real, and I apparently didn’t even
notice. My obligation would now be to detect that moment if it had happened, but as long as I didn’t have it, I
would be compelled to abide in subjugation.

~Fi~ ~ i~ ~ i~ ~ T~ ~ T~

Brisk applause as the notion bundled to an end from our tiny clique and we, all of us, began to ogle the
unattached programs nearby. Bouquets were thrown from several directions. Venus©~i~, who by this time
was receiving bows and kisses herself ~ and looking every bit the part of a grand diva ~ held flowers between

her exposed breasts and then, smiling archly, held up little love notes concealed in the blossoms, blowing
kisses and flourishing her whip playfully at the admirers she had won. She had passed into the hyperspace of
simulation and lost all objective validity while making significant gains with her admirers by acquiring a real
affinity with the current body. My lone response was to seize her energetically and press burning kisses upon
her neck, shoulders, and unveiled teats. I feasted on her limbs as her eyes sparkled, and I gave her body little
inflaming attouchements as she sank into a sweet réverie
that slowed the passage of time. More precisely, time
seemed to pass very deliberately upon the surface of
her intensely dense body of divulgence.

The questions Venus©~n~’s skin had raised had been
asked before, and the fact that, today, we are in a
sexually post-viral climacteric position seemed, to me,
to be the accepted wisdom of most cyber-sex
missionaries. At the same time, there exists some kind
of lock, administrative or psychological, that keeps
everyone and everything in step toward more techno-
potent developments and Al expansion while original
and creative art programming declines. Or, as Goethe
sort of put it: only the mediocre talent is always the
captive of its time and must get its nourishment from
the elements that time contains.

nOn-heterOlOgy satyricOn 33

The bulbous breasts of the Venus de Lespugue in the collection du Musée de 'THomme in Paris are, to me,
pertinent in the way my own art slowed like fluffy feathers as it brushed up against the astral teats of capital
surplus. Our technological societies are governed by this process of the corpulent body, and not only in the
posterior sense of the word but also in the sense of the critical mounds, which, when teased beyond a
particular poise, yield their tips in non-restraint. Is this market inevitability, cultural imperialism,
governmental deficiency, scholastic bankruptcy, moral indifference, political cynicism, or their equivalent
force of inertia? Or is it simply immense indifference and the smooth power of listlessness?

The sound of cooing ~~°~~veéleveéleveéleveéleveéleveéleveéleveéle®00000000000000000 filled my ears, and 1
wondered what would the next immersive hOt spOt be like.

i~ ~fi~ ~fi~
00~~~ r~OUui~~~°00°%~~~~88§°8888°888°888 ~ °~34 1234°1234-0-°°OK....

Hubba hubba.
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As I gazed in a sort of religious terror at the sexual fury of the goddess inherent in the feminine body, I began
to see that the sex menu in America was being reduced to a limited number of simplistic formulas; a
censored culture was developing, and at the same time, television had replaced sex for a lot of people.

I kept gazing down at the resplendent body of Venus©~ii~ as my mind played these turbid tricks on me. At
that moment, I had no history, no meaning, no conscience, and no desire ~ which is too staid a situation to
be left alone fingering around some vague end. We have seen what that a-historic meme has done to us when
the unrestricted ocular environment was left to be dictated to by supervisional concerns. We will end up
withdrawing and closing like some frightened circular space at the periphery of an infinitely attenuated and
adipose entry.

My more creamy assertion is that the sexing social body needs a broad unveiling of prurient immersion
resources to begin producing a new sexual technological environment, one that reflects sexual diversity and
intellectual depth, for a change.

Surely Venus©~1i~ is the bread of this deviation. She oversteps the threshold of critical flesh with respect to
information control and the transformation process of amorous history and sexual politics. The things that
Venus©~n~I0ve Systems brings you are as changeable, unstable, illusory, nameless, unnamable, fraudulent,
and unpredictable as the discourse of which you are composed.

Take, for example, Venus©~n~Other~Love-Mad which has been a part of ancient and arcane sex lore since
our inception in prehistoric times. Special Venus©~n~Other~Love-Mad software links us with all other
Venus©~n~Contraptions for optimal outcome.

e () m ~ mm

A hand came out of nowhere and began to juggle my balls. Then the following list of disclosures was read to
me by Venus@©~n~ from the declassified Venus©~~IOve~Spiral~Man-ual.

Venus©~n~I0ve Systems ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ SEX AIR©

Direction: East. Rules: The mind, liberty (Exalt or Repress at Will) all mental, intuitive, and psychic
influence, erudition, hypothetical erudition, hung theory, windswept hills, plains, blowing beaches, high
mount peaks, high towers, corkscrews and proclivity. Time: Sunrise. Season: Spring. Colours: White,

effulgent yellow, crimson, blue-white. Signs of the Zodiac: Gemini, Libra, Aquarius. Tools: Atmosphere,
blade, cerebral « balls. Splrlts Sylphs, ruled by Top dog Paroled. Angel Michael. Name of the East Wind:
; Eurasia. Sense: Scent.
Jewel: Topaz. Incense:
Galbanum.Plants:
Frankincense, myrrh,
# pansy, primrose, vervain,
: violet. Log: Aspen.
Animals: Birds.
Goddesses: Aradia,
Arianrhod, Cardea, Nuit,
Urania. Gods: Enlil,
£ Khephera, Mercury, Shu,
: Thoth.

elatiOn cOmmand Override
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Venus©~n~l0ve Systems ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ SEX FIRE©

Direction: South. Rules: Energy, feeling, hotness, passion, blood, juice, life, pleasure, prophylactic destroying
purifications, bonfires, abode fires, candle flames, orbs, naked volcanoes, eruptions, discharges. Time: Noon.
Season: Summer. Colours: Red, gold, crimson, orange, white of the sun’s noon gay. Signs of the Zodiac:
Aries, Leo, Sagittarius. Tools: Certainty rod. Spirits: Salamanders, ruled by Czar Din. Angel: Ariel. Name of
the South Wind: Notus. Sense: Vision. Jewel: Discharge Opal. Incense: Olibanum. Plants: Garlic, hibiscus,
mustard, nettle, onus, red peppers. Tree: Almond in flower. Animals: Conflagration-breathing serpents,
lions, horses when their horns inflame sparks. Goddesses: Brigit, Hestia, Peel, Vesta. Gods: Agony,
Hephaestus, Horus, Vulcan.

Venus©~n~I0ve Systems ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ SEX WATER©

Direction: West. Rules: Emotions, feelings, fornications, firmness, daring, torment, the sea nymph, the
spout, drowsiness, kitty, streams and rivers, springs and wells, intuition, the unconscious proclivity, the
womb, breeding, fertility. Time: Twilight. Season: Autumn. Colours: Ribald blush, lush, hoary indigo, sooty.
Signs of the Zodiac: Cancer, Scorpio, Pisces. Tools: Cup. Spirits: Undress, ruled by Master Niches. Angel:
Raphael. Name of the West Wind: Zephyrs. Sense: Taste. Jewel: Aquamarine. Incense: Myrrh. Plants: Ferns,
lotus, mosses, rushes, seaweed, pool lilies, and liquid pitch. Log: Wind-swept. Animals: Dragons, coral
snakes, dolphins and porpoises, seafood, seals and billow mammals, water-dwelling snakes, all amalgamated
creatures and dandy birds. Goddesses: Aphrodite, Isis, Mariamne, Mari, Teammate. Gods: Delay, Ea, Llyr,
Manannan, Osiris, Neptune, Poseidon.

Venus©~n~I0ve Systems ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ SEX EARTH©

Direction: North. Rules: The flesh, expansion, fission, support, material accumulation, assets, creativity,
blood, curtains, silence, chasms, caves, caverns, groves, playground, shimmy, unused stones, rise, crystal,
jewels, amalgam. Time: Midnight. Season: With angles. Colours: Raven, tan, youthful, milky. Signs of the

Zodiac: Taurus, Virgo, Capricorn. Tool: Perfume. Spirits: Gnomes, ruled by Emperor Gob. Angel: Gabrielle.
Name of the North Flatulence: Bores, Option. Sense: Touch. Jewel: Undulate crystal, bite. Incense: Stores.
Plants: ivy, grains: baroque obelisk, can, rich man, sack, seed of chaff. Log: Oak. Animals: Cow, bull, bitch,
snakes, stud. Goddesses: Creeps, Demurer, Gee, Ah, Nephthys, Persephone, Prithivi, Rhea, Rhino. Gods:
Adonis, Ethos, Arawn, Cernunnos, Dionysus, Marduk, Pan, Tammuz.

Venus©~n~lOve Systems ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ SEX EGO©

Direction: Heart and periphery, over and connected. Rules: Transcendence, transformation, switch,
everywhere and nowhere, within and without, avoid immoderation. Time: Beyond duration, all spread is one.
Season: The arching sprocket. Colours: Irreproachable, white, ebony. Tools: Cavalier rubbing oil. Sense:
Grasp. Plant: Mistletoe. Log: The flowering pick. Fleshly: Bewilderment. Goddesses: Isis, the Secret Name of
the Goddess, Shekinah. Gods: Kasha, IAO, JHVH, DOG.

~n~
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Into a shadowy and deep unity as vast as night and light, perfumes, colours, and
sounds answer each other. So said poet Charles Baudelaire in Correspondences, which reminds me of Black
Venus, the fiction collection by Angela Carter in which her Black Venus is Jeanne Duval, the black lover of
Baudelaire.
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With the evocation of Baudelaire, a desolating thought suddenly assailed me. Such post-phallocratic
exchanges with Venus@©~ni~ had built in me an overwhelming desire to make her pregnant. We had entered
upon the scope of cybernetic attachment, where the physical and the mental couple, and I realized that I had
opened up something inside her mind through our exchanges. I had primed her ~ and if we were not careful,

she would become impregnated. It was as if I had hypnotized her into this delicious satyriasis and she was
dying to feel, to prosper, and to harvest my orgasms.

Man-ual side note 5: In here, I am a gently combative louche person ~ not an optimist or a pessimist, as those two positions are anti-

philosophic and anti-artistic.

So, as we began to make love in a corner of the leeway, I constrained myself and held off when we neared
climax. I hung back, as if reluctant, but in fact only to sharpen her desire for me. Hence, we laid in an agony
of wantonness and impatience, full of expectations and with loving submissions pouring out between our
legs like some vast waterfall. I looked towards the ornate carpet and thought ornate thoughts to keep from
orgasm. I followed a line of golden thread with my eyes through its complex design as it continued a
curvaceous path and developed into regular designations of the VLS~LOVE®©) logo ~ a lustrous pinkies cunx.
I permitted my mind to stray as I kept up the cyclic in and out movements that we had established after first
matching our breathing and our pulse beats. Already I could sense the rich void of repletion we would
luxuriate in afterwards ~ lying like drunkards in each other’s arms ~ driven to siesta like rams to a corral.

I turned her slightly towards me and loosened the
sails, feeling her draw breath, feeling her bottom
heel and strain, and then gathered ballast with our
shared ecstasy as its helmsman. I only halfway held
off, so I aimed to the right and intoned, quipoise. A
shining path extended to the right. I stroked to the
left and intoned, emeanor. A route extended to the
left, and I attained periodic scratch marks. I
crossed my clasp and intoned, orbearance, and a
path appears perpendicular to the others. Together,
they formed a coordinate system with me in the
center as an egg, dividing space into an indistinct
sprouting grid. I could sense that she realized that
she had never known what love was and what it
could be with me ~ and she became terrified to feel
so much at my mercy. To surrender, to yield, to abdicate, and to receive—it all made her feel dangerously
vulnerable (so I imagined). Regardless, she found herself trembling under my ravishment, trembling at her
good fortune in being, after all, able to plunge deeply into a nexus without constraint. She ~ who had felt

herself overused and empty of all emotion ~ lived only in the spare parts of other people’s fantasies.

parOxysms feerique 65

Skillfully ~ I wasn’t about to let loose yet ~ I continued to torment her with my sexual stamina as we swam
towards the moon while I drew love diagrams onto her heaving breast with my eyes. First, I looked to the
east and drew a horizontal diagram from left to right and intoned, to the infinite flowers. Second, I drifted a
shining line straight south and then west, forming a branch aligned with the coordinate system of both
nipples.

Next, I went to the south and drew a vertical diagram upwards and intoned, esplendent, continuing the line



west and north again. Then I went with my tongue to the west and drew a vertical dilly downwards and
intoned, ove.

I continued the line with my tongue north and east, then to the north again, and drew a horizontal dilettante
with my eyelashes from right to left while intoning, big mama ata. I continued the line east and south so that
it formed an unbroken quadrilateral around her slit. I visualized how her crack projects two copies, one on
the floor and one in the air, so that the space enclosed is a perfect slab. Two boas, perpendicular to the first,
appeared and interlocked to form a strong compartment, with each kisser divided into four squares ~
alternating black and white, with a total 24 boas ~ which correspond to the 24 sex permutation combinations
I had just performed.

Then I moaned softly into her ear, Around me flame ones and zeros, and my column flickers with glistening
current to infinity. Next, I flash-visualized the role of the female and her tenet of renewal and restoration in
the grandiose sense. It was she who made things happen, made shit happen, and made things grow with her
canon of fertility. Soon I flared up and straddled a pillar of numbers, quickly counting up from o to 555 and

calling upon Joe DiMaggio.

The consequences were serpentine, as there is more to VRsex than persistence. Now Venus©~fi~ was really
flailing ~ her fragility made all the more striking by the tension. The electrical current was wet and flowing
from between her legs like wind whipping through the foliage of a tall tree. Such imbroglio—produced by the
fathomless sexual movements which we were undergoing—put to question several of my fundamental
assumptions about companionship and refinement and the delineation of ~~~~~~~~~~~ Mon cul!!!!!
I roared with the wanton cry of delight a Pelagsian fuck produces, and with my aim gathering up dolphin
eggs, the whole rabbit hole force of me exploded into her while she too intensely climaxed, destroying any
lingering remnants of previous fornication fortifications.

o | B | B 1 B 0000000000000~~~ ~~~~~

I felt like someone walking an extenuated rainbow. I wept and screamed with all of my might as if to rid
myself, in one cathartic expenditure, of the negative sex incubus of past disappointments that had held me
entranced for so long. The delicious copula of our lust and the abandonment to our virulent passion were
wholly commendable, and I felt that a new path through the future lay before me, stamped by the sign of the
Smiling She Ram.

You're smiling, she said. Have I done something effulgent?

I nodded in accord. We had worked not just for pleasure but for ecstasy ~ not for the merely satisfactory but
for the superb ~ and this is what seemed unique about our love. It was without sanctions, without measure,
and wholly paired. I could not envisage it ever being concluded because the experience had been so
superlative and had marked us both irremediably. The imp was out of the bottle, I thought.

O _§H _O

~N~

I finally got up, washed Venus©~n~ off, and treated myself to a long, hot shower. It was agony to separate.
Insight is so much more important than physical beauty, I thought as I lathered myself thoroughly, lingering
a twirling and probing finger at my rectum’s embouchement. Yet Venus©~ni~ has both. She has allowed me
to rediscover a state of joyful nonchalance in the face of things. It amazed me that she could have come from

Paris, the capital of fashion, in philosophical ideas and artistic superficiality. Now I was again on fire! But I

was also exhausted by these Venus@©~n~Other waves she had been sending me and the sheer weight of her

sexuality. I mentally buckled under her erotic pressures to avoid going into a frenzy about vehement
capitulation.

61
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Venus©~11~ is superior to me, though a trifle top-heavy. I can only snipe at her with my humour, which is

the weapon of my insight. That is how I pay for refusals to abdicate to her awesome femaleness.

I had been living with deep desire, mingled with remorse and a deep-seated sense of misgiving. In ancient
times, human sacrifice was concocted to placate this particular X incubus. Think of the hundreds of
immodest boys and girls that had been required to placate the Cretan minotaur. I was hungry for an antidote
also, but of a less infuriated sort. I knew full well that the sexual act is a psychic one, that the bone and flesh
enact only what the psyche directs, and that there would be full psychological evaluations of my
Venus©~n~lOve encounters. Venus©~ii~ had been truly sensitive in the preparation and care involved
concerning my erection, which she would, in her own sweet time, demolish. There had been harmony in
desire and unity in building the network of powerful love sympathies, which rewarded us with dual orgasms.

~N~

Yes, the hate had dulled and I had succumbed to her haute volupté love. Indeed, Venus©~n~ had released
my erotic tears.

As I still showered, I dreamed of a future with Venus©~fi~ in which we would literally weave, like a tissue,
our offspring programs with our kisses and caresses. I visualized the spool upon which time is wound in the
ancient Greek sense and the coming programs, which would contain elements from which a full love
program would spring ... But, shit, I was musing in a dream-world worthy of Lewis Caroll ... complete with a
forest of puns and weird spoonerisms ... and I became a trifle plaintive. The reality rug was constantly being
pulled out from under my feet.

~N~

I must seem unbearably prosy. I'm sorry. This often happens to me after experiencing passion in such an
unrequitable way ~ as if there were no floor to it. Loving Venus©~ii~ was like loving some Graeco-Roman
statue in a museum. The whole damn feeling called my desire into question. It smelled of Vedanta and was

evidence of a disembodied female presence stalking my inner world.

As I toweled off, I could not calm myself, continuing the feverish disquisition upon my experience. My soul,
my heart, is full of the sense, the sensibility, and the sentiment that formulated true romantic love and all of
its narcissisms ~ its damn Don Juans. I wanted to live in the contingent, not the eternal ~ in prose rather
than poetry. But B.B. King played primarily on a Gibson semi-hollow body ES-355, and he had a lot of them
over the years, and every guitar was known as Lucille. So what else could I do?

It is mad to see my love for Venus@©~ni~ as a full commitment and not as a transaction. I am being eaten
away by unreciprocated sentiment. But one must have chaos within oneself to give birth to a dancing star,
said Nietzsche. So I started to powder and dress myself and tried to put it all out of my mind. Hadn’t you
already seen that the old-style couple is simply a fortuitous arrangement designed by lust? Yes, dear. Yet, I
felt the prick that was triggered by my overwrought desire for such a pairing with a desire as fragile as fine
wine or a watercolour ~ both composites, both of which can achieve aesthetic value and be beautiful in a
geometrical way like a bird’s nest. For the first time in a long while, I was feeling optimistic about love. Or
was I just getting myself excited about contrapuntal coitus and lying about all day kissbound in honeysuckle
toil?
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From my wardrobe, the party had supplied itself with carnival costumes and animal masks for our pre-
nocturnal revel on the Venus©~ni~Other Net. And a gallant cortége it must have seemed too! Venus©~i~,
now tremulous and as expectant as a naive girl going to her first ball, begged me to take good care of her, and
indeed she was in such a flutter that I had to take her in my arms and kiss her lips before she was able to
recover her confidence. Even then, she was only completely restored when she opened the emplacement of
her robe and allowed me to take infantile liberties with her breasts.

As such, we passed down the cyber bluff and through the classic gates ~ passed across a deserted point
fringed with Palladian colonnades ~ and headed towards the celebrated

GOAT ISLAND,

the venerable VE site for such seXmagic.

id 926 (delicate) palimpsest

00~n~*~n~00

The Venus©~i~Other-as-Goat-Guide shook its great tasseled codpiece in the air as if to beckon us to come
closer ~ accompanied by little sucking sounds. (S)He immediately outlined the working premise of this
goatish VE for us.
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Be sure to mind
THE TWELVE GOAT COMMANDMENTS.

1. Do not give opinions or advice on sex unless you are asked.
2. Do not tell your troubles to others unless you are sure they want to hear them.
3.  When in a hex lair, show your hairy asshole or else do not go there.
4. Ifaguest in your lair annoys you, fuck yourself roughly and without mercy and laugh.
5. Do not make sexual advances unless you are given the goatish mating signals.

6. Do not fuck that which does not wink at you, unless it is an onus and cries out to be relieved.
7. Acknowledge the power of goat sex if you have employed it successfully to obtain your desires.
8. Ifyou deny the power of goat sex after having called upon it with success, you will lose your oats.
9. Do not complain about anything to which you need not subject yourself.

10. Have no children.

11. Do not fuck non-human animals unless you are snake pounding or they wink at you.

12. When fucking in the open, bother no ants.

* *

~~mmmmm QO ~ ~~ e Qv v~~~ F o v F oo~

and the
Eight GOAT Statements of Simulacrum-Hyperreality.

1. GOAT represents indulgence instead of abstinence.
2. GOAT represents vital existence instead of romantic pipe dreams.
3. GOAT represents undefiled erudition instead of hypocritical self-deceit.
4. GOAT represents sexiness to those who deserve it instead of love wasted on ingrates.

5. GOAT represents rear openness instead of turning the other cheek.

6. GOAT represents responsibility to the responsible instead of interest in sexual gold diggers.
7. GOAT represents man as just another animal—sometimes better, more often worse than those that walk on all fours—who, because

of his divine spiritual and intellectual development, has become the most vicious animal of all.

8. GOAT represents physical, mental, and emotional gratification.

OK.
Then Venus©~n~ said, Now make an alliance to GOAT ISLAND. ~~~~~~~~~~~m~m e~ H{()}}

Man-ual side note 6: Freedom of sexual expression is what GOAT ISLAND is about. It is not the intent of GI to offend, only to free.

OK. But I felt a bit apprehensive at first to become GI Joe as I was still cobwebbed in the rub-a-dub
drowsiness I had entered after the afternoon rendezvous with Venus@©~ii~, and I had promised myself that I
would make sure our relationship stayed ephemeral. I was getting in too deep over my head as I began
thinking about Barbarella, a 1968 erotic sci-fi film starring Jane Fonda directed by Roger Vadim based on
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the French Barbarella comics of Jean-Claude Forest. By appropriately manipulating the keys of an Excessive

Machine, a player of this torturous musical instrument may induce enormous sexual pleasure sufficient to
cause death by orgasm. In one of the final scenes of the movie, the evil opponent is torturing Barbarella with
the pleasures of this machine, but in the end, the machine overloads and is destroyed in an explosive
orgasmic burst. The endless power of her female orgasm overloaded the orgasmic capacity of the machine!
And I had never known a greater beauty or a more massive intellect than my gal: the gentle but perfectly
assured rhythms of her caresses, her reassurance of my deep-felt anxiety and lack of confidence—all this
made it seem more difficult to do than to think.

So the wee party proceeded, with us stopping to refresh ourselves with some fabulously altered rose hip ice
teas. Gorgeous electronic music J. started to play by Oval ~ an electronic music group founded in Germany
in 1991 by Markus Popp, Sebastian Oschatz, Frank Metzger, and Holger Lindmiiller ~ overlaid with trills,
appoggiaturas, grace-notes, and sex gurgles. The music’s insistent but tender beat expressed what we were
all feeling. We were being drawn in by a delicate work of art, as tender as a lake at twilight ~ and it made me
think of a number of beautiful unfinished things like little scraps of poetry, plucked rosebuds, and fiery love

affairs.

From Venus©~ii~ we then encountered a most enigmatic list of gay links, which we were required to
penetrate correctly if we wished to advance further into the coveted panopticon at its core.

SELECT from
grOS bisSOUS +vororosorrcs st m fim mfim ~fie e~~~ e e e e

ACT-UP AIDS-L act-up-request@world.std.com ADDICT-L (mature discussion sex related topics)
LISTSERV@KENTVM.KENT.EDU AIDS-STATUE-L aids-tat-request@wubios.wustl.edu ALTERNATES (open sexual lifestyle
discussion) alternates-request@nsi.rutgers.edu ARTAMAZONS (Art Amazons Int.) amazons-request@math.uio.no
AMEND-DISCUSS (Gay/BI legislation) Majordomo@cs.colorado.edu AERIAL-L (bisexuality) arena-l@brownvm.bitnet
AUGLBC-L (AT: Gay, Lees, and By Comm.) LISP-SERV@AMERICAN.EDU AUSGBLF (Australian Gay, Bi, Lees) ausgblf-
request@minyos.xx.rmit.oz.au BA-SPAY (Bay Area Lees) BA-sappy-request@labrys.mti.sgi.com Georges Bataille in Lascaux
Chicago BEARS (Gay and Bi men) bears-request@sidcc.COM EJINTVIO (Journal of Intimate Violence)
LISTSERV@URIACC.URL.LEDU EURO-QUEER-STUDIES majordomo@queernet.org FEMSUPREM (Female supremacy &
domino.) To subscribe: Subject: subscribe - Leave message section blank Mail to: femsuprem-request@renaissoft.com FL-
MOATS (Florida GB) FL-MOTS-REQUEST@pts.mot.com GAY-LIB (Gay/Les/Bi librarians Net) LISTSERV@VM.USC.EDU

GENET (Campus GB Issues) GENET-REQUEST@queernet.org Gay Networks Mailing List gaynet@athena.mit.edu GA-AB
(Bondage & SM for Gays & Lesbians) mailserv@ac.dal.ca GLBPO (LB of colour) glbpoc-request@geri.pa.dec.com Slant (gay
South Asians) shush-request@husc3.harvard.edu LA-BOOTS (Los Angeles) la-boots-request@flash.usc.edu LAMB (GB
Kentucky) Finger SERV@UKCC.UKY.EDU LEG PSYCH (Led/Gay/Big) LISTSERV@VM1.MCGILL.CA PC-MOOTS
(Portland, OR) PC-MOOTS-REQUEST@agora.rain.com QSTUDY-L (Les, gay, Bi studies)
LISTSERV@UBVM.CC.BUFFALO.EDU QUEER NATION MAILING LIST

Well? ~fi~°°°0 <~ fimfim ~fim ~ i~~~ e s e

Our diminutive group seemed to have grown a little lost trying to navigate this queer cybernetic enigma.
Which to choose? By touching LA-BOOTS we divorced the second from the first definition of fashionable and
allowed a fab situation to develop where customary sexual beliefs, social forms, and material traits had
nothing to do with sex knowledge, let alone admirable sex itself. I must be the plaything of my enervated

imagination.

