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	The palace is full of ridiculous things. There’s a parrot with donkey legs. And beside it is a globe made of meat. She entered the palace along with the guards whose sole job is to guard her. One of them, Rubin, is extra careful in his job. He didn’t allow anyone on the way to have a look at her. Not even her. He covered her eyes in a thick blanket. And in that think blanket she walked along what she thought was a hallway. 
Now at the entrance of the palace, her folds were removed. She saw the ridiculous things before her what they are. She tried to remove something that’s been blocking her vision. She touched it. It’s smooth. And heavy. And then she saw it. Rubin has been standing before her with his back facing her. And the ridiculous things she had seen before are the tattoos on his butts.
“But I thought..” She couldn’t finish it.
“ Am the all rounder here. I guard the prize and before the ceremony, I test it,” he declared. 
The ceremony to which she came was supposed to be the final part of the tour she is on. He friends were also taken along with her. She looked around. There’s no sign of them.
“Where are my friends?”
“To each his own.”
He turned around. What she saw before her was not ridiculous. It’s ordinary. If there ever was trash filled with ordinary dicks, this must be from its bottom.
She couldn’t manage to hide the smirk.
“Not just yet,” he said and hold her right hand. He took it all the way from her waist to his dick and stopped just sort of making any contact. 
She wanted to touch it. 
“As I said, not just yet. Am just a test,” he said, “ you aren’t touching anyone other than The One.”
She wasn’t exactly concentrating on what he said. The only words that made sense to her were two. ‘Touch’ and the ‘One’.
“How am I..”
He pulled her and threw her on the bed.
“Can you understand anything that’s happening around here?”
“No,” she said.
“Let’s make that the status-quo.”
He bend down on his knees and with a force that can only be felt but not seen, circled her vagina with his lips.
“I thought..Ummm..”
She got lost in her thoughts till she found the image she wanted to touch. His cylindrical hummer. The perfectly sketched out devil she wanted to hold.
She grabbed his dick and she felt a stream of liquid flowing along her hand to the elbow. She watched in horror. The hard dick she wanted to lick is now changing shape into no shape. It’s melting. 
“What have you done?” He cried withdrawing himself from her.
Within seconds he started melting into a pool of sticky liquid. The liquid that’s been dancing on her hand now crept up to her chin and a part of it reached her nipples.
“I don’t know.” She said to the pool before her.
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t's ridiculous.
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