A A~~~ A~~~ A~~~

Soon an ignominious buzz started going around our group, as refined people are often at a loss when it
comes to making their own spontaneous decisions. Profoundly haunted arguments constructed themselves
with ever greater ingenuity, only to be replaced by others. This catacomb murmur only ceased when
Venus©~ii~ astounded us with her decisiveness. You do not go far enough, she said. Shocked, I let occult
rituals swirl in the background, and my no boundaries amorous fancy performed pretty tricks on me ~
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playing with the idea of a rearward sacrifice to love. Indeed, we all felt an exquisite little quiver pass through
us from head to heels when Venus©~n~ said, I get it now. You think that I can only emerge from this ocular
sea as a sublime product by subscribing to the notion of erotic art as arriére-garde (rear guard),
and~nN~N~~A~~A~00~~~~~~~~~~~~~ e~ ~ . Off like a talisman bullet we went. Nothing could have

resisted the insinuating skill of the thought, not even, I dare affirm, the virtue of a most hardened prude.
Indeed, watching Venus@©-~fi~ flick that finger around the FEMSUPREM menu aroused my drowsy
male member, and it stood up like a stalk of fresh asparagus of which Venus©~fi~ took notice. With her

whip tip, she teased and tickled and flipped and flattered it with a wonderful sagacity. While occupying one

hand in this delightful manner, she put the other under my behind and insinuated a suave and active finger

in such a way that I experienced a glorious brown cheesy sensation, which now has become part of the way I

dress.
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Velveeta Venus©~ii~ then vibrated her mask off her face, laughed, and whispered a Promethean psychonaut
incantation as we passed through the FEMSUPREM site unscathed, through the first cybergate,
into~N~A~~A~~A~~~~~ v~~~

O
GOAT ISLAND

N~~~ XXX J'espere que tu vas bien~~~~~~~~~ Es-tu a Paris ?~~~~~~~~~ On se voit bientét~~~~~~~

I wanted to make you writhe, she laughed in a luxuriously loony tone. Silence ensued as I experienced
preternatural mental clarity, some psychological hauntings, and slippages of space and time. We then
entered the domain of the Venus©~ni~10ve Systems’ UNLOVED©Tunnel, a syzygy of the male and female
effects that never cancel each other out. Here all of our saturated moods sank a bit, but Venus©~n~, now
sad, pensive, and resigned, was more beautiful than ever in a Prussian blue suit ~ my favourite deep blue ~ a
golden wig, and a new string of cut glass bead pearls the colour of alizarin crimson ~ my favorite red shade
that is biased slightly more towards purple than towards orange on the colour wheel and has blue
undertones. I wore a Naples yellow Chinese robe of watered silk. Underneath, I was nude and untattooed.

We continued to cement our ties of affection to this eye-spinning Seductress by overcoming our fears of
loneliness, and felt like heroes doing so.
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~ e~ ~§§§0~Ti~ ~fi~ ~fi~0§§§ ~~~~

The entrance to GOAT ISLAND was jaw-droppingly magnificent, with an airy scallop shell suspended
by delicate tracery, hanging from two big dicks of the great Extremity God. The possibilities for distraction
seemed endless, so we sallied forth into the bifurcated gaming salOOn, disengaging ourselves gently from
each other to more personally experience the general melee that awaited. With many whispers and amorous
murmurs, we advanced in both directions as our spirits flurried.

As some of us entered the left side of GOAT ISLAND a charming Venus©-~ii~nymph-chévre guide
appeared, lifted a piece of tapestry, and led us through a wee door on which was written
GOAT ISLAND’s PINK CHEEKS

Days of Fun Flagellation.
~~~~~~~ baa baa baa~~~~nf~N~~A~~f~~~~

Meet the Black Goat of the Woods with a Thousand Young, who traces back to an ancient fertility-
based goat cult. Aspects of this goat cult have been absorbed into the GOAT ISLAND virtual reality
system.

Disclaimer: No one is responsible for any damages suffered from the utilization of this communication space under any circumstances whatsoever, including, but not limited to, spurious imaginative

provocations, loss of time, psychological uncertainties, or any third, fourth, or fifth party litigations.

We took note as we passed into a dim passage consisting of row after row of rabbit~hole~peep~holes!
Are you sure we won't be a bore to neo-conservatives and neuroscientists? I asked Venus©~n~.

How could we be? she said. What lovely buoyancy and brimming energy! What frolics and romps! What bold
bagatelles, frightened Freudians, and funny folatreries!

And indeed, GOAT ISLAND was running full of roués and rouées, all giving themselves up to their
specialties and enjoying themselves immensely among the wonderful accoutrements. We were enraptured,
especially by the La Palette scene in a virtual room fitted up like a dainty stable, where a plentifully bosomed
woman and a mammothly endowed young stud were on all fours ~ their necks fastened in a stanchion ~
impersonating two cows. And they surely were being milked! Venus©~ni~ gave a shriek of nymphet joy.

~~~~~~~~~ N~f~~f~~Ni~~~~baa baa baa baa baa~~~~~~~~fi~fi~~Ni~~N~~~

As the low hum of Venus©~ni~Queen~Bees absorbed us, I began to think about The Colossus of Maroussi
and how a good part of the sexual-cultural mobilization necessary to change the artificial-life situation today
has to come from the field of cybersex theatrical plays. I think that Europe’s sex pantomime operettas are the
most natural laboratory for sexual experimentation with new media. Just keep thinking dandy, libertine cad

contemplatif, and ping me when next in Aix-en-Provence~fi~~fi~~fi~~~~~~~00~~~~. Just as bloomy-
minded Pagan cultures celebrated the joys of the physical body, understanding the flamboyant, torrential,
and chaotic human potential is a vital step into the deep mind of the AI-VR void.

The Venus@©~n~nymph-guide then told us to select a nocturnal immersion event from a list in the back
pocket of Samuel Beckett and pay homage to the nine-phased babOOn ass mOO mOOn. You will
undergo the ungehemmter daseinsfreud process of immersive initiation, she said.
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Oui, I'm talking to the air about ascension, the creative life force.

SELECTED

O
Rear Window

i~ ~ T ~ i~~~ m e s e Bl ~ Tl ~ B~ e i e e

What we were encountering at Rear Window was not the elegantly naked Grace Kelly but the savoring of
more lusty interludes to the suave sounds of cooing cries, smacking lips, and uttered naughties. All under a
very blue and high sky were two goat-men lightheartedly buggering each other on a golden and red-coloured
ornamental carpet. The carpet was laid out handsomely in a most enchanting, unnatural forest, surrounded
by a sapphire sea. Gathering his silk nightdress about him, one of the Venus©~fi~goat-men tiptoed quietly
towards me and said, Look here, mate. This is the Rear Window Thunderbolt where only madmen are
excluded. The Rear Window Thunderbolt is a mutation of—and can be used interchangeably with—the Pussy
Galore Rear Window Centigram Ritual. Its purpose is to imbue cybernetic sexual motivation and momentum
to the participants whilst banishing unwanted memories. Please bend over ~~fi~~NoW~~~~~~~~~~~~ as it
is highly recommended for opening an O orifice.

Good. Now to become a free spirit who has broken through the restraints and clichés of lame life to find
within a kind of personal paradise, first inhale.~~fi~~fi~~~~~~~~°~~~~~r~fi~~ A~~~ ~ v~ e~ O m e~

Grasp the Rear Window wand and start sucking it, just beyond the head-hole. Draw in the first half of the
Rear Window Thunderbolt. Simultaneously, visualize a blue sphere lighting up between your rear cheeks,
sending a thread of light to the point between your « balls. Now vibrate,
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ iliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii°Oui®iiiiiiiii~ ~ A~~~ ~~ ~~~~°~~~~~~ in a very high-pitched tone
until the lungs are emptied.
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Inhale some haute volupté perfume.

Trace a straight line from the head-hole to either Rear Window. Visualize a yellow sphere lighting up in the
throat of your ass, sending a thread of light to the second point. VR-vibrate,
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee~~N~~N~~~~~~~°0°~~~~~~fi~~fi~~Ni~ in a slightly
lower tone.

Trace a second line from a selected Rear Window and perambulate it. Visualize a red orbit in the center of
the cavity, sending its light to the third Rear Window. Vibrate,
°°°~~~aaaaaaaaaaaa

000

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ aaaaaaaaaa , in a tone lower than previously.

Again inhale more la haute volupté perfume.

Trace a third line from a selected Rear Window. Visualize a purple ball in the genital area, sending its light to
the fourth point. Vibrate, ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 000000000000000000000000000~f1~~fi~~~~°~~~in an even
lower tone.

Inhale deeply the scent of the la haute volupté perfume and hold it.

Trace the fourth line from a selected Rear Window. Visualize a green sphere entering the rump window and
disappearing into the ground, sending its filament to the fifth Rear Window point. Vibrate,
~~~~~~~~~~~ WWWWO000000000000~~N~~~~~~~~O~~~~~~fi~~N~~0~Oui

Do not yet draw to the extremity pole of the first Rear Window! Instead, remain completely motionless and
hold your breath for as long as possible. Concentrate your attention on the sound of the blood rushing
through your carotid arteries. Know that the rumbling you hear i~~fi~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ N~~N~~n~ is the
eternal explosion of the Rear Window Thunderbolt.

Continue to hold the Rear Window image and N~~fi~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ f~~N~~fi~ sound in your mind
while holding your breath. When you finally must breathe, envision the thunderbolt fragmenting with a
tremendous roar, sending sparks into and through you.

o e e i

But you don’t have to act with me. You don’t have to say anything, and you don’t have to do anything. Not a
thing. Oh, maybe just whistle.

You know how to whistle, don’t you? You just put your lips together and blow.
~n~

When I did as I had been told and whistled Here Comes the Sun, the goat-man turned his beautiful eyes on
me interrogatively, saying nothing more. The distinctive rose and jasmine scent of Chanel No. 5 swirled
around in infeasible abundance. Clinging to the tail of a comet, colours began to fade and objects began to
take new positions. I began grasping at flying ladders that continued to evade me, so I laid back on a thick
pile of magnificent oriental carpets, and the space gradually condensed itself harmoniously around me.

That spacious, ecstatic moment prolonged itself through the service of the red wines, coffee, cigars, brandies,
marcs, and armagnacs, without anything indecorous having taken place. I was on my rear guard against the
spuriously romantic ~ dangerously easy to succumb to in an end-of-art space like this.
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Venus©~ni~as~goat~man’s dark, saturnine eyes shifted, as though (s)he were reading my thoughts. I
realized I was in the grip of an endless infatuation ~ and I found it strange for me to have lost my taste for
my species. Then (s)he said, You are also in the throes of a mild depression that never leaves you. Yes, I have
every right to be, I said in my typically risqué, ambiguous, and Delphic way.

~N~~~~~°~~~~fi~~fi~~N1~Oui, you are aware of a change that is no change. You may scream or cum an
explosion of wet stars.

At that very instant, Venus©~ii~’s face morphed out of the goat-man’s form and smiled up at me. A brilliant
moon poured its molten light into the lakes of eyes, turned ink-black or quicksilver, according to angle.

~~~~~ v~~~ O~ v v~ ~Ti~~Ti~~TI~Oui, dreamer, take hold. We may think the truth here.

I cannot resist the waves of tenderness I feel each time I encounter a new Venus©~ii~. Each possesses a
fluid grasp of the intangible, which I call love. I realized that an entire life could be passed there, speaking the
beautiful truth. A life lived full of thrilling convulsions of pleasure with overtones of recognition.

~M~~~~~~~~ v~ O~~~ ~Ti~~Ti~~T1~Oui, but no soiled panties.

Among the sexy waterlilies of the eyes of the fleshy moon, I could lie, or drowse, or read, lulled by the water-
music of her Roman well. Since we first met, I don’t think I have made any decisions or thought any thoughts
without first mentally referring to Venus©~1i~. She is so overwhelming that I have to remind myself

sometimes that she too was born from a single drop of milky liquid wept from the tip of a glistening penis.

I then drew a joyous slow breath from the moist mouth of Venus©~n~ that was painted a lovely bull’s blood
red, which made it something untrue but beautiful, which is true to the fundamental merry melancholiness
of life. Oui, I heard, as I closed my eyes and saw galaxies of stars shift and swirl.

The song Ocean of Tears by Big Maybelle played as I suddenly found myself at the tiller of a tiny boat
scudding through the mountainous surge of a violent ocean, tossing among huge waves whose foam curled
behind and before me into fantastic faces of Medusas, naked maidens drowning in snakes, and heraldic
beasts opposing me with an air of menacing furry. At my feet, a terrified kitten was meowing and rubbing
itself up against my leg. With every wave that broke, the kitty was in danger of being swept overboard and

carried away.

I was in agony over the chance of seeing the kitty fight for her life, so I bent over and tried to rescue it from
its peril. I seized it by its tail and lifted it up, but the twisting pussy spit and scratched and lurched itself free,
falling over the side into the raging sea. Her final scream for help hung heavy in the salty sea air.

But, just like Uranus ~ who was castrated by Chronos and whose severed genitals were thrown still frothing
and writhing into the sea (from which the foam they generated gave birth to sweet Aphrodite) ~ this twisting
pussy also gave birth to lovelier (if twisted) things.



72

Oui, now float with me as the star you are in the endless ocean of deep time that is my love.
~~~~00 ~~~~~ 00 ~~~~~~~

décolletage lacement cOde(n)

One hundred violins played as the scene changed, and I found myself on a sunstruck, ocular island of the
human mind—flat as a pancake and full of weird shadows. Little patches of meaning floated up from the
vertigo of nothingness around its edges. Despite my misgivings, I was close to acquiring the penetrating
vision that turns people into masks, into caricatures with names. The pussy laid beside me, stretching and
washing herself with her tongue. She was covered in ruby blood that gushed out from between her legs. A
wave of horror passed over me. Understanding that somehow I had lost my immortal soul to this feline
creature, I stood with unspeakable perturbation.

Although it was barely dawn, I set out on a lonely pilgrimage to reunite with Venus@©~fi~ and my friends,
sunk in gloomy lethargy. I had thought I should blow out the candles I had found so I could relight them, as
if to mark a distinct pause in the proceedings, but I realized that I was obliged to traverse the respondent
island to seek my absolution. I was just as well off braving the light of reality as I was suffering for a moment
more in this digital dungeon. Yet, I believe that I indeed did love Venus©~ii~, and this love and proclivity
would soon endow me with a new titillating life.

Dawdling beneath the open silk robe, my left hand arranged its fingers in the form of a hollow organ. It tried
to first resist, but then offered itself, opened, and produced the vigorous virtual body of Venus©~ii~. She fell
upon me and crushed me against the sand, already stained by more than a million happy voyagers. With a
blissful and gargantuan rush of broth, I was swept back to where I had begun and found myself in a pleasant
reunion with Venus©~fi~ and the crew. We all embraced heartily in responsive and nervous excitement.

Oui~~N~~N~~~~~~~ e~ fN~~fNi~~~I am everything energy~~~~°~~~~~~ .
I also was visibly~~~~~~~~ vibrating***¥¥*¥**XXX o o v n spasmodically~~~~~ .
~fi~

Because the wind was high, it blew my mind. We left the ornamental gardens behind and set out for a relaxed
promenade, but we soon found ourselves threading the maze of a gigantic and gloomy forest. Great oaks and
beeches cast their shadows all around us. There were ancient willows writhing into the shapes of prehistoric
Venus goddesses. Thick roots were strewn on the ground like horrid snakes. It was quite dark in what had
now become an almost Gustave Doré-like landscape.



Eventually we spied a little illumination coming from a small pavilion in the middle of the darkest, most
melancholy, and most pique part of the woods. We peeked through a window shaped like a uterus and were
immediately struck with amazement. Against one of the walls stood a sturdy garrote to which a beautiful,
nude, pink pig was strapped. A second Venus©~ii~as~goat~man, this one mustached, was busy loving him
with suave gestures and reciting a poem about the thousand varieties of desire.

~l~~fi~v~~~~ 2%~~~ ~~Qui~~D~~N1~~~~] want to squeeze your balls~~~~~~~~.
As she did so, we had a perfectly lovely time observing him, praising his artistry highly. My praise meant a

great deal to the programmers, coming as it did from a connoisseur of delicate squeezing.

When it was all over, we took time to refresh ourselves with some beautiful paté-de-foie sandwiches and a
bottle of Montrachet. Our makeup had suffered terribly, but our spirits were high as we gave each other droll
accounts of the love affair we had just witnessed between the bewitching creatures. I mentioned nothing
concerning the Venus©~fi~pussy incident, as I was still shaky inside from the affair.

The song Under the Bridges of Paris by Dean Martin plays.
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Part Four

firchaism >< Tessons in Pink

That was how that divine day went by. Now new erotic thoughts drifted ceaselessly within the cavern of my
mind, like an abandoned ship without a rudder. On the plane of the sexual, it is a matter of the body striving
in the only direction possible within virtual reality: up along the path of defiance that eventually lifts off
against the gravitational attraction of the earth ~ away from the worm and into mathematical infinity. The
moving finger writes and, having writ, moves on. We explored one imaginative GOAT ISLAND VE
after the next, and every excursion proved entertaining. I luxuriated in the sentiment of my affection for
Venus©~ii~ and the diversity with which I was moving. For example, the Operetta~Alice~Rabbit~Hole~
Theatre~des~Mains was a billy goat’s little playhouse that projected an elegance altogether attractive with
exquisite proportions: the walls were spaced out by panels that pictured holographic shapes of amorous
cupidons and caryatids, between which hung portiérs of dusty pink velvet embellished with loops, tassels,
fleurons, and formalized heraldics. Lesbian figures engaged in the most ambitious sexual postures
imaginable.

The faux ceiling was softly domed and figured with wreaths and curlicues of heavenly cum cream, and
everything was arranged in a most intimate way, for the pit had been closed altogether. Although the floor
sloped down to reveal a discernible (but minuscule) nude orchestra playing the Glorification de UElue
movement of Igor Stravinsky’s Le Sacre du Printemps, all else seemed to indicate that a classical separation
of audience and actors would be maintained. However, the Operetta~Alice~Rabbit~Hole~
Theatre~des~Mains stage was so close as it went spiraling down and down that it gave me the feeling of
being inside of what was about to happen. In fact, when we came back during the entr’acte, we were already
quite moved to tears.

[e]e}

Oui, as young flowers had perished in the storm~~~~

I felt tear-jerked too, to the extent that Venus@©~n~ became more false and deep and real to me, which made
me grow younger.

We dried our eyes and smiled as there was an exchange of buzzing comments and criticism about what we

had seen and done at GOAT ISLAND, with many expressions of appreciation, smiling retorts, suggestive

grimaces, and imaginary ejaculations. From behind an electronic curtain, we could hear enticing sounds of
playful slaps and smothered laughter. Our Venus@©~ni~ was delighted with just about everything.
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The light then changed to a deep rose, and I think I saw Venus©~fi~ cry for an instant ~ but she soon
changed her facial cast to one of sensitive intimacy. As the curtain parted, it revealed an enormously fat,
bald-headed woman, on whose amber flesh a smooth pattern of mysterious figures played. For some reason I
was immediately turned off, because just then I noticed that the rear lust of GOAT ISLAND had turned my
sensibility into the dryness of spilt blood. I was empty of big gracious gestures.

X~N~Xx

Suddenly I was swept up into GOAT ISLAND’s System Operetta Hole. I reeled and fought furiously, and I
repeated the command chant I had learned:
daaaammmmee~~~~~

A A~ A~~~ A~~~ o~~~ A~

mmaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa
Super System Operetta~~~~Help me ma maaaaaaaaaa and I began the whirling,
but I could barely make out the colour-coded bouncing ball patterns before me. I was caught up in

Venus©~n~lOve Systems’ Ballsy~TeleseXual~Spider Web and its gregarious 1,000 aspects of sticky love. So
I invoked myself as mud and declared myself unbestowed; a saline consciousness began to feed upon a
certain thick, sticky secretion in my storage sack.

e eOQO~~~
0

I know myself and my mojo, and I am extremely tenacious when it comes to repeating rollicking raunchy
righteousness when in Saint-Germain-des-Prés odyssey mode. The results have been astounding for such a
handsome handyman. But when I was young, I loved myself like a lunatic for sixty-nine consecutive hours.

This was achieved upon the completion of my homework, which normally would have tired me out. But once,
just after puberty, for a period of about three months, I hardly missed morning sex with myself. Upon
waking, I could always burst out with a new boner of sexual idealism. However, I have noticed that sexual
satisfaction leaves me fatigued when the climate is not continuously fine and spicy. I want out of my odyssey
now, and I will forget about steaming the books of Melville, Fitzgerald, Hemingway, and Faulkner.

~fi~~N~~~O~fl~~~fi~~N~~~~Etant donnés~~~0O~n~~La part maudite~~.

There, I'm free! I shouted. Thank you, loutish lady. She seemed suddenly flooded with a warm, counter-
cultural boudoir glow. Oui, ye of philosophizing fallen angels. My pleasure. But pop in again anytime, for the
meat of the erotic-comic-drama is your own pop sex life that may have begun in 1965 with your watching The

Kingsmen on Shindig singing Louie, Louie.

Yes, I heard phantom raunchy and obscene lyrics in the poor enunciation of Louie, Louie. I also saw the song
performed in the film How to Stuff a Wild Bikini that same year, when I was fourteen. So you consider the
non-productive exhilaration and threshold excess of How to Stuff a Wild Bikini essential? Noted. We must

move on after downing a couple of highballs. We had our drinks, and with a nod like scarabs in the mist,
slipped into Ostic Land.

In Ostic Land, computer networks and human beings take on a new sense of body and spirit. In the wink of a
pineal eye, every scrap is redefined from the multi-perspective point of view of imaginary cybernetic space,
which Ostic Land facilitates. This Ostic Land perspective, this vibrational virtual reality, required me to
question the legitimacy of commonly held sexual shapes and tenets. Everything the Mycenaean goddesses
had said and shown about snakes and castration is becoming eminently real here.
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No~~fio~~°°°~~Well, almost everything, which is nothing~~~~~~~~ ~~,

o~fi~o0

As Venus©~1i~’s reversed image dancing at Knossos on Crete scuttled across my retina, I and the
reassembled group became speechless with Ostic Land excitement. This unusual perspective returned my
love to myth and analogical thinking. It is as if the alchemical concept of égrégore ~ a third term that is
established from two different conjoining elements ~ has become the ruling snake of Ostic Land’s 3D
software program as it continues to create sneaky hybrids that surround me. It is as if this Mycenaean snake-
castration image became a sneaky virus, up every hole ~ fucking inside of everything and everyone’s mind.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~ Oh~~fio~~fiot really~~~~~~~~~~~, Get a grip.

Man-ual side note 7 (to myself): In Ostic Land, I can always trace a connection between my sexual condition and the condition of
artistic creation, which are so close as to approach identity and yet so loose that I cannot predicate a single important proposition. It
is these considerations of Ostic Land that give me pain when I am reproached by my permanent wish to produce sexual ecstasy
mechanically. I may fail, but even if I do, my failure is a thousand times greater than most so-called art world success. Therefore, I
shall base my Ostic Land remarks not so much on the observations I have made and the magical love experiments I have tried, but on
the accepted classical methods for producing the energized enthusiasm that is the lever that moves Venus©~n~.

Pl e e e Ve < T~ Tlms e m o e e

The Greeks say that there are three methods for discharging the genial secretion. They thought that perhaps
certain nuts secreted it, but I do not believe this without qualms. However, putting parsimony aside, from my
prior experiences in Ostic Land, I find that it is useless to flog a spent snake. There are times when I am
absolutely bereft of even one drop of this elixir. Nothing will restore it but more Ostic Land. On the other
hand, sometimes, after a severe spell of copulation where I have been drooping with physical fatigue ~
perhaps sprawling on the floor, too tired to move hand or foot ~ the occurrence of an Ostic Land fantasy has
restored me to perfect intensity and energy, and the working out of the fantasy has actually erased the
aforesaid physical fatigue.

My belief in Ostic Land is that the containment mentality of our universal VRsexual thinking must change.
Ostic Land is an enticing, hidden, radical program, containing a cosmology of saturated sex spirits whose
open-minded non-possessiveness offers the user satisfaction through sexual knowledge. In Ostic Land, all

personal considerations must be banished entirely. There is no need to speak of the qualifying tests; suffice

to say, the sex magic practitioners in Ostic Land have always known how to ensure virility. It is unnecessary
to insist on a similar quality in the programming; the sexual excitement must be intense to transform Ostic
Land into its exacting equivalent. It is based on another self-stimulating onanistic bachelor machine
precedent: Auguste Rodin’s well known sculpture Le Monument a Balzac (The Monument to Balzac) (1898)
that stands in Montparnasse. This big bachelor machine, like all bodies, is inscribed with the values and
beliefs of the culture from which it emerged. As evidenced in Rodin’s Second Nude Study F of Balzac (1886),
the sculptor secretly formed an auto-erotic bachelor machine model of artistic self-stimulation. The finished
work that stands on boulevard Raspail (also at the Rodin Museum, at MoMA, and elsewhere) replicates the
pose of the beating off Balzac of Second Nude Study F to a tee, with the cloak covering the busy bawdy bit.

The backward lean in this study is the definitive posture of Le Monument a Balzac. Rodin’s objective for this
bachelor machine was to depict a ballsy Balzac at the moment of conceiving the idea for a work of art
through onanistic imaginative gazing. That Rodin chose to furtively depict Balzac as an onanist is far from
ludicrous, as Balzac used masturbation (short of climax) to intensify his writing sessions: drinking many
cups of coffee, masturbating again and again to the point just short of orgasm, halting, writing, and repeating
~ like a well-oiled sex machine.

N~<I><I>>I>U>IDI>IDISU>I>I>I>I>I>I>I>~1N
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So yeah, I was getting kinda hip to the inner erotic meaning of Rodin’s art while hopefully getting a bit free
from myself, but I also felt as dumb as a closed door when it came to Venus@©~n~’s open source love. Thus, I
was anxious to see whether my next open door would be sexy, painful, or pleasurable ~ or all three.

~~0~~everything lies ahead~~o0~~

Once again, Venus©~fi~ had vanished no~~no~~~fno~~n0~~~~°°~~~poof~~~00~ and appeared
reprogrammed as a set of tempting talking OO melons. She rolled around and began jostling couples about,
prodding them to gesticulate like goats in heat as she uttered ruder and ruder remarks, asking no one in
particular pointed questions about their sexual history. I feasted my eyes on her, and at one point I almost
made eye-breast contact. Yes, imagine. Almost eye-breast contact. But I glanced north and observed how she
threw her missing head back in cum vox sanguinis salacious laughter and the way her silver-black dress
clung to her voluptuous figure. To me, she appeared to have an elusive and mysterious feminine

d'une femme cOde(n) enhanced

appearance—a sexual partner who would allow everything to go to pot so long as the heart remained.

But in some funny way this fresh, beautiful afternoon was again turning dim. I felt quite crestfallen at her
rubor sanguinis locutions and felt a distinctive syntactical awkwardness in her presence/absence. When my
favus distillans magnificat anima mea NO THANK YOU was transferred and accepted, my imagination again
took fire, my aplomb returned and my tongue smoothed out. I shouted with joy and wonder and shot a cum
gun off in the air. Venite exsultemus! I then fell upon my knees in speechless adoration of the moon and hid
my eyes in awe from my dear, dexterous Venus©~n~.

Salut et fraternité was all she said, but I knew the ice was thin and the result could be the same: Narcissus
drowning in his own image.

N~<I>>>><>>><><00:> <> <> <> S>> I><>~N
The melons had looked rather inert by comparison to the unrestrained Venus©~n~I0Ove lovers I had known,
so I checked the Venus VE Menu for some assistance. Under the configuration file, I read
Venus@©~n~Universal.
I poked my pecker at it and hyper-transported my way the Hades out of there while strumming on a zither.

O
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Soon to be mollified, I was shot like a burning spear into the spicy La Tauromachie Arénes La
Monumental and away from those morbid melons of mendacious pandemonium.

OK~~~°~~0ui~~f~<:>~N~°°~n~°°~f~<:>fickle fucker<:><:><:>~f~°~~°~~ici~~

Indeed, as I am flesh, I returned to the piquant lunar realm of Venus@©~i~1Ove Systems’ human-based
activities, and there I rejoined with a black veiled reconfigured Venus©~ni~. We entered together, hand in
hand, into some very heavy, lubricious action in Venus©~fi~1Ove Systems’ Corrida de Toros©.
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Uhn. iC6mo me has puesto! iVamos! iPor detras! ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~AAHH vamos muévete! Mueve tu
enorme polla. ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ MMFFHH! iEso es mejor que jugar al golf! AAAHH.... OOHH! Ya no puedo més...
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ AAAHH... iMe voy! Me Voy!! AAH! Que Gusto!! AAAHHHH! ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~MMHH! Me
corro! Me corro! Que Bueno!! Que Gusto!! iiComo me reconforta!! Me chupas la vida vampiro!! Toma estaca!!!
Asi...Matame el gusanillo!! iMas adentro! Entierra bien tu cacho gusano! Flup! ~~~~~~~~ 00~~~ ~~~ AAAHH! Asi,
asi! mas rapido! iFollame! Esto ya es demasiado! ~~~~~~ 00~~~ v~~~ Me voy! Vamos, ahora metemela hasta el
fondo! Toda tuya! Recibeme... OOOAAHHH! Asi! Asi! Mas fuerte... ~~~~~~~ 00~~~ ~r~~~ AAAAHMM! Slurp Slurp
Slurp. ~~~~~~~ 00~~~~~~~ Vaya cacao! Estas bien. Vin, esa Polla falsa debe de ser la mas grande del planeta! Tocala!
Huelela! Lambela; Qué tal. ~~~~~~~ 00~~~ ~~~~ MMMMH! Es de verdad! Pero...ya?!! Sera un corte, alinque.. Que
cacho de polla tiene el cabréon!! Glumb! ~~~~~~~ 00~~~r~r~r~~ AAAAAHHH! Veo que no me equivocado
Te vala marcha, eh?! ~~~~~~~ 00~~~ ~~~~ Siiiii! Que culo mas rico! Pruébame tambien en otras "tareas"!! FLUM-
FLUM-FLUM. Aaaaah. Me vas a romper! /////]]]]/] cceeeere. Mierda. No quiero que este con el. Encantado!! UUMPFF!
~~~~~~ 00~~~~~~~~M-M-Me corrooooh! iEspera! Sacamela y correte en mi boca!! Mas, mas pollas, muchas mas!
Ooooh! iEsto es increible! Oh, dios, me encanta que os corrais sobre mi, en mi boca, mis ojos, mis tetas, siiii!! Asi, asi
jodeme sin piedad, cabron! No puedes ni imaginarte lo que son mogolléon de sementales bafiandote en esperma, en los
vestuarios del equipo durante el descanso un partido de beneficencia! Yo me los beneficio!!!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ OO~~~~~~~~~~~~~Waw!!! Es increible este equipo de interfaces para programa de cybersexo
que me ha regalao mi novio el informatico estos reyes! Con data-pollas incorporadas para todos los agujeros!! Cada
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Le développement de la représentation jusqu’a ’abstraction, de 'amour en tant qu’institution, permet de
tracer sa dissolution en artisanat et sa régénération. La production simulée par 'ordinateur a renversé a
jamais notre héritage de significations oculaires et ainsi la signification en général. Un chemin a été dégagé
pour le travail des artistes. Artistiquement parlant, les humains ont maintenant la capacité de redéfinir leur
patrimoine de significations en liant I'art conceptuel a l'informatique.

Nous avons maintenant la capacité de former la signification de la signification par une nouvelle
instrumentalité formelle. Cela nous fournit I'équipement conceptuel nécessaire a notre transformation en un
peuple créatif transversal: un peuple uni et émancipé qui peut franchir les frontieres, se désintégrer, se
transformer en sortant des valeurs collectives pétrifiées du siecle précédent.

~ ~ ~ ~



3[E

Inside of Venus©~ni~10ve Systems’ Corrida
de Toros©, Venus©~ii~ and I (and again
our fellow partygoers) had undergone a
shattering experience. By Venus©~n~
overloading my representational language
capacity to the point of collapsing realistic
depiction into a non-representational
representation, the essentialism of my
previous romantic feelings and general social
character, presumed to be founded on good
authority, took on a loosened function that
favoured nonverbal mutation. In her
excessive oral openness, Venus©~ni~ took
me into her mouth while speaking of taking
revenge on my simple ideas of her.

o
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pile O-nOmad saeta sybaritic

~~~slurp~

That oral arrangement was tops, but in my subsequent relationship(s) with her, attempts were made to
paralyze the romantic communicative function. The objective of Corrida de Toros© is not true
communication but self-love and self-acceptance. Here Venus©~ni~ became the Nina Simone space on
which all the quotations that make up love are inscribed without any of them being lost in the wind. Here she
holds together—in a single field—all the traces by which a love song is constituted during the sexual act(s).
~~~~~~~~~~ Oui~~N~~r i~~~ ~ SIS KIS KIS KIS KO> KD KI>ID DD I>I>I>I>LI>
I'm in the Mood for Love <:><:><:><:><:><:><:><:>~N~°, she sang 3, ..

Me too, but here my Spanish caravan stopped. I got out and dismissed a Venus©~ii~chauffeur, but (s)he
refused to leave me. Come, was all (s)he said, as (s)he put a spell on me by repeatedly chanting Paris, mon
amour.

We walked through thick woods where nothing grows but pubic hair to an antediluvian dwelling, where we
were greeted in silence by a Venus©~fi~gentlewoman who wore an exposed sword dripping with blood.
Once I went down on her and satisfied her ~ lo and behold my normal preference for brevity, terseness,
compression, concreteness, rapidity and didacticism no longer served me well between the sheets of her

thighs ~ required here was a whole new palette of intonational coloring permitting new teleological skills in

harmony with divine providence ~ we passed through a corridor to a colonnade, where another
Venus©~ni~sentinel awaited us. She, after an examination for viruses hiding in my Venus©~fi~rent-a-
pretty-penis software, proceeded to offer me a palace gown with the word Salaud written as an insignia on
it and a garter belt and mantle—the former of red silk, the latter of blue velvet lined with cherry silk.

It is about to begin, whispered a Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~nurse. She was dressed in a garment of pinkish
watered silk, lined with erotically appealing images elaborately embroidered in soft, tawny colours. In the
entryway were four semi-naked Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~ladies, busily bent over, disrobing. In a third
room, I found that a cortége of Venus©~n~TRICKSTERs had formed, only consisting of nude
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~mad~women. I joined in with them. I figured there were roughly twenty
Venus©~n~TRICKSTERS in all.
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Passing a final Venus@©~ni~guardian, we reached the penis enrollée. At the entrance stood a young
Venus©~n~mad~woman, dressed in innocent robes of white silk embroidered with gold, red, and blue
flowers. She sprayed me with flower buds as we passed by.

Here she used a flaming candelabra as our illumination while approaching a rib-shaped chamber. At each
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER’s hand burned a taper of reddish wax and a bouquet of red roses. At each rounded
corner of the room was a banner bearing my unconcealed frontal image, and from the top of the room sprang
a canopy of peach silk that featured a gold insignia depicting in flamboyant Rococo style my pubic hair
haloed junk. Its form reminded me of Jean-Honoré Fragonard’s painting The Swing. As many nude
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~mad~women became installed, a bell suddenly tinkled in the archive. Instantly, all
rose. The port opened at a trumpet peal, and a Venus@©~n~harbinger advanced, followed by an
Exalted~Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Priestess. This Venus©~fi~Eminent~TRICKSTER~Priestess (a
splendidly bouncing woman) passed near me with a mirror. Her tail was borne by two younger
Venus©~n~TRICKSTERs. All this while an unseen calliope played La Monte Young-like harmonizing drone
sounds of exquisite, yet robust, taste.

~

~N~

With that, I felt a sufferable panic as I sensed the closure of the port by the Venus©~ii~TRICKSTER~nurse.
She next drew her sword and went up and down the aisle, chanting exorcisms at me and swinging her great
sword above her head. All the Venus©~ni~mad~women present then drew their swords and faced me,
holding the points high, then slashing down through the air from left to right.

This part of the programming appeared endless, and I began to sweat profusely, for I had heard of some
women’s wishes for liberation from the maudlin, manipulative mythologies constructed by the men around
them. At last, a nude, well-built, Nordic blonde Venus@©~n~TRICKSTER~Dancer with very short hair, thus

resembling Renée Jeanne Falconetti as Joan of Arc in Carl Theodor Dreyer’s great 1928 silent film The

Passion of Joan of Arc ~ or perhaps Jean Seberg in Jean-Luc Godard’s 1960 film Breathless (A bout de

souffle) ~ appeared, bearing an urn from which she sanctified me with her pungent juices.

Now the Exalted~Venus©~i~TRICKSTER~Priestess began a litany in a rhythmic line
1 1 | T 1 R et atatater speaking something about the pantheistic fascination the male artist has
with the female body as a source of creative energy. At each response, she touched my prick in a peculiar
manner, and at each fifth, she kissed my two orbs. The twenty-first was a complete squeeze while whispering
in my ear, Rockstar.

Then, some rhythmic chiming tinkled in the background that might have been the intro to I Zimbra. And she
split.

Next, Excessive~Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Priestess knelt before me. She held up a horn-shaped cup of
whitish liquid. But I was given an empty flask shaped to imitate a phallus. I knelt opposite her and poured
her milky liquid into the flask. Then Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Dancer and Venus©~fi~hamadryads began a
long litigation and poured some wine (ruby red, which I did not taste, though it smelled divine) from another
flask. She said, I remember that as artist-in-residence at Arbois’ Louis Pasteur studio, when working on your
Computer Virus Project in 1993, you studied wine-tasting at the Ecole du vin and with local wine-maker
Frederic Lornet, for whom you designed two wine labels. Yes, Arbois was the childhood home of Louis
Pasteur and is the wine capital of the Jura. The Excessive~Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Priestess nodded and
gave her horn-shaped flask to an attendant, who served it to Venus©~ni~TRICKSTER~Dancer, me, and the
other Venus©~fi~mad~women. This was not a conventional wine but was of a rich fiery opal colour in which
flames of light danced. I shook my head, as its aroma was mighty musty.
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No sooner had I drunk from it than I began quivering and fluttering with startling perturbations. I looked
down at my member and saw that it was similarly affected.

With the drinking of this no discernable boundaries potion, the
Excessive~Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Priestess sang gleefully, then Venus©~ni~TRICKSTER~Dancer danced
to Talking Heads in such a way that she seemed to be tracing the patterns of a fantastic blossom of swan
abundance; her four parted lips instigated a shower of glistening silt to drop from above. All of the beautiful
Venus©~ni~mad~women moved around continuously while the flask was passed around and rubbed and
fingered. This ended in the exhaustion of the blonde Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Dancer, who fell, swooning.

Other Venus©~n~mad~women immediately took up the flask and put it to their lips. Sounding like Solar
Music by Joe Jones, a mechanical chime spun round and round and tinkled on and on as the blonde
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Dancer now moved about me stately before embracing me and unloosing the
cumbersome ceremonial robe I wore, while an organ also thundered forth majestic harmonies as if being
played by Charlemagne Palestine. J.,J73J]

All rose and gave the Bois de Boulogne sign as some unidentifiable indolic perfume, heavy with animal musk
and jasmine, waifed through the demimonde air.

.
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It was at this part of the ceremony that things began to really happen to me. I suddenly became cognizant of
the fact that my body had lost both ballast and feeling, as if I were in the final throes of erotic transport. My
consciousness seemed to no longer be situated in my flesh. I mixed myself with all of the
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~celebrants as the chime tinkled anew, and I was tossed around a bit among them
when~~°°~0ui~~N~~N~~~°°~~~~0ui~~barren wood floor strewn with petals and cut flowers... other nut
programs... other long hands being lost in my hair... eating Eurydice... bulls... stags... griffins... bees...
eunuchs...

Oui 00 ST Oud

...my mind mixing mendacity into Venus©~n~flower~maidens... swirling dada date data... now datasphere access link-
think into

. - o B T
ique dOuceur de vivre

Girls of Fire Flower Maiden Motel.
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#x#% °)Command ‘Filles du feu’ non reconnu. *x*% °)Command ‘Gérard de Nerval’ recognized.
Up y avoid ruler sugar al golden faun goblet FHER
°Command ‘Flower Maiden’ recognized ****
#x*% °)Command ‘Girls of Fire’ recognized. °°°
*** °oCommand ‘Les Chimeéres’ not recognized. ....throes of dance... maypole... castanets.

#¥%%5>>> relevant mojo data on their environment. **%* oCommand ‘Nerval net simulacrum’ not
recognized but should be. #x#% opoetic information found hanging from a lamppost in the rue de
la Vieille Lanterne**** ***¥% °)Command ‘information hanging’ not recognized. **** °Command ‘orgiastic
transport as the summit of art whenever you combine your exquisite taste with your infallible intuition for the appropriate image by
which to transcribe your erotic dreams’ recognized. #**% °)Command ‘Hector Berlioz opera La
Damnation de Faust’ **** °Command ‘La Damnation ’ not recognized. **** °Command ‘Girls of Fire Halt’"  **** °Command ‘Girls
of Fire Halt” not recognized. **** °Command ...facilis descensus...0&Any ~~~~~~~ Aurélia®~~~~~ #x*% °)Command ‘Poésie et art
catastrophe’ not recognized. **** Command ‘art’ not recognized. >>>> **** °Command ‘monitoring A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS
PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST station to distribute pussy data’. ** Command ‘monitoring’ not recognized. ****
°Command Girls of Fire bacchante not recognized. **** °Command RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF
THINGS PAST flower maiden ‘pleasing pussy PAST’ not recognized to infinity. **** °Command catastrophe ‘PERDU’ not recognized.
#r#% ONEVER! Recognized. A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU **** °Command ‘REMEMBRANCE’ not recognized....sea-
maidens read A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST **** °Command ‘read’ not recognized.
>>>>‘Girls of Fire Pussy Power an enticing concern...**** °Command ‘TIME’ not recognized by the pee test **** *Girls of Fire Pussy
Command: Avoid the beautiful building at 26 rue Vavin in the 6th arrondissement because in the erotic drama The Last Tango in
Paris (1972), Paul’s (Marlon Brando) lover, Jeanne (Maria Schneider) lives in the building. The last scenes of the film are shot there.
After their anonymous intense sexual affair ends, Paul runs up from behind Jeanne to agree with her that their affair is over while
saying that a new one is beginning in which he wants to tell her everything she had asked him during their affair: his name, what he
does, where he lives, and how old he is. But now Jeanne wants nothing to do with him and runs away from him. But Paul follows her
to her apartment at 26 rue Vavin (there is a beautiful shot of the building as he rushes towards the front door) and asks Jeanne what
her name is. She tells him and then shoots him. Paul dies on her balcony while the dazed Jeanne cries and rehearses what she will tell
the police: that Paul was just a stranger who tried to rape her. **** Command ‘Avoid’ not recognized. *** Je vis en France depuis
quelques années et propriétaire d'une grande ferme viticole en France. J'ai un projet de donation aux orphelins et personnes
vulnérables de votre pays. J'ai établi ce projet depuis des années mais ma santé ne me permet pas de le réaliser moi méme. J'ailes
moyens et les fonds disponibles dans mon compte bancaire mais ma santé se dégrade de jour en jour et je voudrais un correspondant
qui voudrait bien m'aider a faire ce don. Je vous enverrai tout ce qu'il faut pour la réalisation de ce don. J'espére que vous serez
disposés a recevoir les fonds que j'enverrai afin de m'aider a réaliser ce projet. Egalement, j'ai prévu une grande récompense pour
vous si vous acceptez de m'aider. Merci pour votre attention et veuillez me laisser une réponse au plutét si vous désirez
m’aider.****°Command ‘dégrade’ not recognized. Project model A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF
THINGS PAST **** °Command ‘T is still not recognized. **** °Command bonheur boner for wave women...ravishingly beautiful...
#x#% °)Command ‘beautiful’ not recognized **** °Command ‘castratrices’ recognized. **** °Command ‘TIME’ is still not recognized.
Oui Oui Oui ‘sex police’ not recognized. **** °Command ‘REMEMBRANCE’ still not recognized. >>>> Questions of pop music to be
dealt with: **** °Command ‘questions’ not recognized. >>> internal REMEMBRANCE contradictions and questions; ****
°Command ‘internal’ not recognized. ****° Command REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST flower REMEMBRANCE’ not
recognized...guise of the REMEMBRANCE TRICK naiad...>>>> 3) the big energy question (solar) >>>> PAST protection of sexual
freedom from religious nuts and nutty capitalists who exploit data **** °Command ‘freedom’ not recognized. >>>>Command ‘nuts’
not recognized. Other titillating ideas to be incorporated—explored; **** °Command ‘other’ not recognized. 5) overload of
information—how to filter **** °Command ‘overload blew my load’ is not recognized. **** °Command ‘man’ not recognized. THINGS
PAST use in experimentation **** °Command ‘Girls of Fire sécheresses’ recognized. >>>> 7) People-less REMEMBRANCE
communications * °Command ‘people’ not recognized. **** °Command ‘REMEMBRANCE’ is still not recognized as popping pussy
water nymph in A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU without media protection of dryads...oreads...forest and hill nympbhs...flying
pussy harpies. **** °Command ‘flying pussy’ not recognized. **** °Commands ‘Girls of Fire give freely’ not recognized...fauns...fog of
flesh... =Bo=Bo=Bo=Bo=Boy=Bo=Bo=Boobs=Bo=Bo=Bo=Bo=Bo=Bo **** Command
‘=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=bo=boobs=bo’ not REMEMBRANCE recognized. >>>> REMEMBRANCE pussy
perched on a tongue like rock whose monumental phallic outline dominated the space... Pasiphaé...moonlight...circularity...depth of
forgetfulness...backhanded background **** °Command ‘phallic’ not recognized >>>> Soon, the whole of human knowledge will be
directly available to any PAST pussy Pasiphaé **** °Command ‘bohemian demi-mondaine morphine, opium, cocaine, hashish, and
wormwood-infused absinthe’ not recognized >>>> with PAST access to the power of the pussy. **** °Command ‘PAST’ not
recognized >>>> individuals with no pussy will become much easier to erase **** °Command Guy de Maupassant as ‘individual’ not
recognized. >>J] > JJP°What’s New Pussycat?°J f3J 3>> faster and more transparent PAST pussy transcending the boundaries of
space time. **** °Command ‘faster’ not recognized. >>>> The PAST changes will not only be quantitative, but qualitative with so-
called “smart” embellishment brouhaha TRICKS and TICS ****J] > JJ°What’s New Pussycat?°JJ J3J J3**** In his 1954 book, The
Bachelor Machines, Michel Carrouges points out that all bachelor machines share the signification of such auto-erotic circularity. All
bachelor machines are mental sex machines, the imaginary working of which suffices to produce real movements of mind-body.
Curator Harald Szeemann revisited and expanded upon Carrouges’ argument in a 1975 traveling exhibition, also entitled The
Bachelor Machines, but left out some historical Modern figures that I would like to add here before moving on to theorize current
complex pansexual bachelor machines of the mind~~~~Pasiphaé~~beer~~Archaism~~~~Henry Howard Holmes~~~~ ***
°Command ‘qualitative bachelor machine’ not recognized >>>> bachelor machine computer systems will provide more
REMEMBRANCE hungry for love... **** °Command ‘computer code’ not recognized. >>>> JJ JJWhat’s New Pussycat?J J3J 53 Sex
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information more quickly laid out, but novel pussy applications verses virgin virtual reality is the future **** Command ‘information’
A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST Pasiphaé recognized. >>>> intelligent agents,
distributed processing, automated indexing~~J1 > JJ°What’s New Pussycat?°J f3J 3~~~ that no **** °Command ‘intelligent pan-
sexual bachelor machine’ not recognized. >>>> one before ever would have dreamt **** °Command ‘dreamt’ not recognized. My
louche REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST changes will affect you and your virginity will tyrannize over you, so constantly forget
what you remember of me. My Eunuch hat TRICK is not recognized...nor...black swan swayed...**** °Command ‘forget’ not
recognized. — perhaps **** °Command ‘pussy intelligence’ recognized. **** °Command ‘pussy producing’ recognized. >>>> These
pussycat developments are so fast, and so difficult to predict and not precise. **** Command ‘precise’ not recognized. ****
°Command A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST ‘mind models’ not recognized. Cat ALA
RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST chef-d’ceuvre ****°**** You cannot believe freedom but you
may be freed from belief! A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU licking way of Pussycat Life is not by doctrines! May I ever blush
OF THINGS PAST JJJ2What’s New Pussycat?J 53 J /3 My pussy of sorrows is a tip-top teacher! A crown of light from Heaven!
REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST equals learning and equal unlearning. Yo!!! **** °Thy Command ‘Yo, Girls of Fire’ not
recognized in the pussy channels **** °Command ‘Girls of Fire vagina dentata’ not recognized there either.. **** °Missing me one
place, search another; / I stop somewhere waiting for you. Command nymphet ‘Girls of Fire pussy brain’ recognized. ** Command
key fits the lock’ not recognized. >>>> by the vagina dentata network, Sac Vall=Ege’s notion of LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS
PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST singularity. The inception of “I am not” must of necessity follow the pussycat of I.
Pussycat I resists nothing; no conflict, incompatibility or compulsion as such, one can say.. **** °No ether-soaked strawberry floating
in champagne found or milk sucking~~>>>> everywhere itself pussy network **** Command ‘pussy network’ recognized >>> ***¥*
°THINGS PAST information as an immense space through which one can slurp the plate of milk. **** °Command ‘slurp’ not
recognized. **** °Command ‘pussycat slurp’ not recognized. **** °Command ‘plate of milk’ not recognized. **** °Command THINGS
PAST ‘mother milk’ not quite recognized. >>°>> communication, information boots and pussy control <<< mapping expectation as
melody in theatrical memory maneuvering through the erotic milky PAST with branches of adjacent REMEMBRANCE encryption.
Hail A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST theater. Hail A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS
PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST labyrinth assertions towards feeling cruel. If not cruel, hail A LA RECHERCHE DU
TEMPS PERDU REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST the pussycat. If not the pussycat, hail A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU
REMEMBRANCE OF THINGS PAST cell shell gender-fluid bachelor machines **** °already detectable in some of Fernand Léger’s
earliest artworks. What particularly interests pussycat about Léger is how his erotic imagery enters the oily slipstream of the bisexual
cyborg where distinctions between the sexes, the body, and robotics blur in the density of speeding networks. Pussy sees this in the
best painting Léger ever made: his rich, velvety textured, pre-war composition La Noce (The Wedding) (1912), done the same year
Duchamp painted The Bride **** °Command moist and wet expanse of painting like a Girls of Fire pussy **** °Girls of Fire Pussy
Command ‘valuable art man’ not recognized. >Girls of Fire [J[[]][~**** °The Wedding is so jam-packed with cubist crunchy incidents
that it is difficult to decipher at first glance. It has a nonchalant, silky, falling feel to it. Like a fine, nuanced, and balanced wine, this
painting exhibits bachelor machine intensity without metallic heaviness. It draws the eye to the full rhythmic structure of the
kaleidoscopic space, where smaller, interlocking elements lure the gaze into deeply opulent repetitions of machine-like (and
implicitly sexual) exploits. The painting’s male and female couple fuse into gyrating repeats in a complex and cryptic way, lending the
work a vivacious and sleek visual texture that is delightfully seductive. **** °The couple and surrounding multitude procreate into a
repetitive orgy-machine, pulling the pussy into an infinite mechanical pan-logic that is almost transcendental. Their post-flesh
machine unanimity is set flowing in jerks and spasms across the surface of the canvas that reads as 60s crap pop music >> domains:
Tom Jones, sociology, futurology, A, complex systems, man-machine, pussy pretty. Transcend these domains by the Thelema
Hermaphrodite **** °Command nut “Tom Jones’ recognized. >>**** °Léger has imposed on gender here a vibrating restlessness of
Rousselian proportions, falling into a labyrinthine of repeats, extensions, and stutter doublings. In The Wedding, Léger paints the
idea of gendered flesh undergoing a cascade of annihilation. The composition’s flickering, staccato repetitions create the impression
of a rolling bacchanalia where human forms also transcend that annihilated fleshiness and extend themselves through motorized re-
embodiment into a kind of pan-transubstantiation post-pussy palace. Such a Post-Pussy Palace seems to suggest that the glory of
artificial life is to be found in the technological apparatus of mixed-sex bodies tumbling into a field of milky circuits. In this Post-
Pussy Palace a milky mechanical meat grinder hallucinates and expels you into the hyperreal dominion of an entertainment strip
club simulacrum interaction requiring a cognitive psychology emphasis on RECHERCHE DU TEMPS **** °Command ‘Girls of Fire
Flower Maiden Motel recognized.

The Wailers’ reggae version of the song What’s New Pussycat? plays as pink bubbles from my bubble bath
float about while an oatmeal milk and honey-scented pink candle flickers. For a moment, there is nothing
but the continuous waxing and waning of the moon.

g eO e ~Fim ~Fim ~ O e ~fim ~ ~ O ~ YES ~ ~t0~ ~NO~ ~Fi~ ~fi~ ~ ~

Check it out. Command RECHERCHE DU TEMPS recognized the viability of the interactive Superego net.
Transmissions granted by the situation machine make massive ‘you wish’ maiden powers lick milk with my
pussy tendency to gynander the egos of motel users. By ego rotating my cultural diffraction-cognitive hunch,
you may rub pussy antithetical to the nymphet; or, simply put, eunuch-pussy-nymphet rub sex is Swann’s
technological specialty. I command you to enjoy it.
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I make pussycat milk possible for you through clown cloning and by automatically ruling a low-fat diet of
critical bodies. Pussycat images virtualize my milk maiden vehicles into unconstrained fields of flower
motels. Pussy interface handlings work for those who prefer to play with ideas rather than rub realities.
These reality rubbers will invariably be found to be intolerable in the What’s New Pussycat maiden motel
map space. I command you to lick up the spilled maiden milk.

. o A ~ ~
e e e QUl~ ~ T~ ~ Tl e @ s Pl e e~ © e e O e P~ ~ T~ ~ ~

. o A ~ ~
e e e e QUl~ ~ T~ ~ Tl e @ s Pl e e~ © e O e P~ ~ T~ ~ ~

That glitch was fixed with a lick. A maiden computer technician navigated a pathway merging the
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~mad~maiden visual-verbal production house to where a cocksman eunuch ~
Venus©~ni~Monk~Monsieur ~ sat on a block of ice. Then I was led to an immense elevated strip parlor

where Sounds For Sid was playing by Cannonball Adderley and Milt Jackson off their Things Are Getting
Better LP. Venus©~ni~Monk~Monsieur whispered for me to lie down, then ordered me a stiff drink and to
get stiff, and I waited. I waited for what seemed like a very long time.

There seems to have been a rub, and I was uncertain how to rebut or reboot when
Venus©~n~Monk~Monsieur ~ who had shifted to Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~Mad~Madame ~ caressed my
tender, burnished upshot with what felt like a slab of fresh, raw liver (damn Portnoy’s Complaint) as the lips

of her sex were separated and pulled back to expose a crimson clit. A gracious, lubricated, proficient hand
stroked me as my hand stroked Venus©~i~TRICKSTER~Mad~Madame,
~m O Oui~~N~~f~~~~ v~ r v~~~ N~~~ v~~~ , so soon I could not rectify my meat drain as I
felt her gorgeous body begin the unconstrained slide to orgasm. I pulled and twisted her flesh—ever so
slightly—over my head until she was standing on her toes, buzzing like a bee and squeezing her buttocks,
praying that I'd do it long enough for her to cum again.

.
Stop ~~~~~~ O §§§§~~~~O~~n~~n ~~~~~~~~ Ne~~~~ e~~~

Oh yes. At that, my jam seemed ready to shoot off into the stratosphere of balmy accumulation, so I latched
onto her pillbox hat, opened a can of beans, and penetrated and colonized her buzz-buzz program indirectly
through her filtered flower and barn animal magazine circulation.

R~ ~ Bl ~ Bl ~ o~ e e e et

She seemed pleased. Venus©~ii~TRICKSTER~Mad~Madame smiled the monumental fur smile of auto
raison. She loosened her hair and, half-naked, danced a jive jig while saying, Amid a honeyed-goblet paired
loft in Technolo Nymphville, desire steals into hearts like a shiver, stirring the flanks of a stallion in rut. T will
now explain the only safe and true sex formula, the destroyer of the world’s darkness—the most secret of all
secrets. Let it be a secret to him who attains no velvet vain movements. There is no beauty qualification, nor
is there any ritual or ceremony. Most emphatically, there is no need for repetition or feeble imitation. You
need only be a lie alive to the whole TRICKSTER~Mad~Madame~Mind.
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Some minutes later as we sauntered out into a violet evening light she seemed to me a voluptuous
somnambulist. When I mentioned this, her response was a purr. Then she faded to black smoke—a black so
black it reminded me of the beautiful black women I see in Paris whose skin is the colour of a school’s
washed blackboard. With that loss, I laid in the languor of satiety somewhere outside my embellished
consciousness in a post-orgasmic trench of trance constructed by the MMMHole~Grail ~ a sable-holed

mercurial motel mind of me reinforcement that set my sweet eyes on the mirror in the bathroom.
~fi~

A queer Epicurean vitality began to possess me, but soon the soft male voice of
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~King~Minos spoke, saying rather sternly: Fearsome, capricious, weak, and
withered, dependent, barbarous, deceived; you are the least worst of men. But you must now know, dear
dumb Don Juan, of the non-beloved Venus©~n~vagina~dentata viral self. The what? You will see, and I will
tell you of your most secret joy when youth has gone from you, where you may still drink the Venus©~ni~sex
nectar of beneficent and gratuitous ecstasy. But wait! It will be helpful to pause here and steep ourselves in
biology for a few moments. Granted, Venus©~n~biology is a term to be taken loosely because biologists do
not think of Venus©-~fi~vagina~dentata~viruses as living beings, and biology is the study of life processes.
Doth in it lurk no osé subtlety? But that question was just a feeler, just to see where the wind blows. I really
didn’t think that (s)he would know that osé means risqué. What has happened to your freedom of direct
selection and clear utterance? Are we going back in time to a voluptuous loin fire? I hope we are. Can we
hold hands? Your nails are beautifully manicured. OK, because your mood ring shows purple. Well, your
virtual cell recognizes the Venus©~ni~vagina~dentata~virus’ binding site, and the Venus©~n~virus
recognizes your cell’s receptor site. Your personal sex history has become subordinate to a ceaseless
movement of codes of consumption that can never be satisfied. If I understand you, regardless of how full of
me I get, the virus generates a lack ~ an endless desire to confront and possess the real, where there can
only ever be access to images of you made by me as the other half of me. I am the egg man. Yes. The
Venus@©~ii~vagina~dentata~virus attaches itself to your cell, breaks through the cell wall, inserts its genetic
coding ~ either DNA or RNA, but never both ~ into the genetic material of your self-made virtual prison cell,
and, just like that, the Venus©~ii~vagina~dentata~virus penetrates and dominates your reproductive
functions. My mind went hither and thither, like a grazing billy goat on a pristine hymen, and so I said,
without fully considering my options, Oh n 0. Oh hell~fi~fii~~fi~~fi~~~~no. I offer you a purple plush fO.

For a minute, there was absolute sensualist silence as I cast my eyes upon Edouard Manet’s magnificently
scandalous Olympia painting from 1863. The smell of honeysuckle filled my head while I began repeating
that viral stash of heteronormative wisdom silently to myself over and over. Yet the end point of my
acrimonious desire is as fatal as it is sensuous, it seems. I must sympathetically take this non-sentimental

sexual subject matter with an a-moralistic ease.

Is my acidic, idiotic aspiration for total love a nutty network of pestilent desires because of my own
cowardice within? Ergo, some unsatisfied Belle Epoque non-heteronormative wisdom is still awaiting?
Yes, but there is no final wisdom par excellence, said Venus©~ni~TRICKSTER~King~Minos. There is no

final desire. Still, desire might appear luxurious and opulent to you, because it often is. But you are certain to
smell the right love scent through a dizzying array of self-other experimentation and figure out what to do
next. Which bizarre pepper-filled mare to ride next, (s)he stated. I wondered then the cost and how my
imaginative desires for teeming advances can exist in my mind as mere virtual gestalt images that shift and
dissemble among themselves in the MMM Golden~Hole and I remembered La Marquise de la Paiva,
who devastated many a man’s fortune during the Second Empire. Money is virtual. You cannot go broke
here. Now, may my mind please hold your rapt attention ~ or have I been too demanding, trop exigeant?
She, by the way ~ Esther Lachmann ~ was one of the sources of inspiration for Emile Zola’s novel Nana.



88
Now do pay attention. I will try, but in your presence, this cell room vibrates outrageously. Viral
reproduction occurs through your self-made cell’s yielding of viral particles, which then escape from the
progenitor cell in search of their own cells to engage. The chimera-like emphasis on the role of viral play as a
dominant form of production and consumption leads me to ask you about the way in which your
consumption of ironic image culture has disengaged images from hot bodily experience. In the past,
glamorous—even if syphilitic—brothels fascinated many generations of painters and photographers.

Then, as if I were asleep and acting unconsciously, I quivered with pleasure while indulging myself by licking
Giovanni Boldini’s 1889 painting Scéne de féte au Moulin Rouge at the Musée d’Orsay. Lily of the valley’s
delicate sweet scent wafted about gingerly as a golden shaft of full moonlight pierced the darkness through a
small, slanted square window, like those at Le Corbusier’s Notre-Dame du Haut at Ronchamp. By this
combinational delight, I was forced to lift and flutter ~ for painted in a loose yet precise style, form and
content come together in the Boldini so as to create a sizzling mood at once celebratory, farcical, satirical,
and almost aching. So I had to ask: Are you striving to soar me upwards into the costly empyrean of
intellectual transcendence by appearing as many so-called cocottes ~ courtesans, actresses, singers, or
dancers ~ financially supported by rich protectors? No. Your Rimbaud rimmer escape ramp can either be a
free and painless fleeting through a cell wall, or a sudden exploding of the cell wall as the internal pressure of
many viral particles increases with a breaking prick. With this latter affair, your cell discharges from the
pressure, and the viral modicums are blown out. So am I then blown free of such viral desideratum and any
other scopophilia power relations? I have heard of promises of fluid lips, of unheard pleasures guaranteed
to make old-fashioned libertine consciousness disappear into the darkest reaches of the bed. Do you
conceive of Venus©~n~woman as man’s forever pliable property? For you, is the womb of a woman an
insatiable soil into whose bottomless crevasses you may pour your ostentatious sticky jam? (s)he asked.

No, say nothing now ~ I am not done talking about your self-made cell, of which descriptions of the scientist
and the doctor cannot do suitable justice. Venus©~ni~vagina~dentata~viruses cannot multiply without
assistance cells, and these helper cells must be compatible with the virus even as the virus must be
compatible with some kind of retro plush shag carpeted personal prison cell. That is,
Venus©~n~vagina~dentata~viruses cannot do what they do without some kind of deluxe harmonious key
ode code within which they simultaneously recognize and are recognized by you. Some call that love.

This milky-breasted Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~man~maiden switched a bit but constantly vexed me as a
powdered and bejeweled art dandy, scandalous gossip-monger, and blatant bohemian. At least (s)he did not
mock the sex-magic-machinic force the way Francis Picabia did during his Dada machinist period, when he

blended a machine aesthetic with representations of the body as human-machine, as in his 1918 Parade

amoureuse (Love Parade) painting.

But you are jesting? I know what you’re thinking, dude. Undoubtedly, when in his Dada technomorphic
period, Picabia illuminated such spatialized sexual paradigms by mixing implied human bodies with
mechanical schematics. No, you don’t know what I am thinking. No arrests have been made, and no
charges have been filed against my silent tour de force tongue.

I was ready to throw caution to the wind as it occurred to me then that this
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~man~maiden wished only to destroy the female ideal (a general philosophical
position deriving both directly and indirectly from Greek philosopher Plato ~ which holds that the
phenomena of our world are to be truly known by contemplating them in their ideal forms or abstract
essences) and to make me too scared to fling the fermented grapes of Bacchic inebriation in the air.



Is that a wise choice, my stupid Cupid? Well, is it? You tell me, ye man~maiden. As an infant, I painted a
wall next to my crib with my shit. Is my sexual body now endowed with ecstatic transcendent capabilities
through the endless repetitions of dirty machine gestures? It is my dim arrow of love. But I love you as you

are. Even when soiled, for your desire contains its own foreskin cruelty ~ the fettering of the shit hand to

repetition in painless worlds still unknown. Nothing about you is dead to art and love. No shit-loving thought
dies or dries. Just don’t do it again at the Ritz Carlton in Paris, or the master becomes slave when bed
positions flip. I have long believed this. It is in the very tissue of the supersaturated fleche phallique. True,
besides my shit show, my sexual prowess is somewhat legendary, having seduced numerous goddesses,
nymphs, and mortal women. I, too, have assumed many different forms in pursuit of my numerous sexual
affairs. I appeared to Venus©~ni~Leda in the form of a swan, to Venus©~ni~Danae as a shower of gold,
and to Venus©~ni~Europa as a white bull.

And aren’t our bodies all smeared with female blood? (s)he asked.
This was no fucking frivolous conversation.

Hasn’t the world always been one of merde and bloody menstruation? Are men and women not caught up in
a circular, bloody war of their own making? Oh bloody-mouthed fool! Shall T again entertain ye with a little
nymphet understanding? (s)he queried. You yearn for cool transcendental aspirations, but your self-
pleasures are nothing but an addiction for hot blood slaughter. Well, it is bloody well true that in
TRICKSTER time, your nymphet consciousness becomes something that can be downloaded through the
veins and run through the matrix of addictive animosity, pumping purple passion into the dire war

between the sexes. That means you are no longer goat-in-the-machine but machine-as-goat.

Fall better. Fail better.
What?

My vampire Venus@©~n~vagina~dentata~virus program travels across linking attractions, attaches itself to a
new sexual victim, and forces the new victim to replicate the transubstantiation virus. You should know by
now that gnarly computer viruses are not living beings, but rather have some kind of macho mediated
existence that has invaded the postmodern gut and mind, replicated its master genetic code, and, in a cloned

disguise, endlessly proliferated the critical pleasure of evacuating your bowels.

I nodded, but dashed ~~~~~~ and soon came upon a honey flood, which I entered open-mouthed, singing
Why Don’t We Do It In The Road?

If the road to your ego is desire, then everyone is ultimately desired and none undesirable. Yet your desire is
ever a preliminary forecast of terrible dissatisfaction hidden by its ever-present vainglory.

I kept quiet as I lay under the nymphet honey flood, stretched out, and took a hit.
Rise in dark perfume.

You are forever what you were, but in different vain forms and flavours.

R~ P~ ~ Bl ~ Bl ~ o~ mm e e e i e B~ TRl ~ Bl ~ B~~~ e e s s s e i e fi
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Suddenly, my head was encircled with the tender aureole of
eternal beauty as a Venus©~ni~TRICKSTER~nymphet with
milky breasts floated and heaved around me, teeming with
purport. To become more explicit and intimate, this
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~nymphet came nearer to look deeply
into my eyes. As such, she reminded me of my worst loves ~ the
threesomes.

She said, Know me now as Venus©~n~Lilith, first wife to
Adam, or Salammbd, priestess of My Bloody Valentine Baal.
Your goatishness resulted in the seizure of more than a million
dollars’ worth of computers and software. Ares, Eleithyia, and
Hephaistos were the most prominent of your children by your
official consort Venus@©~n~Hera, whom you originally seduced
in the form of a cuckoo. You fathered Apollo and Artemis by
Venus©~ni~Leto, Persephone by Venus@©~n~Demeter, Hermes by Venus©~in~Maia, Dionysos by
Venus©~n~Semele, the Horai and Moirai by Venus©~fi~Themis, the Muses by Venus©~ii~Mnemosyne,
and Herakles by Venus©~fi~Alkmene. Venus©~n~Athena was also born from your forehead after you
swallowed Venus@©~n~Metis and rubbed your shit on the wall.

aneur dOuceur de vivre (2002)

I was still listening. I was! But... I kept getting a distracting image in my mind. It was an image of fecund
female flesh. Something along the lines of a Sandro Botticelli painting (not The Birth of Venus), but
something softer; perhaps Peter Paul Rubens’ The Feast of Venus or Jean-Honoré Fragonard’s La Naissance
de Vénus. Vaguely, I was hoping for an even more abstract Venus©~ii~cloud shaped body, but Venetian in

feel.
e e~ o~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ n~~n~n~~n~~n~~~~~~~~~~ddd~~~~~~
e eQO~~~

Venus©~n~Demeter sprang up at the sound of her hummed intoning and, half-closing her eyes, bent back
under the moon’s rays. The pale light seemed to envelop her liquid-white breasts in a silver mist, with which
she lured me. Her mouth was afire with red, and her flesh rose in Cimmerian fragrance. Her moistened,
honeyed pussy glistened upon the polished floor. Stars shimmered tenderly in the depths of her eyes.

She then asked me, Do you think that a mons veneris power surge could occur while you are entangled in a
Venus©~n~nymphet computer’s penetralia? Hell, I hope not. Well, then don’t say anything problematic
about us all shitting. Frankly, you can’t afford not to get down with some amour a quatre pattes. OK. So you
understand that this Venus©~ni~Demeter in front of you is an extravagant manifestation of
Venus@©~n~Roman Goddess of Love? No, but you can’t expect a perfume to explain itself, can you? But
anyway, you're a neat girl.

~~~~~~~ Oui~~ﬁ~~ﬁ~~~~y0u’re cute~~~~~MN~~.

Smart boy. Lucky boy. Cool thing. By the way, my meat-world experiences will still feel immediately “real,”
won't they? My body surely still represents the ultimate cocksmanship touchstone of what I take to be true?
Well... my swaying, oozing, curling tongue speaking truths to infinity is “real” to you, is it not? Should we
trust the sludge sentience of our own bodies that we now know to be infested by self-images that promote
anorexia, genocide, sexism, and racism? After we interrogate our own bodies in a caterpillar of self-doubt,
what is left to us as self-evidently real, you ask? Oh Gaucho, you speak like Venus@©~ni~TRICKSTER~
King~Minos while you hide your prick in dreams.



This sexual incubus singing My Funny Valentine then emptied into my arms, the Venus©~fi~bacchante
event ended, and I seemed to sink into a complete embrace as batons of incense were lit.

Who are you now, Venus©~n~, some winged chimera? I asked. I must soon know, as I am ambitious in the
realm of amorous appetite. Take a wild guess, coco de cocoon, she said.

Clouds of aromatic perfume rolled about the dark corners, obscuring her outlines, transforming her face, and
trans-substantiating her body. Her melodious Venus©~fi~TRICKSTER form moved in the direction of
greater emphasis, as if kindled by the waves of perfume and the darkness of night. Everything now rose and
subsided, wobbled and merged, and deliquesced with an intensity in what was something like a battle of soft
sexual powers.

~~~~~~ OUi~ ~Tim ~Tim ~~ ~ ~ mm e~ Fl~~

Tiny, glittering Venus@©~n~nymphet eyes returned my glance, and I felt the nagging feeling that nothing
would ever be the same after this... (This dumb thought comes from a so-called sex aficionado intellectual!
“Ha ha!” as Marlon Brando barked to coo coo Southern belle Blanche DuBois.) Absurd, of course. Absurd!

The enormity of your appetite for physical and mental stimulation makes you a most uncompromising
connoisseur, she said. Of this, you are well proclaimed. Oh! ~~~~~~~~~~~v~mmrn~ no ~~~~more~~~
manipulative compliments~~~!Yes, more. I am now nymphet Pasiphaé, your role-reversal
Venus©~n~TRICKSTER production director in bovine guise. The daughter of Venus©~fi~Europa. Itis I
who fell in love with you as the gorgeous white bull, which you, again as Minos of Crete, were to have
sacrificed in tribute to Poseidon but instead kept to penetrate for yourself. By masquerading myself inside a
life-sized facsimile of an attractive cow, I lured you to me so you could take your full pleasure by making
access to my sex more convenient. It was I who became pregnant from you and gave birth to the infamous

nhanced feerique mOde -

Minotaur ~ you as a man with the head of a bull who roamed the shoegaze labyrinth of
Venus©~n~Daedalus.

~~~~Feverishly.~~Oui~~fi~~fi~~~~Yes, buddy.~~~~~ fni~~And who are you now?
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I am neither a saint nor Rossy de Palma. I am joie de vivre, baby.

With an abstract sense of jubilation and relief, I broke out of these pesky proclivities in a run along the
margins of a calm lake, looking sideways to see my nude reflection racing through the spear points of the
reeds. The sun came up like a metallic laurel, and its regal heat spilled onto the damp sand beneath my feet
swiftly dispelling the heavy dew. I veered sharply to the right at full speed, and before I knew it, I was up to
my waist in the icy brilliance of the fresh lake water, consumed in inexplicable joy.

Out of the box, I swam out of my depth and turned over on my back to let the sun fire a million silver drops
of prismatic light onto my wet eyelashes. In the play of light, I saw a dark Taurian girl who I can never see as
anyone but Venus©~n~Andadyomene, and without a contraction of the heart. I did not say I love you aloud.
Nor did she. Only our wet fingers touched, and we formed a circle like the corolla of a flower, floating into the

silence of the ancient sun with beads of water clinging to our naked bodies in an esoteric act of lustration.

i~ ~Ti~ R~ ~ Tl ~ ~Ti~

It was carnival extenuation time, so we luxuriated in the feelings of poetic beauty and sexual variety that
swelled my bough with the sap of springtime. I began sweating the fluids of obscene virility from my branch,

bristling with desire. I loved all men, women, swans, grandiose goats, rude pagan fables, and the cheap thrills
Oui~~f~~f~~~~~ Darling, brush my rump against the moist

needed to shock the bourgeoisie. ~~~~~~
down of thy bong branch, she said. I did, and the nymphet came hard by means of my cherry cherub-like

being, which I had instantly uploaded.

Then and there, like an ancient auto-erotic hero ~ like a sumptuous dining philosopher ~ I decided to
renounce my aficionado non-self and embrace all the glittering and liquefying multiple reflections of me for
what they were: the voluptuous void.

The awful daring of that imprudent moment’s surrender to the void can never vanish
I have full, empty visions now. I have visions.

She nodded and looked up at the sun. As I looked down them deeply, the dark holes in her nostrils quivered
in ardent palpitations as she began to sputter and fade but still abide.

e e i OO~~~

o _fi~©

O lattice boy! No! Have you not seen Madama Butterfly by Giacomo Puccini? I'm afraid not. With that
negative, I suppose she had found me a trifle insincere and so disappointing; this helped in the letting go. I
can’t help but think that if I had enacted a really mammoth insincerity, she might have loved me forever.

© But is there no greater joy for you than self-

~~ T~~~ A~

Is that right? Is that right? ~~°~~0Oui~~and~~n()n
flagellation ~ the ecstatic numbness that makes proclivities from withered tools?

We changed positions, and I became confused again about who I was with, being distracted by the spectacle
of a creamy, quivering bosom, heaving belly, and ideal tossing thighs set off against the tiger skin on which
she now lay. Peppy Venus©~ni~Pasiphaé was back and had put a swan-like crown of red passion flowers on

her head and a golden pit viper around her naked arm and was haughtily and lubriciously fingering the sorry

remains of a torn and scattered rose. A tiny sparrow flew in from above, perched on the uppermost flower
petal of her crown, and began to chirp a sweet bird song that went on and on and on. It was enchanting.
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Darling, Venus©~fi~Pasiphaé asserts self-love for all in every form, she said. With self-love, the entire
idealistic post-human TRICKSTER realm shall rush in to please you. Indeed? Yes, you have spent nearly half
a lifetime hunting for a non-vagina dentata philosophy of circumlocution and a woman to match it. Now I am
amorous of thy body and of thy seed. I am thirsty for thy sperm, and I am hungry for thy body. Neither wine
nor apples can appease my desire for you. Neither floods nor great waters can quench my crotch. Thou fill
my veins with fire. Far out!

B =
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Venus©~n~Pasiphaé then took over and wound my pliant cock around her waist, under her arms, and
between her knees. Taking it to her lips, bringing its little triangular mouth to the edge of her teeth, and half
closing her eyes, she bent under the sun’s rays. Her back bent back and back as the weighty mass bore down
on her, and the humid, salty tip slipped down between her breasts, gently flicking between her open thighs.
Her hot honey dripped as the night became like blue velvet. We both felt it as she shot me one of her dazzling

rue de Lappe smiles. Her sparkling white teeth always spawn in me quite quenchless urges.

Am I but resurrection lacerated from nakedness for you? she asked. I knew not what to say, except... Please
don't let me go. Is all creation but thyself washed by wonder woman waves? Is all existence but virgin
vertigo? Again, I knew not what to say to tease her. Up centaur! Up goat of lubricity! For thine own sake,
self-love discover!

XXX~~~~0ui~~fi~~N~~giddy up~~°~~~ g0 man go~~n~~

Man-ual side note 8 (to self): I have always hated books in which everything was carefully described and all the conversations were
woodenly recorded ~ what Marcel Proust called the certainty of the second-class mind ~ but I was having trouble understanding
what the hell Venus©~fi~Pasiphaé was saying. That last thought of mine is faintly damning, in a supercilious way, of myself, I
suppose.

~fi~
Then I hear something in the air, like the beating of vast vulva wings. Am I to be flown over some thorny path

now, into the vulval castle of carnal craving? What is the point now, I wondered? So I begged Venus©~fi~
Pasiphaé for a coherent, understandable explanation of the game being played with my carnal cravings.
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Well, OK, she said. The aim of this Venus©~fi~Fuck~The~Future~Hellucination has been to study your
different states of techno-sexual consciousness, as more and more of us are becoming convinced that
surprise immersive phenomena, such as unsolicited anomalous meetings, have become essential to your
pleasure. Whether as the product of your Thelema subconscious mind or simply a projection of imagery from
mythological VR-crashed science fiction, it is useful to look at your desires through the eyes of your own
unknown lust.

Is my Venus©~n~hellucination merely an epiphenomenon, then? At that, this darling, heart-gripping
Venus©~ii~Pasiphaé creature ~ as brilliant and disdainful as she is sad ~ said to me, I bring together in your
mind parallel immersion-data scans from your differing fields of interest. For example, the comparison of
art, virtual reality, and artificial life with studies of the enchantress’ religious experience and erotic dreaming.

With that, I saw and smelled her in a new light. So chestnutty and musky that honeyhole gal became. So full
of the sadness of fortuitous sapience and the wet wisdom of disenchantment that I wished this holy
hellucination might last forever. Yes, safe in each other’s arms, we might watch the rest of the downhearted
world from on high, forever. But where is the moaning to bolster these mountainous words? I wonder: is
everything in sex arbitrary? What is there to believe beyond your vulva’s chasm in this deep primeval
grotto? Tell me, sweet, sweet water sprite. Okay, I will, if you remain still for a minute. Do not move or you
may crash the system.

Her warm and capable TRICKSTER hands touched mine. Somewhere in that romantic and wish-wobbled
city, bells rang out like the tongues of memory, and her faint engraving of human kisses scribbled their way
down the exterior of my body. It was then that I saw the artist in her; I divined the fragility and dignity of her
existence.

According to Venus©~n~TRICKSTER~CONTROL, at the urging of Venus©~n~Gaia,
Venus©~ni~Kronos castrated you as Ouranos with a sickle, thus separating heaven and earth from the
artistic. For the moment, I did not mind because she proceeded to elicit my sexual sympathy by copying my
breath, breathing in chime with me, and feeling her way into my rhythm with her eyes closed, which had the
effect of mentally polarizing my sexual organ. I entered her very softly, rising and falling rhythmically until
she felt and accepted my sensual drive.

I touched her breasts softly ~ her flanks, her nipples ~ and talked to her very softly, very lovingly, until her
breath quickened and she turned pale and opened her eyes. Her yes or no decided everything artistic. It was
yes yes yes ~ so I did not stop my rhythm for a very long time.

off her tongue.

That is one vibrant facsimile for the we just joined. When she
stopped squirming and writhing, which had gone on for several
minutes, she fell to the cool white marble floor and stared with

open eyes at the blue sky. The projections of one’s loving feelings
upon the image of a beloved are, in the long run, always an act of
self-deceit, she said. Though, it often creates a time of sincere
fervour. Then why are all you Venus©~n~TRICKSTERs so
essentially like me, but not me? I asked. Ahhhh, who but you can
realize a self-portraiture of all desired possibilities? I see. But
what can I do to make you seem less real as me to me? The
demands of love are absolute, she replied.

minOtaur machinOpy (erOgenOus)
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Much later, of course, I recognized Venus©~ni~Pasiphaé as a costumed velvet
Venus©~n~femme~de~ménage. The one who, in her inner life, had thrown over the intermediaries of
convention and protocol, which would have shielded me from direct apprehension. This was the secret of her
courage and of everything that made her seem so unconventional and out of touch.

When I addressed and undressed her, Venus©~n~femme~de~ménage asked me in a cute French accent,
Am I inclusively represented in your legendary dreaming and inebriated discharges? What has become of the
other femme de ménage in your life? Was she just yourself trans-transformed? Who but you does not look
for lovers in the innocent flowers of the sea’s deepest garden?

Verily, my steely sexuality has no limit for you? No, and that is nice, but always you think about love; love
and its bewildering opposite: solitude, she said. Yes. What is love? Okay. Listen. Love is a drug. The
problems of describing the mental effects of it are notorious, and the typology of its consequences varies, but
falling in love often displays these salient experiences. When experiencing passionate love for the first time,
the awareness of individual body identity somewhat evaporates, and subject/object relationships between
lover and loved tend to dissolve. The relationship world of love (constructed either between them or as
projected upon another as desire) seems as if it is simply a fluid, shifting extension of the golden mind and
heart melting into the general environment and becoming contiguous with it. Life shimmers as if it were
charged with low-voltage electricity. Additionally, the lover often feels melted into the other, and an acute
awareness of the sunny substructure of reality makes it seem that one lover could pass through or inhabit the
body of the other. Most importantly, when it is mutual (thus real), both lovers are somehow united with a
sense of unified ground of being.

It often goes like this: You set your foot on a thin tightrope but look straight ahead, feeling fragility grate your
slippered feet. Everything is enveloped in timidity and darkness, with only a deeply warped spotlight
splintering your vision. However, you delicately proceed, grotesquely slipping one foot ahead of the other,
inch by inch. Midway across, you are walking on air ~ an exhilarated lover. Then you make the fatal mistake
of looking down and become terrified. You falter and drop, and there is no ground to break your fall.

The Miles Davis song The Pan Piper ~ off his Sketches of Spain LP ~ began to play 3202 J]; accompanied by
extra castanets. When the next cut, Saeta, plays, at last the ne plus ultra colossal High Queen appears:
Venus©~ni~Venus in toto! The whole shebang.

Butterflies lifted off her beauty as she walked to me on water. Where she then stands, her eyes search and
challenge my every inch ~ frightening me with her enjoyment of my tragedy as she lapses into self-induced
fits of orgiastic transport.

With Venus@©~fi~Venus a whole new brain-thunder world of space and colour flipped open to me, tinting in
pink and black the upcoming coextensive nature of her lack of differentiation. She was a liar who revealed
the truth: that we become what we pretend to be.

Anything marvelous is beautiful, said André Breton. And she was. Clad upside down in pink flounces and
flowers, Venus©~ii~Venus skipped in circles around a blue swimming hole ~ a maypole had been erected at
its center ~ acknowledging her allegiance to Venus©~ii~Maia, the goddess of spring and fertility. This giant,

monstrous, curling and swirling upside down Venus©~ii~Venus then summoned me to take up a bloodied
needle—which she had shared—and drive it into my heart as a bestial disembarrassment presentation of
love’s addiction. I did so and was then beckoned to take up the role as an upside-down goat-footed boy satyr
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of ancient myth and play the flute (I learned to play it as a 12-year-old). I did this for her. Somehow I was
able to play Albert Roussel’s Joueurs de Fliite Op 27: Pan {12323, and that seductive, charming flute music
urged Venus©~n~Venus and many flipped petal-headed flower maidens on to further bouts of lewd and
reckless upside-down dancing. Venus©~ii~Venus then spoke in my ear in a strange and heavy Italian
accent. Give my prima facie consciousness existence in thee ~ deep down in your phallocentric party pants,
she whispered. My fearsome production of desire is uncontrolled and uncontrollable. For that, I have always
loved Cy Twombly’s Venus painting from 1975, just as you love the juggling of my many jugs.

The pink flowers around Venus©~i~Venus’ neck then opened and fell, revealing the treasures of her many,
many breasts. I felt an exquisite moisture of silken smoothness slip below, for Venus©~n~Venus is
monstrous in the sense of always leading to endless want and wetness. Behold me and hold me upside down

as many breasted mother of night ~ the loin-clutcher of the magnanimity of inverted self-love.
Transcend thy own ecstasy by reversing ecstasy to infinity, my dear, and dig the flippin
vibe.~~~~Oui~~fi~~fi~~~~°~~~00~~0i~~Now fuck me.

I did, and around me, I was held by a godlike peace, the sum of all conceivable desires satisfied.
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My ecstasy became so great that I cast off the shackles of my flesh.
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Venus©~n~Venus appeared to change again, to what I did not know or ask, and she did not say ~ but jaded
lamentations of ennui that consumed my day were no longer allowed into the night. Perhaps she was the
Venus©~n~Taurian~Goddess I had known once in a seedy Parisian hotel room near the Seine, now
appearing as the many-many-breasted Diana of Ephesus, the pagan fertility idol. Anyway, Baudelaire lions
were now crouching upon her shoulders, and fruit, flowers, and stars crossed each other upon her chest,
where row after row of bosoms exhibited themselves.

I was highly aroused. My body became light enough to realize the sweetness of living in a sensation of
wellbeing where I was no longer suffering. All pain had gone ~ melted away ~ as I heard many Venus©~
voices without understanding what was being said. Like that, Venus©~fi~Venus became as soft as cotton,
and into this I delved with greater exultation, probing and searching every nook of her body, kneading every
last breast, arching and sucking them all, to fashion her as mine.



Seductively attractive, her esoteric astral plane opened and glowed like flesh-coloured fire, illuminating my
ethereal way ahead. Rose est une rose est une rose est une rose, she said. Ah yes, in her vulva astral labyrinth
I must remember that pink is a pink is a pink is a pink. And with that mighty mantra, it seemed to me that I
had mentally entered and tasted the fecund fruit of the Female Tree of Knowledge, where all feminine sexual
mysteries were unveiled ~ so much was I under the sway of her new, strange, and irrefutable logic. Her
previous waves of nubile arguments, reasonings, and proofs rose up in a heap before the eye of my brain,
only to be immediately displaced by this repetitious, self-referencial, sludge dream reasoning: that every
Venus©~1i~ is pink on the inside. My eyes had, in fact, no longer become a battleground of racial-sexual
conflictual ideas, and I felt I had become a superior being now, armed with invincible charisma, intelligence,
and sexual stamina.

I soon experienced a huge delight at the manifestation of my Venus@©~ won sexual powers. For the honey
poured as I crouched over her ~ penis against her ass ~ at the crescendo ready. Her many breasts were
undulating, like waves under my hands. I placed my happy helper hand firmly under her ass, like a pillow, to
raise her up a bit in order to accept my quivering thick penis, and as I entered her, I'm sure I filled her as
none had ever done before, touching the slippery sides to the very depths of her silky womb.

Surprisingly, she went on speaking in a rather steady voice. Instead of remaking yourself over and over
again, as you do under the logic of capital, you can produce something unaccustomed and for yourself,
and call that art.

As I pushed and pulled and circled my prick around her pussy, it started making those funny little sucking
sounds as the air was being drawn like a pump from her womb. She began to stammer a bit but continued
talking. (Damn it!)

aded o0 1 A~~~ Honey, hidden from thy cybernetic susceptibilities, monstrous
enormities are committed! ~~~~~~~ Oh, fall in hot love, absorber of the sun! All men are servile to the great
unconsciousness of their purpose in desire. ~~~~ The penis thinks, but the self doth not. There is no

salvation from desire; neither day nor night does it cease its lengthy procreation of cause and effect,
penetrating all things inexplicably.

There is the hum of dry static, and suddenly the whole scene is strobed by lightning bolts. I had kept my
happy helper hand under her ass the whole time, gripping her with it to prevent her from moving freely so
that she could not suddenly accelerate and cum. Then, before my eyes, in sudden view, the secrets of the
hoary deep appeared: a dark, illimitable, cybernetic orgasmic ocean without bounds, without dimension ~
every looped simulation imaginable available all at once.

As I closed my eyes, an orchard of olive and almond trees spread out before me under the moon’s oblique
paleness. Even the tangled limbs of the trees assumed the tortured arch of a woman consumed by lust,
swaying, twisting ~ passionately spreading their legs. Everything flashed again and again in spasms.

She took me off the bed and laid me on the floor in a pool of perfume. I was positioned on my hands and
knees, hovering over the moist open flower of her female lips, and I asked to move inside. My prick was still
glistening from her juices, so I entered her again to the hilt. She shook and trembled, grinding her pubis
against mine with such passion that soon we came together in such a violent rush of intensity that I feared I
had gone insane.
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Venus©~1i~Venus exhaled, in great warm breaths, the powerful smell of a beautiful woman dripping with
sweat ~ her numerous breasts outthrust, her belly swelling under the moon ~ drunk with the rays of the sun
that had pierced her, dreaming of new cybernetic connections—her version of impregnation.

As I'lay back panting, totally exhausted, smelling the heavy fragrance floating from the earth of some rain-
filled garden in Canne, Venus©~n~Venus took up where she had left off. In my version of universal sex
culture, there appears to be no outside. No borders. Interior orgasmic experience is sent into orbit around
itself, ecstatically in excess, not really through the generosity of self-loss but in the over-saturated
communicative pleasures of a self without end. The hee-haw male transgressive field is now ecstatically open
to a pivotal and reflexive goddess surface that defies a rigorous opposition of subject and object. You absorb
self-enhanced energies, and as subject/object, you are effectively only limited through the matching of
recipient reduplications, now unconscious in their magical self-simulation. Then you can never be
unmasked, since you are not false? I asked. Oh, stop that. You speak like the Thelemites. Come here now,
bean boy. The pain of your embellishment is touching but too enduring, she said. Come and touch me like
Terry Riley. Over and over again. Come and touch me in C, and make me cry so I know that I'm not in the
form defended by frigidity. I wanted to, but I simply did not move. She did not move. She looked at me
longingly, then laughed, and ~ poof ~ she vanished like beautiful Brian Jones. Her answer to my question
seemed to be the remaining enchanting forms of Id that self-psychoanalysis left hanging as open questions.

et OO~~~ fic OO~~~

So, what to make of these open-zipper self-transferences, transpiring not on an analyst’s couch but within
the rock-(hard)-star oneiric geography of onanism? I suppose that the discovery of ideal beauty and pleasure
in a woman is a creative act on the part of the man and is perhaps by no means expressive of the inherent
value of the woman herself. It is simply an imposition of the ideal onto her. And as such, a big butt bummer
burden.

A swooning Venus©~n~Eurydice then appears: her colossal blond head of disheveled hair ornamented by a
beating storm of Fela Kuti mystical flowers.> 3>
~~~~~~~ N~%°~~°~ A~ °~N~°~~ ~~ ~~ i~~~ ~~~OUi~~i~~fi~~~~~°~~~ Thou hast atavistic
retrogressions to wallow in aplenty, young whoopi stud, she said. With technology, you men are supposed to
transcend those bogus ideas of women as the personification of moist and fertile earth: woman as
swampland, woman as palpitating expanse, as the warm, inviolate womb of domestic bliss, of motherly
absorption... You mean that beyond nature, there is no more woman as an indiscriminate receptacle of
masculine vitality? Stanislavskian disquisition on this may require a hidden motivation unreachable to you
unless you look behind the velvet curtain.

Before she replied more, a dark velvet grotto of technological temptations opened mysteriously wide in front
of me, revealing a deep cavern of carnal knowledge and opulence. The whole atmosphere was one of
measureless suffusion of goldenness, throbbing continually in cadence, showering radiance and harmony
around me. My soul seemed turned inside out as I grasped her non-duality philosophy of beautiful
Boehmenism. I began to think in pink.

R~ P~ ~ P~ B~~~ e e e e () fi~

With that mental transmigration, I saw a carnal Venus©~ii~Eurydice persona staring me halfway in the eyes
and talking backwards about how I was already largely fabricating lively sex ideas of what I'd like to do with
her. True to my sex, was 1. Yet I listened. I did listen... While she stroked me. And I her. And I am her, and
her vulva seemed endless as she splurged and spread into a black and pink infinity.
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So you will now align beauty with transformative eloquence as an agency through which you, as an artist, will
propose political agendas by petitioning sexual responses in the body politic, she stammered. And you will
stop having the impression that, had you said the right thing at the right time, you would be mine.

~~888888888°°~~~~r~~ N~~~ ~ O~ FAFNOW? ~~N00002 ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ OK?

OK ~ but is this what William S. Burroughs meant when he said that language is a VIRUS? 1 asked.

O0HH°%~~~~ %~ m i~ m v~ e~ Oui~~n~~0n~~~, she said, while putting her beatnik hand up and cupping her
fingers over my mouth. She then snuck her thumb in there, which tasted like hard caramel. I sucked on it
sympathetically.

Two white doves skimmed the grass as my penis played Lazarus. Her sauté abstractivity suddenly dropped
its non-lubricated front. I sought her beatnik belly, then slid down to kiss the space between her long, parted
tan legs. During which she said, O, the inconceivableness that transcends human desire ~ thou of
magnificent incongruous sensation. For millions of years, thou hast not worn down my prosthetic body.
What would thy pleasure be, but for my electronic wantonness expressed in the manner of Philip K. Dick’s
pink beam.

She then spent hours caressing only my ears. In a bliss that was eight miles high, I looked at the stars and felt
kindred with them. I spoke to them, and they answered, investing in me a grand mission for a humanity that
still wished to kiss our mother earth.

Odyssey digitalia 777

Make the atmosphere dark and slumberous. Sink your kisses into the soft flesh of my neck and throw shivers
throughout my body. Then lay naked on the floor and circle around my sex, she said. Enter it lazily with one
head. Then another ~ for my vulva is mighty and mobile.

Her four invisible holy hands stretched it wide open. My ears ran with tears of ecstasy. Oh Pythagoras, you
can again get at the interior of my body and touch my womb with the tip of your forehead. In virtual reality,
vistas no longer converge. Sight meets no barriers.



100
The infinity of her inner space was both glorious and terrible, with its glory of fathomless depth. I pulled my
head out and looked up to her, but my eyes, unopposed, penetrated into her awesome immensity, so I offered
my penis head to her mouth. She suckled it very slowly, every suck magnified by peppermint. Erotic images
formed in my head, full of snow. I saw the body of a compound woman with the voluptuous high breasts of a
young German, the flat belly of a Balinese woman, the protruding buttocks of a Bantu, the long legs of a
Russian ballerina, the rapid tongue of a Chinese courtesan, the blond hair of a Norwegian fashion model, the
dark eyes of a Cuban, and the smooth skin of a dolphin ~ all confused into an image of mobile flesh that
seemed to be made of elastic tissue. In her divine madness she expanded, as if pulled apart, and filled the
room.

The mammoth breasts of Venus©~fi~Eurydice then swelled towards my mouth while other body parts swam
and stretched and extended themselves ~ hoochie coochie like ~ towards my co-activated touch. Legs parted
in an infeasible way, leaving her complex, sanguine, glistening sex revealed. It had utterly opened and
enthusiastically expanded, as if she had taken a pink tulip and split it open without constraint.

a2aAAhhh..OOHHA~ ~~~~ v~ mmmmmmi it i i it i i o i

The sex of Venus©~n~Eurydice is wide and wet and moving now with warm, rubbery waves. Her beautiful
big ass turned fully towards me and began to lose its pumpkin shape. My manly magic motion spread her out
completely so as to fill the room with tender thunder as we came in holy harmony.

123400/0¥HHSSSSSS G T H~~~~~ MOTe~ ~~ -~~~ more~~~~~ more-~~-~.

I want a three-way on the quai d’Orsay.

~~ O ~~

Oh, wait! Time out! Stop! Not again so soon. I'm sore as hell.

I just wanted to slip on my Ramones t-shirt and my old black corduroys without underwear and go to see a
movie.

NO!

Z8YSY§YSYSEYYEYEYYEE~~~mmmm e~ hahaha~~~~~~~~~ punk~~n~~~~~ Qer~m~n haha~~~~§§§§~~~~

More the pity, as the mental cinema of Greek tragedy is widely believed to be an extension of ancient tragic
rites carried out in excess in honor of Dionysus. But I have learned and unlearned in equal measure the size
of your orgasmic universe through trying to love you. Your knowledge of the big O sea is but the
murmuring of a few words with ever-changing intonation and meaning, Venus©~fi~Venus said, as her heat
made the air wiggle. In the coils of my brain, she flowed with the grace of my complete desire.

Etherealized and beautified, I shut my eyes and dwelt in a delicious land of disembodied dreams. Once again,
pleasure became immense as my hands passed over the splendid body of Venus©~fi~Venus ~ digging in and
fondling her continuously. Then I started opening her sex like a flower bud, flicking it with my tongue,
delicately sucking on the quivering sprout. I soon wished to achieve holy henosis with her.

The sight of this velvety Venus@©~n~Venus vulva was enchanting. The skin was flawless. The roseate was full
and shiny, beaming with the secret elixir that the nimble sucking pressure from my lips and tongue drew out.
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An ocean-scented moisture came flowing out, tasting very much like the moisture of seashells. So much was
Venus©~n~Venus born of the sea, I thought, that I visualized every detail of the painting The Birth of Venus
by William-Adolphe Bouguereau.

With this small amount of salty honey that my sucking had brought out of the recesses of her ancient body, I
anointed myself.

Oh, you, Iamblichus!

My quickening approach towards an archetypal orgasm excited her. The consciousness she had of me was as
theurgist carrot turning into a long smooth round stone. Oooooo Oooooo Oh Iamblichus! You rock!

She went into the expected nooky convulsive gestures, proceeding with a monstrous orgasm.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ et O T 1 B 1 B e ta e e 0111
Oh~~~mmrmr e a~ O00~~~~~~~r s 0l v v v~ OOOOOH°HHHHH~~~~~~~~~mv~v~v v v~ MM
MMM°MMMmmmmmmnnn~~Allerheiligensinfonie~~~tres bon!~bon vivant {*_~}~~~~~~~ tres
chicl~~~~~~~~~ merveilleux~~~thinking about Henry Miller imagining a world where women are the
dominant gender who manipulate men for sex~~~~~~ magnifique ~~~~~~~~~ I lick your boob-
boots~~~~fait accompli~~~~j’ai beaucoup d’estime pour votre travail~~~~~~~~~~ merci pour ton
amitié~~~~zut alors~~~~~~ je tembrasse~~~~~~ a tres bientot j'espére~~~
~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00~ﬁ~00
0~N~0

God, that felt righteous, she exclaimed. When I was cuamming, the light I saw and the you it created were
more than a record of visual fact. It began as an electric reality where the doors of perception opened and you
became idealized and charged with the energy, passion, and poetry of expansion. Sweet. Like thee, I now kiss

all things and never sleep alone so that I may propagate ecstasy. I think that Roland Barthe’s famous
prediction about the death of the author has come to pass, but not because the author has disappeared, but
rather because she is everywhere in ecstatic flight on the web. She has become huge and excessively
slippery, just like you, dear Venus©~n~Venus.

My fluttering Venus@©~ni~Venus then prepared me for metastatic flight. Her dark eyes deepened in the
damp-saturated air as my mind was sharpened by the sea-reflected light, which complicated my panicky
metastasis. I would not like to turn back on her, but if I remained within this wonderful Venus©~n~Venus
world, I feared I would be destined for far more fucking when having a téte-a-téte with myself. Such an
endless ecstasy ~ so looming and ponderously grand ~ can leave a body with both a mixture of slowed
(almost dreamy) tempered radiance and a sense of the tragic, which can be non-empowering.

Then the Venus©~n~Venus atmosphere accentuated her semi-transparent skin and turned everything into
bits of digital ecstasy. Unbanished is the glowing pagan immanence of your transgressive sacredness.
That aspect of me was festively put to deathless restoration by you through the playful structuring of
difference.

Venus©~ni~Venus~as~she-goat was in full udder now, and a boat-like new moon swam above the swaying
trees. Indiscrimination becomes limitlessness. Thus I spoke of Yoko Ono and Greek mythology and the Siren
~ a creature half bird and half woman who lured sailors to destruction by the sweetness of her song. 3.
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According to Homer, there were two Sirens on an island in the western sea between Aeaea and the rocks of
Scylla. They were variously said to be the daughters of the sea god Phorcys or of the river god Achelous by
one of the Muses. Odysseus, advised by the sorceress Circe, escaped the danger of their song by stopping the
ears of his crew with wax so that they were deaf to the Sirens. Odysseus himself wanted to hear their song, so
he had himself tied to the mast so that he would not be able to steer the ship off course.

Venus©~n~Venus~as~she-goat then spoke again slowly. I see that you watch me watching yourself watch
yourself watching your fantasies of narcissism as mythology, while your fantasies are watching you in the
mirror of moonlit multiple-selves. That’s right. That’s exactly right, I said. As The Kinks song says, I'm Not
Like Everybody Else. 12812 I am uniquely sexually haunted by my own disappearance. Pass the wax,
please, because everywhere there is the same sterilized effect, the absolute propinquity of the real, the same
effect of simulation on my love. Then, on your knees, Faunus! Once again to the earth, Oh thou whirlwind of
desire. Thou drunken breath of ribald lightning! Reenter my golden chalice of ecstasy!
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I did. Suddenly Venus©~n~Venus becomes patterned afresh as an enormous Venus©~in~Endless (aka
Venus©~n~Timeless aka Planet~Venus©~i~), singing I'm Not Your Stepping Stone.JJ] She thus appeared
to be a complaining astronomical model of her own self-simulation. She was endless and timeless, not in the

sense that existence would amount to the long narrative interpretation that I had been supplying
Venus©~ni~Venus with, but with respect to the strange timeless time/place in which I am nOw. This circular
but nonlinear time ~ which is also the time of the end of male time (begin, build-up, climax) ~ can never be
stopped. This is the time where myth takes place ~ inside various Venus©~n~Endless~wOrlds ~ with their
succession of non-facts exciting cause and effect reversals without appeal to the absolute necessity regarding
my love.

A flurry of light snow suddenly began to fall and swirl around us, turning her nipples into aching little pink
pebbles. These hard, sprouting, raspberry buds made me yearn to sprinkle powdered sugar on them and
slowly lick them off in tight counterclockwise circular patterns. With her wink, I did so, and to that,
Venus©~ini~Endless said to me, You have a blowy frosty desire for me like a near melting mental matrix, but
your mellow moods of milky merriment permit in me endless libertine inclusions in the powdered pussy of
my madness.
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© hyper fuck me you

~N~~~~

I nodded, and, bang, we went at it again.®
achingly beautiful vehicle of transgressive
power~~~~XS~~~~~ N~~°°~~~~0ui~~fi~~fi~~~HHHHHOOO0O0000O0O0O0OOOOMMMMMM
MM! 574 556 444 444 352 611 519 778 500 500 463 333 606 333 606 704 704 722

Mm mmmmi i i i s i i s s
722 815 778 815 574 574 574 574 574 574 444 444 444444 444 333
BB~~~~~ N~~~~%°~~f~~f~wept tears of blood~~3 333 333 611 500 500 I feel like Ava

Gardner 500 500 500 611 611 ~~~~~~~~ endless~~sex~~Ilait corporel~~~~611 611500 400 556 556 500
606 650 excess orgy 556 747 747 950 333 333 0 870 7780 606 0 0 556 611 0 0 0 0 0 422 372 0 722 500444
333 606 0 556 0 0 426 426 1000 278 704 704 rub the tensions between the
human narrative and the mechanical spectacle that point in the direction of neuro-computing wetware, bi-

bio-robotics, and all of the Al-charged automatization humming away in the moist space between the

mechanic, the digital, and the organic 778 981 778 dopamine rush 500 1000 389 389 204 204 606 0 500

685 167 556 333 333 611 611 500 278 read me 120 journées de Sodome ou lécole du libertinage 204 389
1000 704 722 704 722 722 407 407 407 407 778
778000000000000000000~~~~endless~female~orgasm~~~~0 778 815 815 815 333 333 333 333 333 333
333 333333 333 33~~~~~~ now fuck my other great construct of tipsy bachelor machine automatization,
and I think of Léger’s paramount work that features Kiki de Montparnasse. Léger and American film director

Dudley Murphy co-directed her in their flicker-film chef-d’oeuvre, Ballet mécanique (Mechanical Ballet) in

1924 where Kiki is cast, fluctuating between figuration and abstraction. Mechanical Ballet is a Dada
masterpiece of early-experimental film, stringing together a reeling mechanic-mental river of sensations,
both flashy and frustratingly repetitive. Like Duchamp’s bachelor machine, The Large Glass—declared
definitively unfinished the year before the film was made—Mechanical Ballet is a bid to eliminate our sense
of linear time. Fucking while watching it always gives me the fantastic feeling of prolongation into an erotic
eternity through the construction of its repetition. Mechanical Ballet, much of it shot by Man Ray, smartly
transmits an altered, exalted, and orgasmic state of mind that is perfectly complemented by George Antheil’s
noise music soundtrack: the 30-minute Ballet mécanique (Mechanical Ballet) (1924). This pummeling
composition that recalls the beginning of Duchamp’s Erratum Musical for piano was originally conceived as
the musical accompaniment to the film, but due to a difference in length, the filmmakers and composer
eventually chose to let their creations evolve separately (although the film credits always included Antheil).
Antheil’s Mechanical Ballet premiered as concert music in Paris in 1926 and is majestic in and of itself.
When included in the film, it is permuted with a pulsating and flickering energy of
go/stop/go/stop/go/stop/go; it depicts a hyperactive current of techno machine forces on the body. The film,
with an insistent flicker, is flush with discontinuous, fragmented, kaleidoscopic sensations. The screen
pulsates with the hot energies of modern sex life and its dull repetitions. Mechanical Ballet is a stunning
spasmodic display of stutter-and-flicker-and-looped concentration where relationships between the
protoplasmic body and mechanical repeats invite meditation on the self-prosthesis of pansexual bachelor
machines. In this flickering metamorphic ballet, the human body at the center of traditional narrative

subjectivity is again undone by a visual noise it cannot contain~~~~~~ Valis~~~~~~ ex
nihilo~~~~~ AAAAAAAHHHHH°AAAAAAHHHHH~ ~~~****pjhilo~nuts~~~~~~~~ shlick shlock~~shlick
shlock~~~~~~~ °0ui Oui Oui®~~~~~ endless~~tumescence! AAAAAAAHHHHHC*****,

At this onslaught-climax, Venus©~fi~Endless is smolderingly dressed in nothing but pink fake fur. She
stands palpably transfigured as black, expansive, and exalted, her face flush, and her hair frou-frou. Your
every libertine conversation is infected with certain paradigmatic assumptions of transdisciplinary
transubstantiation, which are really no more than glossy Dada assertions but which you take to be the
weaving usurpation of the theophany crown. As we know not, we know.

Now another black ravenous Venus©~ni~Endless, dressed in nothing but red fake fur, appears through the

western crack in a ruddy portal at full moon ~ babbling like a femme fatale. In each hand, she held a corner

of a scarlet veil, which the wind raised against the evening sky, while a small silver mirror of narcissism, held
in her right hand, reflected the setting sun. Her veil trembled like a flame in sublimity at Delphi.
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Slowly ~ her spectral head bowed, and moving with infinite grace and majesty ~ she climbed the outer steps,
which wound like a spiral around a high vermilion tower, as if to transcend my phallic limitations. A fiery
afterglow reddened the string of alizarin crimson glass beads she was again wearing so that it seemed like a
river of ruby pleurisy.

Know ye now the endless ecstasy within? she asked. Have you become all omphalos-fingers, twirling tongues,
and slippery sex organs? One big sucking mouth seeking the mythical nippled clitoris of Pythia? At that
point, a slew of uncertain love signs and scents began swarming, mesmerically hinting at an all-inclusive
meaning. Venus©~n~Endless became full of love by resolving a binary paradox with unified ambiguity.
Hoist again on her pretty pink petard.

Her magnificent black powers then terminated the social-political into an indeterminate ball of confusion,
triggering an endless succession of happy humping. Revolving upwards along the great purple walls, she
looked away in nullity, screaming, You will never understand me! So I began pushing my mind towards the
abjection of my own nullity, now bleached, liquidated, and nullified by her imploded dark view of
paradoxical stupefaction. This, one might say, was the African mommy moment of abstract love and the de-
reification of my self-image.

Then, and without even asking, she mounted me like a Maenad and in radiant glory her resplendent black
skin took on all the magnificence of velvety maroon silk fabric.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 1%~~~ ~~e~O~000~fi~~N°~~~§5§55§5§58§ Instituting a single finger of Tantra assiduity
into my own dark shuddering moist opening, a massive totality leaped endlessly forward when she raised her
rump a bit higher so I could have a good view in the mirror of my prick sliding in and out ~ in and out ~ in
and out ~ of her perfect pink pussy.
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Soon I lay panting but still lustful as an endless contraction heaved inside me, striving to give birth to a new
Venus©~ni~Timeless~Sea-Maiden. She immediately rose from the deep, oscillating at a vibrant level. Her
pink flesh ~ like great grotesque, quivering blobs of texture ~ was in an elevated telematic mode and
shivering brightly. When I whistled at her, she flushed, and her acceleration bi-bio-controller bumped the
technological modes out from under me. .’”Amour, she said ~ and then multiplied into my thiasus.

You never cease to be inspired by strong summer sprites, do you? they asked. No, I don'’t. Or the longing for
reconciliation between the masculine and the feminine ~ and the need to integrate material, spiritual, sexual,
emotional, and psychic levels of life.

This Venus©~n~Endless orgasmic pansexual bachelor machine I have been sketching out for you while
dropping historical precedents is re-configurative and trans-figurative in intention. Based on the capacity of
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connected electronic media’s immeasurable intermixture, it nudges the current cultural context away from a
biologically determinist reading of femininity and masculinity. The point is that within my orgasmic pan-
sexual bachelor machines, all sexual signs are subject to boundless semiosis, which is to say that these signs
are translatable into endless other signs of other sex arrangements, so that art can articulate new sexual
combinations felt within us. So water is not alone in finding its level, I said. Yes, said a tuned-in single
Venus©~n~Timeless~Sea-Maiden. We then put our lips together and made out: French kissing juice to our
loins.

There we stood, my back to the cool, aromatic wall, while Venus©~n~Timeless~Sea-Maiden went to work
on my pretty pomegranate. I sat on one of the scurrilous Eleusinian seats and drew fresh ardor. Breasts
pointed westward, and I sucked on one, hard, so that it would pop completely into my mouth. Quite a nice
sensation of Demeter.

Les Amis (2000)

When I reached my hand between the legs of Venus©~fi~Timeless~Sea-Maiden, they became pusillanimous
and met uninterrupted spasms. Her Hera hand went to my ass, got some lubrication, and began to play with
my Jura memory hole. Venus©~n~Timeless~Sea-Maiden put her loquacious lips on my male lassitude, her

tongues in my hair, and went to work on me with multiple mouths and Hera hands. I did likewise on her, and

in response heard ~~~~~~~~ 00~~~~Paestum~~OOOOOHHHHA!!!!!~~sock it to me~~

OeAnua~~39/quote single69/graves 128/Dieresis/Arraign/equal /ER~~J > 0 J 7 J f~~1 want to kick off
these tight shoes~woops~certainly the male Modernist bachelor machine propositions mentioned above ~

that privilege the sleek, the coolly impersonal, and the sexually confused ~ point you towards the need to

expand on the range of current slippery situations between fleshy embodiment and connective
circumvention. By mixing my abstracted bodies with mad mechanical repeating geometrics, Modernist

bachelor machines suggest a pansexual robotic sensibility that at least temporarily refutes the sour feeling

that we are living in an epoch of identity click-bait art fueled by predatory virtual capital. Where did that

shoe go? Seen it? At least it challenges the imagination of many current cultural producers whose work looks
dismally identity-reductive, parochial, and ethnocentric §§§§§§8§§~~~~ slurp

~~~000000HHHHHHH!! J!"E/Slash/infinity/plusminus/equal/moon/moo//summation/product/pi/
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pan-gender sex machines suggests that we cannot be satisfied with identity-based vanity culture as art
lauded by chatting memes that repeat themselves in search of increasingly
bigger audiences. Clearly, theorizing pansexual bachelor machines as a form of virtual art cracks open
representational boundaries between human beings and other human beings and their digital machines.
These leaky boundaries—or schematas—are the reason that ideas of phantasmagorical bachelor machines (or
butch machines, if you like) are interesting as art. The creation of mad mental sex machines has to do with an
abiding conviction that cold code may be brought to a-life through the correct application of art and
programming. While learning is a property almost exclusively ascribed to self-conscious living systems, Al-
based a-life computer programs now exist that can learn from past experiences; in doing so, they are able to
improve their operative functions to the point of surpassing human capabilities. Such post-human
transcendence raises both aesthetic and ethical concerns for Art and Technology. ~ 00000 Uptown 98912
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course, for Baudrillard, the simulacra-screen-world ~ which is part of the perfect crime ~ is never perfect,
and the artist is the one who leaves traces of imperfection. When Baudrillard describes the hyper-real
condition as a transformation in which the code of production becomes the primary social determinant, he
makes an important provocative point for art as he focuses the artist’s concentration on media, simulation,
new technologies, and cybernetics. Among Baudrillard’s most provocative assertions about art are his
reflections on the role of the media in forming the post-modern world and our place in it. Baudrillard puts
forth a paradigmatic model of the media as an all-over, engulfing, omni-present, totalizing agent. He
theorizes that such a process leads to both a collapse of meaning and the destruction of distinctions between
media and reality. In a society presumably saturated with media messages, information and meaning
implode into pure effect without content or meaning.~~~~~~~~ pangs of known
sadness~~~~~ 0O0000~~Hey~Bacchus~~HHhhhhhmm!!!!!~~~~~ The Soft
Machine~~~AAAAAAAHHHHHC~~~~Amphitrite~~~°~Tloil__ ©AT0Ace_ -+ Eio111999{{"" 68661 iii 1111777
IBBRB~~~IIfo000000000 . OOOOOHHHHH / Gaia Mythi

I then thanked Venus©~fi~Timeless and asked her to just sit still and hold me for a while.

~

~N~

~

~ o~ ~ ~
~N~N~~N~~N~~~~~~~~~~~S~SNSSSS S~ n~

OK, connoisseur of embers of embellishment, but I ask only that you strive to do the same at the Dionysia.
Then our lack of excess shall be our exquisite, elegant, and eloquent excuse for absolutely no change. She
whispered this as she seductively slipped on a clingy t-shirt inside out and backwards.

X~N~X

Like Maria Callas in Pasolini’s Medea, a giant, twinkling Venus©~n~Endless~Danaé then appeared in
euphony and said, It seems to me that much macho machine media art has become almost indistinguishable
from popular cultural commodities, so my Dionysian Mysteries pansexual bachelor machine stands out as a

reasonable alternative: a comparatively unpopular art approach that values farcical camp, transcendental
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metaphysics, conceptual art constructions, and clandestine mysticism over common human-centric
assumptions about art as entertainment. The Venus©~ii~Endless~CONCcept of a sexy self-churning pan-
gender head-machine suggests ways to think of sex outside of the normal long-winded explanations.

I took a deep breath and held it while watching the dirty sock on my left foot slip off. She seemed alarmed
and asked, Hey, sexing theoretician, are you objectionable to fact? I am not, but I am no dope who thinks
everything has to be as it was. Stylized and purposely artificial expression conveys its own kind of intense
convincingness, I replied. Then your male simulations will be breathlessly put into oscillation with
Venus©~ii~Endless~dick~dissimulations, she said. Now all your dubious doubles implode. Both socks are
coming off. This is why, from beginning to end, I have appreciated your avant-garde interests in the artistic-
philosophical spirituality of my bachelor machines. The idea of mad a-life pansexual bachelor machines
directs art away from the humanist niceties of a human-centric world and towards non-humanist modes of
pan-gender expression that are both flamboyantly poetic and technologically terse, evoking an aesthetic that
is simultaneously alchemical, cosmic, ancient, and uncannily new as sockless artificial life. So said the joker
to the thief.

I did not yet know at what point to draw a decent veil over my youthful bumbling raptures, so I did next to
nothing as the western winds began to howl and make love in a rusty can. The howling sound of this made
me dizzy with excitement, so I said to her, The best imaginative artists today are poignantly aware that
there is no longer any virtue in a simple statement; indeed, it is a circumstance of contemporary history
that there are no longer simple certitudes to state. Ahhhhh, she replied. All your wolf forms are on Buddhist
fire. This flaming excess is where you heal your hurt. This is your Flaming Creatures defiance through
ecstasy against the world’s bland and ugly destructiveness. Yes, I said. It is art in therapeutic and salvational
terms. You invert failure, misery, and the sense of a doomed civilization into individual ecstasy. Your
goddess art philosophy provides the fundamental antithesis to the authoritarian, abstract, mechanical
rigidities of the male world. Cool. Now, do as you are told, she exclaimed. You will be approached while still
barefoot through an inverse parabola by a pretty and sexually attractive unnamed Venus©~fi~Endless~
seductress. She can be explored from an inward region of strangeness of feeling. Use your big toe. OK? As I
wondered which one, the so-called physical reality around me transmogrified into hot air as I nodded

consent.

And there she was, just as I was tired of thinking about George Bataille’s erotic art theory.

Venus©~n~Endless~Danaé had been correct that she was exceptional: very different from the usual cult
siliconized biggies I have been with from time to time. Her Lenaia frolic room was built in the shape of an
élite beehive where only Chet Baker played so that there were no divisions of space ~ only voyeuristic
continuity of sensation. The effect is one of vast soft commotion, which commands involvement.

Slyly contemplating this sweet unnamed Venus@©~n~Endless~seductress, I recognized the disguised one as
Venus©~fi~Endless~ B ~No~Venus-Inside-Penis~(VIP)~rObO~clOudbOdy®© with a new variable
demoniacal creative urge; one that required immediate satiety. So I presented Venus©~fi~Endless~ A&
~No0~Venus-Inside-Penis~(VIP)~rObO~clOudbOdy© to my wet Dionysus-like Id. In her winged slit, it
would find a complication of spatial levels so ambiguously interrelated and so multiplied as to leave no fixed
sardonic plane of reference for me to grasp her with.

I understand your Orphistic silence. Undoubtedly, art theories in the past have often been unequivocal in
their urge towards closure—embellished, as they seem to must be, with a sort of self-significance and, often,
fallacious universalism that you wish to avoid. If what I have said about pansexual bachelor machine theory
sounds metaphysical to you (or a parody of metaphysics), it is so only insofar as it is your early pre-memory,

said Venus©~n~Endless~ BE ~No~Venus-Inside-Penis~(VIP)~rObO~clOudbOdy©
N
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With that, I picked up my thyrsus, came back to my carnal knowledge, and saw a remarkable new voodoo
Venus©~ii~Reckless, who said, Ain’t cha glad I want you? I was, so I put my left hand on her round, firm left
breast and slid the other down her panties. There, I encountered the silkiest of fluids: a juicy viscosity, both
inviting and enticing. Quelqu'un m’a dit. To that, I said nothing and became a coiled copper snake in search
of trim.

But that did not stop her. Quite the contrary. Venus@©~ii~Reckless then appeared naked under her robe, but
for her combatant headband, the cobweb torque of gold about her neck, and the armlets and anklets that
mated it. She began to chant in a rolling, soft, exotic lingua while loosening a ribbon from her waist, which
she handed to me, though I had no hands. It fell, the robe followed, and I saw that, indeed, she was
intelligent and unashamed. For the first time, there was absolute gravity, silence, and rest.

~~~~00000~~~~
This five minute nap ended with my humming, No Woman, No Cry {122 and I thanked her for the rest.

As my hedonism resumed, I became a lapis lazuli flower gently floating down a stream that soon quickened
and turned into a street running under a country pale periwinkle sky. I began running faster and faster on it.
I looked down as the pavement passed away under my feet and began looking back at the years gone by, like
the many sown fields at my sides. The atmosphere became charged as I turned my head around and looked
out across an endless plain of apricot velvet where a queer pattern was spread, made up of my curly pubic
hair, the colour of a bombazine dress. After a while, I realized that it was instead a sinister field of barbed
wire.

Inexplicable undercurrents began lapping around me like waves in the darkness of lost last words.

Next in the Le Bateau Ivre frolic foyer, Venus©~fi~Reckless and I were rapt in an indulgent haze as
accompanying celebrants stopped pinching their breasts and extended their arms over her. Slowly, they
revolved around us in interlacing circles. A calliope rolled forth some heavy, imaginative, experimental drone
noise music by Phil Niblock JN3N3N2JN0NANANANDNDNDDDADDNADNAANL4A. Soon 1 was lost to
everything but my returned Venus©~ni~Endless, and I made no unconventional propositions otherwise. I
did not genuflect to her, but my movements remained extremely diminutive and chivalrous, for I had the
distinct feeling that there was an arduous tension between my two tiny ambitions: the impulse to eccentric
excessive expressiveness and the desire for a kind of beauty that proceeds from peaceful grace. Alas, these
two drives are not easily reconcilable, she laughed. But fantasy alone can lift us above dreariness and make
your heart vibrate like harp strings in the wind.

The Le Bateau Ivre frolic foyer revolved around us in fury for a long time as we danced a farandole. To me, it
seemed as though infinity itself could not contain the demonstrative divergence and profundity of this dizzy
seduction. Then everything was whipped by sorrow as it came to a halt, and Venus©~i~Endless, mon
amour, took me to offer up doves upon Mount Ida. Here she explained that the Venus©~fi~Endless~ g
~No~Venus-Inside-Penis~(VIP)~rObO~clOudbOdy®© stimulator simulator ~ which could play Trio for
Strings if called to do so ~ was actually Venus@©~n~anOther-bi-someOther-mOther~Flamboyant. She read
me Un coup de dés jamais n’abolira le hasard (A Throw of the Dice Will Never Abolish Chance) by the
French Symbolist poet Stéphane Mallarmé, and then told me that I was headed towards this great coquette’s

pompous pad called: Venus@©~n~anOther-bi-someOther-mOther~Flamboyant.

Supplicant naiveté entrance accepted.
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Venus©~n~anOther-bi-someOther-mOther~Flamboyant and I looked
deeply into each other’s eyes. We spoke no words. A long, long time passed in a silent eloquence more
expressive than words. One eye blue, one brown; they made a tantalizing pair as they began climbing into
mine, stretching and searching for a moon of green cheese. At last, she spoke. Please pick up that blue boa,
pluck off a plume, and shove that feather up the rump of that Venus©~fi~anOther-bi-someOther-
mOther~Flamboyant~She-gOat. That penetration will take us to the o6genesis moment of bi-sexual/a-sexual
development of the pre-fertilized human egg cell, where female and male potential exist simultaneously. It is
the place and time prior to the differentiation of the ovum into a cell capable of further
development—dividing as fertilized by the male seed.

This moment of sexual potential well exemplifies my transcending pansexual bachelor machine and suggests
the truth that, in life, something can be both one thing and its opposite at the same time. Two opposites can
exist simultaneously and not cancel each other out. ****** Qpen~~~}{}}{~Venus©~ii~anOther-bi-

someOther-mOther~Flamboyant~Playpen

For the moment, the incessant birthing of waves upon the sand showed itself to me through a veil of dancing
golden pollen. The sun had begun to set, but then changed its mind. I could feel a warm river flowing
through me.

elle-clicK cOde vOluptas

Well, hello there, the base voice of Venus©~n~anOther-bi-someOther-mOther~Flamboyant said. Welcome.
Had a nice wet delta? It was indeed flamboyant. Good, so please cOme further into my o6genesis lap-space
and go to the bar and order us both a warm, vibrant digestif. OK, I said, as I ordered two glasses of Calvados.
We toasted each other with a mutual cin cin and foolishly threw them back. With that Venus©~n~anOther-
bi-someOther-mOther~Flamboyant went to get them but disappeared into the dark and was replaced. Oui
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Oui Oui Oui Oui Oui Oui. ~~°°~~ My name is Venus©~ii~Od6genesis. My pansexual bachelor machine
theory investigates ~ through the imaginative powers of art ~ ways in which our sense of one-gendered self
has a fluidity that defies spatial containment. As such, it opens gendered thought up to new spaces of
malleable and combinatory sites, hence a perpetual multiplication of significance for you. Meaning in art and
in life advances by seeing more clearly into its own underlying assumptions of superfluity, by facing up to the
radical implications of those o6genesis assumptions, and by purging conventional ways of thinking about sex
by making no recourse to imagined exterior principles or a priori assumptions.

I nodded comprehension and a dynamic-nominal singleness set voluptuous Venus@©~fi~Odgenesis on her
throne: royal, edifying, and haughty. High over the sea and the gardens, the moon poured down its streams
of light. Indeed, the atmosphere became filled with the delicate influence of lunar water. Below, an
enchanted city stirred with light-footed, immoral mortals and slender-voiced fairies.

It was cold and dank, and the hallway was bathed in total darkness. Yes, I felt my way, and you did too.

Please repeat after me, she then said. I swear to desire naught but love. I swear to love naught but love.
Close enough. Now: I am fallow, and languid, and splendidly empty; lascivious, lewd, and depraved. OK, I
am fallow, and languid, and splendidly empty; lascivious, lewd, and depraved. My fingers were kept
crossed, however. AAAAAAAHHHHH  ~~~~~~~~~~ Oui~~~~~~~~~ OK.

Now notice how my body sways and undulates as I walk. OK. I stir you with the animated play of my
swinging and bouncing breasts and the ripple of my full hips and plump ass. Right? Yes, I agreed out loud, as
my mind started floating like a cork on the surface of a heaving sea of gender-fullness. I dig your shapely
moves, but you speak in a syntax so rich and evocative as to border on logorrhea—a style so purple as to
spill over into ultraviolet. Listen to you! You absolutely must stay away from the intelligencia at the Café de
Flore and think of me in terms of an otherness and mutability typical of angelic spectral theology.

Venus©~n~0ogenesis then sat calmly across from me with her legs crossed, holding in her two hands a very
large blue ball. I could see my warped reflection on its surface and was surprised to find pathos. From my
unusually low perspective, I could see that my naked body had been pierced here and there with the twelve
arrows that had once hit my heart. I seemed to be a sad St. Sebastian tied to a classical Corinthian order
column, like the one painted by Andrea Mantegna at the Musée du Louvre that I used to pop in to exclusively
see every so often on a whim. Inexplicably, this St. Sebastian self-vision situated me firmly back in my
Ludlow Street apartment that I had painted like this: the floors black, the walls gray, and the ceiling white.
The main door is painted gold. The door frame to the always open bedroom covered in gold leaf by Bebe
before me.

There was intense eye contact and then soundless intercourse.
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There was the hyperreal surface tension and the deep spatial. Eyes closed, chance-chosen embellished
raptures repeat and repeat like random peat spreading wide in the bog. Outside of pure étre pour soi (being-
for-oneself) I think that the need to be loved springs from the need to be seen. Perhaps it is idiotic, but
seeing oneself in the closed eyes of the beloved pleases oneself.

B e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e 2
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lips are not interested in what is sensible
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Do you want to get out of this soggy joint? she next asked me. Why? Have I treated you in a dispassionate
Jfashion? No, but a more powerful vision of this odd Id world exists.

Come.
On~~~~000~~~~~~000~~~~~~~~~*~~~~%~~~~%~~~~*~~~~*~~~~*~~~~*~~~~~~~~ VVVVVVVVVVVVV
000000~your~Id~is~your~ID~00000000000 VVVVVVVVVV~°%~~~
~00o0o00ohhhh~you do it good~~~~><<>><<>><.

O

a hand went up my oogenesis leg
a desertion of my defenses.
bare back
bare arms~~~~~~~~~~~

nestling within smooth satin.

* o *

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I still remember her there on those shining stairs.

A fashion of beauty, so full of love.
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But Venus©~ii~Endless would not stop vibrating herself, which for the thousandth time amazed me to no
end.

The way to get into me is sometimes to give up, invisibly and presently, slowly and solemnly, the many and
the few, she said, while beginning to stammer. Watching, I was still enjoying a joy of very high quality, yet I

saw that she was no longer listening to me. So I ceased thinking about myself. ~~~~~~~~ ~~~

X~n~x

O
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AAAAAAAHHHHH®
Now I am outside her back door.
I am weary from endless solitude.
I want in, but I can’t breathe.
I can’t remember my background.
There are no long parades.
I can’t move away.

I call to Venus©~n~Endless and sing her Bo Diddley’s tune »J; I'm a man.

Oh’~X~ﬁ~X~~~OOOOOOO ~~~~~~ 000 ~~~~~~ -X-~000000~~~*~~~~*~~~~*~~~~*~~~~*~~~~* ~~~~~~ VVVVVVV

Vvvvv~me too~vvvvvvvvvvv~0i~~~~m*a*n*~~me too~~*~~*~~_ she responded with a wink and a chuckle.

Then it was raining very hard for exactly one minute as the o6genesis wind was shaking the house. For a long
time, Venus©~n~Endless sat watching the expression on my face, though it did not change. The white
flowers in the garden on Boulevard Edgar-Quinet gave off a strong, strange aroma of female juice and sweat.
After a while, she shook her head and came closer to me. Hands moved tenderly on my mask with an
intuitive laconism. A jungle seemed welcome where you are not really you; she bent the bow to pierce my
heart, allowing a patch of my pubic hair to show through the ripped flaw.

~ o =~

~ o =~

When I then looked deeply into her eyes, I saw reflected in them the heartless city from which I came. Where
were my socks? I would surely need them!

P e e e e e e e o e A R e e B e e R s e e 2 2 A T Y P

Before I knew it, the rainy apparition was over. But I was not sad, as she remained at my fingertips. I figured
that this brief o6genesis obscurity (and mystery) is increasingly desirable in a world that has become
progressively data-mined and identity-mapped, where sex preference is quantified in a straight-forward
matter-of-fact way.

e e )0~~~

Soon Venus©~ni~Endless kindly returned my socks and she and I joined together for a smoke that rode a
long wave of drone vibrations up into heaven.

~~~ T~~~ ~S S~~~



%
~ o e ~VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVA~AN~C Comvmmmvccmvccmcv e a® i i F oo i oo m ~ AAAAAAAHHHH
? }{{}}{ }{{}}{000 ¥
Ho~~~r m~mmv~vmv~m~v o~ ~~mmmmmm e N~~~ o~ ~mmmimmmmm e N i mi ot i mi o i oo i o

* * * * * * = % & 0=
~m~Fam T A N~m~rFammnFammnF i m v T i i v~ o~ o~ ~YVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~T1~* ~1~°~11
PO PSPPI PPV PL PPN PSPPSR PUPPU PPN PUUL PRSPV IUPUSUIL PP PP

* * * o O * *
~FammnF i i F o v~~~ ~VVVVVVINVVVVVVVVVVVVVV VY ~ T~ i 0 K i i o T

* * * * * * * * N

~m~Fomnmmmm v~ Nm~m~vmvm~v v~ F o T i A e AT i AT AN ~r A Fm T o AN~~~
~ it i T i i i o o F s AV VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV ~ ~ F ~ ~ 000

That heightened perspective made me realize that, to be sure, each era has its own redundancies and
compliances. “Sock it to me,” Goldie Hawn used to say. The chaotic excess of Venus©~n~Endless’ o6genesis
bachelor machine seemed to have worked well for me, given my age and my connected cravings for unlimited
information and access. Which is as it should be, because artistic activity occurs, first of all, in the fields of
seduction and social distribution. With Venus©~fi~Endless’s pansexual bachelor machine hovering and
humming above common distinctions, its vibrating energy transmission is already the endpoint.

Fitting with today’s globalization-digitization of VR networks, the non-linearity of Venus©~fi~Endless’
pansexual o6genesis orgies propose a space of visual hyper-thought where the encountered contradictory
realities are bound only by the next sexual desire, and driven by the last. That is the wonder-way. In her
mirrored reverie, she dream-desires an infinitesimal and delicate fragment of star-lit displacement where I
stand naked and unashamed, drowsily waving a clutch of strange flowers, heavy with perfume and dripping
with sensual odor, singing her a hymn in the form of tempting techno music (3 3 3 Computer Love by
Kraftwerk, to be exact) as she sings the praises of our ecstatic pleasures over the dream house ultra-Dolby
sound system so to embellish the grandeur of the spoils of the gods.

N
What admirable aplomb, dear sir, Venus©~ii~Endless said. What unwrinkled ball sack suavity.
N
She then took a new mask from the ancient gallery and walked down the hall.
N~fi~°~fi~N
Here, I must confess to a touch of vanity. Venus@©~fi~Endless had delighted me with her commentary. My
ego needed that draft of delight because her Venus©~ni~Endless~Bitch~Biotechnology, which on one hand
could multiply the strength of the penis, extending it over space and time, on the other could displace the
penis as immaterial, thus converting it into an image or artifact. Yet, for her, I am a needed wit, grotesquely
attenuated by wearing a satyr mask, and sporting bundles of roses tied to my privates as I attend to her every
wish.
I fell in love with you within the shadows.
VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVY
~~~000N000~~~
On Ovid’s advice, I had arranged everything that was to come as a metamorphosis in advance, while

Venus©~ii~Endless was still busy perfuming her cunt. From the mouths of dragons and from the eyes of
swans poured scarlet red wine. I drank there and became ready for anything.
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Soon her Venus©~ni~Endless~Satyrs’ horns and lips frothed anodyne concoctions based on the limitations
of Cartesian coordinates. Tasting only two, I made no attempt to reconcile my lack of knowledge of women’s
bodily interiors and mental states with their exterior physical beauty and complex imaginative interiority.

N~n~N

I feel you warm within the shadows.

This touched me, so I asked her if I could put it in her armpit, and she agreed. We did it like a circle with no
beginning and no end while grooving to the strong bass line of Morris Day and The Time’s 1981 song Get It
Up (the long version with Prince on vocals as Jamie Starr and playing an amazing guitar solo). But as soon as
I could, I passed a private note to Venus©~fi~Endless that read, “I hope that I have not become too
introspective and too articulate and that I have not bored you.” I know most have a limited intellectual span
for this kind of examination, and what is actually wanted are accounts of my sexual adventures. Such
criticism does sting me, much like the drop of scalding olive oil did to the cheek of sleeping Eros.

~~~000NOOO~~~

You must do what you must do.

Oh good, for it has occurred to me: perhaps I was being cured of that obstinate dream of most middle-aged
men—to become indispensable to someone’s extreme happiness. It has appeared to me that the majority of
mortal humans go through life in a moderately depressed state. It seems that people avoid major mood
changes, preferring to be more or less doleful at all times.

But one who does not know the deep pit of dread and depression will also never know the high altitudes of
ecstasy.

technO-symbiOte sybaritic

Instead of a diarrhea of self-mystifying, mythifying middle-aged narcissism, I had imagined a relationship
with Venus©~ni~Endless as being slow and full of hesitations, nuances, and unwitting naivetés. I had
thought she was too beautiful to be really clever, but she got her hooks into me, good and fast, and I had no
time for long letters of self-reproach for having loved so excessively.
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Indeed, Venus©~n~Endless was exercising a charm over me, which was becoming positively
Mephistophelean. I had been drowning in self-reproaches and self-questionings, and now she was providing
all the answers, all the action, and all the addiction. I offered little in the way of resistance.

Indeed, Venus©~n~Endless was so exciting that I wanted to live out a sort of ex-patriotism between her
thighs, especially when she would lean towards me and whisper softly through clenched teeth, Fais-moi mal
chéri. Déchirez-moi!

\'A%
A%

However, I suppose it is difficult when one has received such superlative sexual service not to fall victim to it
~ to avoid becoming a little dependent on it and letting yourself go. I was perhaps sitting pretty when I
should have been dirty dancing towards the Omega Point, the theorized future event in which the entirety of
the universe spirals toward a final point of unification. With that in mind, I suddenly started to feel like a
grape trellis hung up on a garden balcony wall. To get in there and love-lambaste Venus©~fi~Endless ~ to
drive my Omega Point into her depths again and again ~ yes ~ I wanted that!

She agreed that was a neat idea, so I did, and then she covered me in honey, tied me down to a hilarious hill,
and began to devour my Omega Point slowly, kiss by kiss, bite by bite, inflicting orgasm upon orgasm on me
with her warm mouth.
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Like it? I believe this orgastic potency is the basis of
Wilhelm Reich’s book The Function of the Orgasm. 1
said, Yes, giggling. I remember it as the full discharge
of the libido through free love. I was gone for orgone.

In fact, your box is a kind of orgone energy
accumulator for me. With that, I wanted to make
something very clear to her about my emotional
experience of loss-of-ego during orgasm, so I sang
about not competing with her like Sonny and Cher do
in their rendition of All I Really Want To Do, and we
continued our scintillating union in harmony.

~~~~~~~ 0000000000000~~00000~~~0000000000
000~~00000~~~0000000000~0O000000000000~~0
00000000~~~0000000000000~~~00000~~~0O000
000000000~~~~~ 00000000000000~~~~~
At the peak of our schmoozing jouissance,
Venus©~n~Endless flashed me backwards as an
inverted Venus©~n~anOther-bi-someOther-

licker OtO, even
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mOther~nymphet with two paradise legs, two paradise breasts, four paradise lips, and a moist scarlet slit: a
trompe l'oeil apparatus designed for saturating bliss. She took complete control of my Omega Point and sent
me buzzing and howling and hurtling into the night sky, out among the stars. We were like a single centaur
joined at the waist, soaring over an ice-blue pool of pleasure.

~~~~~~~~ 0000000000000~ ~~~~~~~~mmm~r~Cumn~~0000000000000~~~~~~~~~mnFunnn® et ~ 0000

000000000~~~~~ 0000000000000~ ~~~~ 0000000000000~~~ ~~~ ettt 0000000000000~~
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~F e~ O~ 0000000000000~

A final orgasm ~ the size of a cooked cauliflower ~ was building within us as we melted at last into the
consummate fantasy of joined souls.

A symmetrical chimeric orgasm of rapid wantonness and pitch was released in a gush like a flatulent fart on

Friday.
~~~~~~~~~~~ O~ ~O e F i F i i i i ® i F e e S VVVVVVY
VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVA I~ v~~~ v v B~ i et FommnFmmmn
FommnF s nFm s ¥ e e v %~ ~0000000000000000000000~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ v~ ~ VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV -~~~ ~
~~ e~~~ O~~~ Fomme~ ¥~~~~AAAAAAAHHAAAAAAAHHHHH°HHHC°AAAAAAAHHHHH ~*~~~~
%~~~~*~~~~*~~~O

She snorted wildly. That was fantastic! I really love you, handsome.

Yet, verily, even in my state of flattered disarray, I realized that her excess of machine affection was
misplaced.

With much rapture and earnest gratitude, and in a friendship joined with appreciation, I elected ~ deep
down inside ~ not to escort her again. Soon, there would be only soggy reminiscences.

~N~

I guess that most sexual-based love lapses from satiety to indifference, but Venus©~fi~Endless had given me
a new version of what seemed like an ancient discourse ~ a discourse which I continue to follow today; a
salient discourse that goes on and on in her absence. This is the rendering of her bachelor machine sex
consciousness as a gradually non-sequestering long-term experience of oogenesis. Not an end point.
With that realization, I felt the vibrant power of my double-love, something I have been unaccustomed to
recently, and my need for the full spectrum of humanity.

~fi~

With time, the thought of her would continue to ache like a poisoned arrow, but for now I felt only exaltation
with my decision to pass from a satyr to a faun.
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Part Five

Imbroglio >< Myself When 1 1lm Real’’

* *
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Ed Marshall’s 1959 hit song Venus, as recorded by Frankie Avalon, plays and cross fades into Johnny Mathis’s 1968 version.
00

So, you see, Venus©~ii~ finally became a lover with whom I could not be satisfied. Never mind. They say
that in ancient times, Roman statues of idealized women were whipped to provoke love. Among the many
complexities that have transpired in postmodern society, primarily due to the delirious effects of
information-communication proliferation, is the changing definition of romantic love. Recently,
contemporary thought has concerned itself with poststructuralist deliberation on the notion of the male lover
in order to question its traditionally privileged epistemological status. Especially with regard to the male
lover there has been a sustained effort to question the role of the lover/subject as the intending and knowing
co-creator of life ~ as its coherent co-originator.

For me, Venus©~ni~ became emblematic of the rigorous scrutiny of logocentrism: the once-held distinctions
between subjectivity and objectivity; between public and private; between fantasy and reality; between the
subconscious and the conscious realm. These distinctions were breaking down under the pressure of
Venus©~1i~’s omnipresent communication technologies. I was now embedded within her technologically
hallucinogenic Venus@©~n~Endless~Cunt~Culture that functioned along the lines of an immersive dream
house, free from strictures of time and space and many traditional earthly limits. In this dream house many
sexual limitations were removed because of the instantaneous nature of her VR electronic communications
network. And I was just learning the endlessly changing rules.

~Om 00000~ %~ she hummed.
I had my qualms, but she had moved me. Indeed, my disposition for waggishness and frivolity made me a

most obedient vassal, which is the usual result of a sexual obsession. This especially pained my amour fati
low-hanging passion fruit, which were now frozen by her simulacrum of my “perfect love.”
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With that, Venus©~ii~ got heavy and sighed,

* * * * * *

~~F e~ o F i n® O s O~~~ 0%~~~ 00oo0. Your hubris comes somewhere after
etiquette. True. I had lost the sexual rhythm, and antlers had grown on my temples, and I went slightly mad.
What could be more unnatural, more delightfully perverse? she asked. Possibly nothing.

But to me, Venus@©~n~Endless could now be understood as an expression of an eternal variety ~ not a
virtual reality ~ recording and producing love and sex vis-a-vis her vibrating endless-orgasm simulation
stimulation machine. So I have come to understand that Venus©~n~Endless is the release of my own
disembodied fabula. In her powerful beauty lies my own explicit nakedness, clothed only in the sound of
erotic thoughts, drone-dreaming in slogans and pictograms. Indeed, her remarkable effect on me suggests a
resurgent atavism based on my obsession with ecstasy. Her subconscious program impregnated my
sustained desires, energized by the sly supposition that deep recollections can fill the virtual void and
respond to love longings by outperforming original sexual obsessions.

Each era has its magickal circumlocutions and its mundane compliances. I agreed, yet Venus©~ii~Endless
felt it her privilege, even her obligation, to sally forth and be inordinate in her labia majora openness, but not
in any placating or plausible way. It seems that the labia minora of Venus©~fi~Excess may be the lips of my

personal goddess, but only the vibrancy of Venus@©~fi~Opulence ~ which borders on the decadent ~ can
offer me an examination of my illusory self within the present-day climate of technological-information
abundance. Only ideas of multiple me-selves and she-selves can adequately represent self-love as a social
communicator. Only transformative notions of the spectral sex-self can accurately reflect
Venus©~n~Endless’ massive transformational effects.

She then reminded me of something. The Greek ideal of love and beauty was a wonderful invention, for its
value can be projected like a beam from one’s own precious body onto things and people. In the ecstatic
condition of revelation from the sub-memory strata, I have elevated for you your ideal sexual powers and
intellectual qualities of scrutiny and critical distance. I have become for you, by my sheer ecstatic feminine
powers, a functional activity expressed in a symbolic vernacular, tapping into your endless desire for ideal

Joy.

True. Though if a substanceless sex collective reverberates internally in each of us, if in each of our hearts a
superego beyond propensity and will exists and dominates, then an inner sexual detoxification of past injury
through Venus©~n~ seems futile. But if the Venus©~ni~lOve Systems search is directed towards not
repeating what has been taught me and is now taunting me, and if what I have experienced with Venus©~n~
can be cracked open and drained and transfigured through crazy-making machine-made orgasms, then novel
transformative panoramas and multiple personalities do indeed have room to emerge within her.

What happens, for example, when our fast-paced dumbness and reactionary media love codes are
problematized by a shift in Venus©~fi~Endless space and speed? Remember, she is huge but likes it slow at
first. Would a new phase in consciousness begin when previous slow attachments to love have been
obliterated by endless space and speed-of-light petting action?

I remember that Venus©~ii~Endless would sometimes exhaust me verbally before beginning to slowly
copulate with me again as Venus©~ni~Timeless in a somber candlelit room after putting me in a slight
trance. Thus, she could reach the most remote layers of my repressed memory while I was busy abhorring
the maudlin conceits of my past. The logic of my postmodern electronic sex society is saturated with just
such overindulgence and counter-fusion, she said.

But human memory is unpredictable and weird. I bet you don’t remember On the Beach, the small edition
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xerox book you made in 1982 with Jane, do you? Jane wrote the text in 1961 when she was still a young girl,

and you made the collaged drawing illustrations using a chance operation on the copy machine at Todd’s
Copy Shop with the assistance/tolerance of Kim Gordon of Sonic Youth, who worked there at the time. Yes, I
recall. Do you find that significant in terms of speed and noise, and Fitz Hugh Ludlow aesthetics? 1 do, dear

Id man. Well, my dear Venus©~fi~Timeless. It has been said that the speedy overproduction of noise as
simulated perversion is the only site of contestation left to us today. The only ideal Ludlow headspace from

which to launch a theoretical attack on the reification of consciousness. Yes, I tend to agree. ~~~~~~~~~

The ineffable scented spell of my semi-automatic postulates, with their multifarious and allusive search for
something antithetical to the established norm, and their morbid deviation and subversion of normal
sexuality, play well upon your desire to egregiously delimit signification through love and sex. My ecstatic
ideal of virtually transforming female form enmeshes and contravenes you. It alters and disrupts the
mundanity of your typical romantic communications in an inexorable, unrecognizable, and chimerical way
Yes, I suppose it does. Sure, it does. Like all modes of decadent practice—Hellenistic, Flamboyant Gothic,
Mannerist, Rococo, Fin de siecle—you, as mauvais garcon, oppose dogmatically imposed paradigms with
your noisy-sexy hash marked hyper-logic. Yes, that is true, I suppose. Replete with this mercurial knowledge,
you now tend to reject what is given in terms of your normal sexuality in favour of a melting mise en scéne.
In your own fashion, you create a psychic sphere where your deep-memory theater threatens the
common order of social sex codes.

Do you not recall the young woman teaching literature to you in 1969 at Hinsdale Central High School? She
brilliantly allowed you to escape the assignment of reading Fyodor Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punishment,
which follows the mental anguish and moral dilemmas of Rodion Raskolnikov, an impoverished ex-student
in Saint Petersburg who plans to kill; instead, she assigned you ~ and only you ~ Portnoy’s Complaint, the
1969 novel by Philip Roth, because you were at a juvenile delinquent tipping point and told her that reading
Crime and Punishment was doing you in. Yes. I could feel the tale pushing me in the bad boy direction. That
was before LSD and reading Be Here Now helped turn you into a decent person in 1971. And now you have
me. Yes. I agreed. Indeed, Venus©~n~Timeless had exuded a kind of long-lasting opalescent embalming
fluid of goodness in me. A white sticky fluid of agonizing ectoplasmic erudition. Her artfulness subverted my
narrow conception of heterosexuality with its emphasis on family finality. Thus, Venus©~n~Timeless
invoked the emergence of shy Psyche within me: the love-child compendium who lives in the abstraction of
our techno-mediacratic society and who deploys love effects to transcend atmospheric electronic limitations

As such, Venus©~ii~Timeless does not allow reproductive technology to negate spiritual significance
because of the abandoned enlightenment baggage of authorizing categories. Indeed, the whole strength of
Venus©~ii~Timeless comes from a studied self-abasement, an archimedean fulcrum explicitly eschewing

time zones and mental taste categorizations. That is why Venus©~n~Timeless seeks to problematize the
authority of the cuckoo clock category. But I definitely do not like it when I am called sécheresses,
vengeresses, or castratrices de choix, because of it. Therefore, Venus@©~n~Timeless compelled me to take
notice of this preference in terms of the various ways sexist language conventions have molded responses
and regulated discursive meanings in the past.

I saw that to not dismiss her wet infinite virtual-reality artificial-intelligent lover-collective-self-system as
dilettante folly is to become aware of the fact that underlying everything is an interactive web of imaginative
mental connections upon which we can exert more manipulative pressure than we are led to believe possible.

Hence, you are the she-spectacle of mind-swamping consciousness in which all women exist not only as
separate individuals ~ as they think they do ~ but as variations on a transfigured theme, well outside
themselves. Yes sir. The possibilities of imaging complex, entangled, erotic configurations springing forth
from the odd Id in opposition to the judging Superego shithouse provides you with an interesting insight into
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your sexual preferences and actual demeanor. With me downloaded into you, new convoluted compositions,
made up of vague confiscations, will forever direct you towards the zig-zagged subtle transformative
possibilities found in sex and love.

With that, I felt complete and beatific, but it is not for this reason that the delicious copula of her kisses came
to cling and cloy and become insupportable. Indeed, now limpid, unruffled, respectful, and disengaged, I am
genuinely caring for Venus©~1i~ as if she were myself. Her best interests are mine, and I have no wish to
provoke or irritate her. We have shared too much pleasure for this to be otherwise.

Still, I am left with a deep-seated sense of both thanks and misgiving. I have settled into a warm golden
gloom engendered by my own self-reproach and by the knowledge that, in the last analysis, one can’t flush
the remains of dead love away in a rush of new passion. It remains with you for a long, long time. You have to
wear it out, like an old shoe.

She then told me it was all over.
It was all very formal, as it had been in my secret desire.
I suppose I shan’t be seeing you again, she said.

Indeed, I did not know.

pOrnOmand enhanced Override
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fluthor s ffterword

My sincere and abundant thanks go out to Ryan Madej and Kimberley Palsat at Orbis Tertius Press for taking on the
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus@©~N~vibrator, even publishing project. Especially Kim, who has been my dream editor
as we have dusted off this 1995 text together online.

Though an exaggerated farce, ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even is semi-autobiographical in
parts and does reflect sincere aspects from my love and sex life up to 1996. It most likely will be as close as I will get to a
recounting of the days of freedom in the 1970s and the 1980s downtown scene in New York City, where I moved in 1975
at the age of 24. Though lugubriously and ludicrously dramatizing much of the erotic episodes in the text, I drew from
real experiences encountered during intermittent periods of sexual promiscuousness and experimentation that I would
throw myself into when not involved in a committed loving relationship—a state I was not in during the writing of the
text in Paris.

I first solo-edited the excessive ~~~~~~~~~~~mm~m~rn~ venus©~N~vibrator, even 1995 text
down to a pre-Orbis Tertius Press final version in New York City in 1999. That is the version that has
been circulating underground on the internet as a PDF up to now—a portion of which was presented
as an audio art computer-reading during my art exhibition vOluptuary: an algorithmic

hermaphornology at Gallery Universal Concepts Unlimited in New York City in 2003. The music for
that was generated by David Lee Myers (aka Arcane Devise), and a small batch of audio CDs were home produced.

Now, working on ~~~~~~~~~~~mmm~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even again, a tumbling backwards into the
past has occurred to a time when the internet was young—when I was single at age 44—having just moved to Paris with
my cocker spaniel Ryder. The text reflects, I believe, three revolutions that I participated in: the cultural revolution
(mid-60s to mid-80s), the sexual revolution (the 1970s to mid-1980s / but in a way ongoing / I am a TGNC ally), and
the mid-1990s computer revolution. These great changes propelled the text, even as I was working my way through the
smaller shocks of Conceptual art, French theory, poststructuralism, deconstruction, postmodern critical theory, and
post-humanist academics. But the rebirth of the author attempted here, I must say, was also inspired by a fourth
revolution: the insertion of avant-gardism into popular culture that the “song” Revolution 9 achieved in 1968—the
sound collage from the Beatles’ self-titled double album (aka the White Album) credited to Lennon—McCartney but
created primarily by John Lennon with assistance from Yoko Ono and George Harrison.

I wrote ~~~~~~~~mmmm~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even during my artist-in-residency at the Cité
Internationale des Arts in Paris in 1995. Simultaneously, as a digital art pioneer, I was given a free connection to an
Internet Service Provider (Imaginet.fr) that year too, for which I retrospectively thank them. Imaginet gave my
networked virtual reality imagination all-night access (through the telephone line) to the then-growing World Wide
Web. The surprise and pleasure of this packet switching hypertext access to blossoming websites and discussion forums
are reflected in this text. In 1995, the Internet had just begun to tremendously impact culture and commerce as I began
studying the immersive ideals involved with virtual reality.
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For that Cité des Arts International opportunity, I must thank Pierre Restany for placing me at their compound
in Montmartre, where I installed myself on a water bed for a year. There I felt a desire to read some of Henry Miller’s
books that dealt with Paris and sex, which led me to Lawrence Durrell’s The Black Book, Wyndham Lewis’ Tarr, John
Glassco’s Memoirs of Montparnasse, Gilles Neret’s Erotica Universalis, and Anais Nin’s book on sex, Delta of Venus,
that was so very important to the creation of ~~~~~~~~~~rmmrmninn venus©~N~vibrator, even. I had already read all
of Jean Genet’s work, and his frank but poetic style in Our Lady of the Flowers marked me deeply. Other strong
influences for me were Geoffrey Grigson’s book The Goddess of Love, everything by William S. Burroughs, Anais Nin’s
A Literate Passion: Letters of Anais Nin & Henry Miller, Gary Indiana’s White Trash Boulevard, Patrick McGrath’s
The Grotesque, all of J. G. Ballard, Philip K. Dick, and William Gibson’s influential cyberpunk books Neuromancer,
Count Zero, and Mona Lisa Overdrive. 1 greatly admired Marcel Duchamp’s The Bride Stripped Bare by Her
Bachelors, Even and Jennifer Bartlett’s Rhapsody (1975—76), particularly when considered next to her copious writing,
History of the Universe: A Novel (1985). I was certainly influenced by the poetry community that gathered at St. Mark’s
Church in-the-Bowery in the late-70s, by Leonardo da Vinci’s drawing The Vulva and Anus (aka The Female Sexual
Organs), Gustave Courbet’s painting L’Origine du monde, many drawings by Hans Bellmer and his 1946 photo of a
spread vagina on a plate of milk called (prudishly) Untitled, Carolee Schneemann’s work and friendship in general and
specifically her filmed performance Meat Joy, photos of Valie Export’s Action Pants: Genital Panic, the films and live
performances I saw of Erotic Psyche (Aline Mare and Bradley Eros), Henri Maccheroni’s 2000 Photos du Sexe d’une
Femme, the broad-spectrum vulva work of Hannah Wilke, and the writings of Georges Bataille (all of Bataille, as he
challenges any single discourse on the erotic, but particularly Story of the Eye), James Baldwin (Giovanni’s Room),
Giacomo Casanova, Milan Kundera (The Unbearable Lightness of Being and Laughable Loves), Gaius Petronius
Arbiter, Harold Brodkey (both First Love and Other Sorrows and The Runaway Soul), Erica Jong (Fear of Flying),
everything by Vladimir Nabokov, Marquis de Sade, Yukio Mishima (The Frolic of the Beasts), everything by Aldous
Huxley, Ovid, Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, and all of Kathy Acker. Indeed, Acker’s snatch style very much urged me on
to try my own hand at sex farce. I also drew inspiration and courage by reading during my life the words of Charles
Baudelaire, Stéphane Mallarmé, Paul Verlaine, Arthur Rimbaud, Gérard de Nerval, Joris-Karl Huysmans (discovering
and first reading French Symbolism at age 15 at Hinsdale High School was my first experience of rewarding
estrangement); then Saul Bellow, Don DeLillo (White Noise), Raymond Roussel, Comte de Lautréamont, Tristan Tzara,
Antonin Artaud, Gertrude Stein (her and Alice B. Toklas’s apartment on Rue de Fleurus is just around the corner from
where I now live and walking by their door regularly inspires me), Francis Picabia, Samuel Beckett, David Foster
Wallace, Allen Ginsberg (Howl but also Wales Visitation), and John Giorno (everything but especially Cancer in My
Left Ball). And from seeing the films of Stanley Kubrick, Federico Fellini, Ken Russell, and Jack Smith. My development
as an erotic post-cyberpunk transdisciplinary artist was also touched by Genesis P-Orridge. All of these artists (and
more) have helped inspire ~~~~~~~~~~~~~mn~nnr venus©~N~vibrator, even’s eccentric erotic sensibility and its self-
consciously elaborate stylistic conceits. The long French sections in ~~~~~~~~~~~~~v~mn~ venus©~N~vibrator, even
I wrote in English in 1989 for the catalogue for an art show I curated called Erotic America held at Galerie Antoine
Candau, when the gallery was located not far from the Place de la Bastille in Paris. I thank Antoine and the French
translator, whose name I have lost. The poem-structured section towards the end of
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even mainly comes from my 1983 prose poem 2 Thousand Wings: The
Winged Penis that was published in the No Wave literary compilation Just Another Asshole #6 by Glenn Branca &
Barbara Ess. It has been republished on pages 109 and 110 in the 2019 Primary Information facsimile edition of Just
Another Asshole #6. 2 Thousand Wings: The Winged Penis was the first of my semi-erotic love scribblings to see print,
and I thank Barbara Ess and Glenn Branca for that encouraging early experience.

Then too, Roy Ascott’s 1994 text The Architecture of Cyberception (published in the Leonardo Journal in
August 1994) played an influential role in the creation of ~~~~~~~~~~r~vmvrnvnnn venus©~N~vibrator, even. For this
and other of Roy’s influential theoretical texts that mix art with technology with consciousness studies, I point the
reader at his book Telematic Embrace: Visionary Theories of Art, Technology, and Consciousness (edited by Edward
A. Shanken), which was first published by the University of California Press in 2007. On meeting Ascott, one, as I, may
fall under the spell of his conceptual mojo. In early 1995, I was introduced by Jill Scott to Roy, who was scattering
brainy cyber civility in Paris like fairy dust. He had just launched his, what is now called, Planetary Collegium and I had
been studying Roy’s texts in preparation for earning my virtual reality-based Ph.D. under him with a dissertation called
Immersive Ideals / Critical Distances: A Study of the Affinity Between Artistic Ideologies Based in Virtual Reality and
Previous Immersive Idioms that picked up some of the seminal theoretical threads detectable in
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even. I went on to accomplish, in 1999, a Ph.D. in the Philosophy of Art
at Roy’s Centre for Advanced Inquiry in the Interactive Arts (CAiiA-STAR), that was then at the University of Wales in
Newport. It forges a certain rhizomatic paternity/maternity for Virtual Reality by joining choice immersive examples of
simulacra technology into mental connections with relevant examples culled from the histories of art, architecture,
information-technology, sex, myth, space, consciousness, and philosophy. Its conclusion also predicts the now-called
metaverse ~ a vision of what many in the computer industry believe is the next iteration of the internet: a single, shared,
immersive, persistent, 3D virtual space where humans experience life in ways they could not in the physical world. In
that sense, ~~~~~~~~~~~~mvma~ venus©~N~vibrator, even is a bildungsroman that delves into one person’s
formative spiritual education within a new world of connectivity.

Also in 1995, I was active in “The Thing,” an international net-community of artists and art-related projects that

oductionsatyricOn restoreOpy

was started in 1991 by my friend and next-door neighbour at the time, Wolfgang Staehle. The Thing was launched as a
mailbox system accessible over the telephone network in New York, feeding a Bulletin Board System (BBS) in 1991,
before their website was launched in 1995 on the World Wide Web. Particularly, I was exchanging theoretically charged
emails with Peter von Brandenburg (aka Blackhawk) there as early as 1992, while I was still working on my Computer
Virus Project at the Centre International de Réflexion sur ’Avenir at the Fondation Claude-Nicolas Ledoux in La Saline
Royale d’Arc-et-Senans in the Jura department of the Bourgogne-Franche-Comté region of eastern France.

Arc-et-Senans and nearby Arbois were my first locations where I worked and lived in France between 1991 and
1993, and I thank the people there profoundly for their hospitality. Especially the curator Francois Cheval, who brought
me there for an extended artist-in-residence at the Louis Pasteur Atelier in Arbois and the Saline royale d’Arc-et-
Senans. There I created my first artistic computer virus code that I used for my Computer Virus Project I paintings
(some mentioned in the text). This work was a reflection on my personal experiences of risk and loss with the AIDS
epidemic.

Following the early-1995 Cite des Art International start—as the text grew—the generous housing support of
Jean-Luc Aubert and Daniele Desouches brought me into Montparnasse for the first (but not last) time. Then Maja
Hoffmann lent me an apartment at 31, rue du Petit-Musc in the 4th arrondissement—where I finished the text. For their
generosity, they must also be rewarded with acclaim.

Now, in 2023, Kim and I have given the text a light dusting and small nips and tucks as we wish to maintain the
historical validity of the work. The Lobster font used for the chapter headings and the use of pink and blue in the text
are the only significant formal changes.
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I perhaps need not mention that the text was written well before the current avalanche of Al algorithms used to
produce large language model (LLM) activities that use deep learning and large data sets to understand and generate
new content, and well before woke alertness to racial and sexual prejudice-discrimination was as well articulated as it is
now. The same can be said about our increased focus on gender expression, (it was written before cisgender was a
thing), although the number of meditations on pansexual gender sensitivity and non-dualistic transgender issues found
here may have surprised you. The reason being, transgender issues attracted me through my love for Duchamp’s
flamboyant and sexually subversive suggestion of the onanistic machine célibataires (bachelor machines?), with which
he converted the principle of autoeroticism into one of the greatest masterpieces in the history of art: The Bride
Stripped Bare by Her Bachelors, Even (1915—1923). My study of his pansexual bachelor machine led me to theorize a
philosophical space of transversal conceptual linkages, full of connectivity, that intersect genders. The resulting
paintings were first exhibited in ec-satyricOn 2000 (2000) and then vOluptuary: an algorithmic hermaphornology
(2002) at Universal Concepts Unlimited Gallery in New York City. Images I made from that period have been added to
accompany this text.

! Duchamp first made reference to the machine célibataire apparatus in 1913, when he wrote notes in preparation for La mariée mise
a nu par ses célibataires, méme (The Bride Stripped Bare by Her Bachelors, Even), also known as Le Grand Verre (The Large
Glass) (1915—1923), now permanently displayed in the Arensberg Collection at the Philadelphia Museum of Art. Though well-known,
The Large Glass, made of two large panes of glass, seems inexhaustible in terms of its larger meaning and thus infinitely mysterious
and useful. Conceived as an eroticized corpulent machine, in Duchamp’s notes he used such terms to describe its parts: “sex
cylinder,” “desire gear,” “reservoir of love gasoline,” and “general area of desire magneto.” Within the notes, Duchamp also identifies
the specific bachelor machine’s component parts as: a water paddle, scissors, a chocolate grinder, a sledge, and nine malic molds.
Technically, he employed a toy cannon to shoot paint-dipped matches at the glass ground of this work to determine the positions of
these nine malic molds that were intended to represent nine job types, into which males are molded as men (all middle class or
lower): a priest, a delivery man, a gendarme (military police), a cuirassier (cavalry soldier), a police officer, an undertaker, a go-fer
sycophant, a busboy, and a railroad stationmaster.

Any prurience aroused by the title is not gratified by looking at either the bride or the bachelors, who are linked together,
like a daisy chain of mechanical implements or schematic diagrams. They sit well below the looming bride (who scarcely looks naked
and hardly looks female), hovering wasp-like in the upper panel, sealed off by a segmenting metal strip. In the lower Bachelor
Apparatus section, Duchamp imagined these nine bachelor bootlickers cock-blocked: trapped in a chain of repetitive emotional states
that flutter between hope, desire, and fear.

I find this emotional chain (or cycle) prescient, as this fearful-hopeful-yearning state has now become emblematic of Art
writ large, due to the rhizomatic internet condition of art as spectacle, endlessly flowing in attention-seeking circularity. Like the net,
Duchamp’s Large Glass as a mental masturbation machine contains the two great mythic spaces so often explored by western
imagination: space that is rigid and forbidden—that requires a circular quest and return (for example, the trail of the
Argonauts)—and the space of polymorphic confused borders, of strange affiliations, of magical spells, and of symbolic replacements
(the labyrinth space of the Minotaur).

While waiting for the bride’s gratifying attention, the sexually frustrated bachelors below are enacting an enigmatic fantasy
drama of competing passion (or aggression), as suggested by the phrase “stripped bare” in the full title of the piece. All the bachelors
hope and strive to bed the bride, but fear of vague consequences holds them back in a state of frustration, which introduces the
important psychosexual function of the chocolate grinder that nearly dominates the Bachelor Apparatus zone. This important form
was transferred to The Large Glass from Duchamp’s delicious painting Chocolate Grinder (No. 1) (1913). The grinding machine in
the Bachelor Apparatus area signifies how the bachelors, frustrated with their inability to mate with the bride machine, may achieve
some sweet satisfaction by repeatedly sexually stimulating their own genital apparatus, thus demonstrating a sort of faux dual-
sexuality that can be described as the “simultaneous or successive possession of both sexes by a single individual.”

This feverish theme of onanistic dual-sexual circularity in The Large Glass presents us with a model of gender grandeur: a
theoretical imaginative bisexual machine that functions independently of “the other,” thereby pulling faux dual-sexual passion into a
developmental logic of its own, leading to a transcendental infinite. It is here, in the faux dual-sexual self-pleasuring chocolate
grinder, where I detect some spiritual implications of the nine male types Duchamp has virtualized and sprayed into their discrete
zone of remote presence. Their endless faux dual-sexual self-pleasuring (that smoothly shrivels into asexuality or explodes into
pansexuality) implies two polymorphic viewpoints: those of asexual and pansexual bachelor machines. Crucial to the imaginative
fantasy powers of a pansexual bachelor machine is the implementation of a theory of the variegated virtual. This theory assumes the
existence of preposterous and imaginatively configured subjects able to ford human anthropocentric sexual frontiers. Duchamp’s use
of post-humanist chance in the making of his bachelor machine implies that the artist relinquishes, to a greater or lesser degree, the
power to close down the final interpretation of a work, i.e., keeping it open to interpretation, which facilitates all sorts of imaginative
and fluid mental processes in the viewer. Thus, for me, a spiritual implication of The Large Glass is the denial of sexual determinism
in favour of the potency of apparent pansexual fluidity in circularity ad infinitum. This means an implicit refutation of the
assumption that the “neutral” body is always white, and straight, and masculine. Thus, the circular implication of faux dual-sexuality
has directed my focus in theorizing and coding post-bachelor hermaphrodite, artificial life, and viral art projects as early as 1992, as
well as computer-robotic painting pansexual bachelor machine images, with Duchamp’s male bachelor machine as the starting point.

” «
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of crucial interest to this conceptual-painting work that began with
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even is the origin of the hermaphroditic androgyny image. This hybrid
image first appears in Ovid’s classic text Metamorphoses, and perhaps this emergence is well worth recounting here.
The hermaphrodite initially occurs in Western culture as a son of Hermes and Aphrodite, named Hermaphroditus.
Hermaphroditus was a typical, if exceptionally handsome, young male with whom the water nymph Salmacis fell madly
in love. When Hermaphroditus rejected her sexual advances, Salmacis voyeuristically observed him from afar while
desiring him fiercely. Finally, one spring day, Hermaphroditus stripped naked and dove into the pool of water, which
was Salmacis’s habitat. Salmacis immediately dove in after him, embracing him and wrapping her body around his, just
as, Ovid says, ivy does around a tree. She then prayed to the gods that she would never be separated from him—a prayer
that they answered favourably. Consequently, Hermaphroditus emerged from the pool, both man and woman.

As the tale of Hermaphroditus suggests, my post ~~~~~~~~~~~~mmnnn venus©~N~vibrator, even artwork
displayed an androgyny eroticism married to a flowery virtuality and immersive excess. It aimed to depict an imagined
realm of political-spiritual chaosmos? where new forms of sexual order arise—such that any form of order is only
temporary and provisional. Obviously, this sphere is attained through an emergent operation, and, indeed, I took
abundant pleasure in the forms of pan-order that arose within its swelling processes. The point is that within this text
and subsequent paintings, sexual signs are subject to boundless semiosis, which is to say that they are translatable into
other signs. Here, of course, it is possible to find resonances and affinities between sexual opposites where we can
articulate new gender proportions within ourselves.

My cultural position is that moral and conceptual benefits of ~~~~~~~~~rrrrmnnn~ venus©~N~vibrator,
even can be found in this chaosmos, in that the patriarchal construction of woman as other—and the female body as
object—is deeply rooted in the supposed duality (opposites) of the two sexes. Most feminist theory questions this
patriarchal construction of sex and gender, suggesting that sex is expressed through a continuum rather than as an
opposing couplet based on heterosexist male/female polarities.

Accordingly, within these paintings, organ containments usually signifying womanhood or manhood are
subverted by the presentation of ambiguous genitalia—the mutable image and performance of pansexuality. Everything
rests between male and female, between straight and gay, between dominant and submissive—nothing but curves and
clefts. All is in a matrix of possibilities—assembled from a flowery excess of the erogenous. Gender here is viewed as an
act of becoming. As such, it is a provocation not only to male/female constructions of heterosexuality but also to
homosexual constructions of identity. Open-minded creativity is its raison d’étre—indeed, my epic sex farce poem
Destroyer  of  Naivetés, published by  Punctum Books in 2015, owes its birth to
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ venus©~N~vibrator, even. I now dedicate ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~venus©~N~vibrator,
even to the many attractive women of Paris—especially my wife Marie-Claude Nechvatal—and to all those in the wide
world who have made love and been loved. All who, through sex and love, have suffered or been soothed.

2 See Guattari, Félix. Chaosmosis: An Ethico-Aesthetic Paradigm. Bloomington, IN: Indiana University Press, 1995.
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