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A

t the Velnodbil hotel, I learned how to live anew. My inner world had become dry, pale, and insipid. I experienced a loss of creativity and energy as well as an emotional block that was disheartening and harmful. Additionally, I felt as if the basic laws of respect between humans no longer applied to me. I needed to believe that incidental pleasure was a virtue, not a disadvantage. 

Besides, I needed a break from everything. My clientele has increased significantly over the past few months, and I, who typically know every client's full name by heart, like it was a part of my body, started to become extremely confused about how to pronounce them. I also gradually stopped feeling the urgent need to research their lives and to dig a little into their past before guiding them into a better future. Thus, in order to enrich the reservoirs of my spirit, a fresh breath of light was required. It was my responsibility to keep my ship afloat and to avoid sinking into the ocean. I also desired to take a cruise to a Victorian world that was packed with people in its own exclusive time zone, where the service is exquisite and of the highest caliber, and the surroundings are superb. 

The ideal location for this was the Velnodbil hotel. It was constructed in the middle of the 19th century in downtown London, close to Piccadilly, and finished on the remarkable Christmas of 1845, where it was said to have been both cool and warm, and where an assembly of hundreds of men, women, and children who marched slowly while holding red candles tied silk ribbons to their clothing and chanted songs of gratitude to God, Jesus, and Mary around St. Paul's Cathedral. 

The hotel was more than just a high-end boutique establishment. Like a fantastic fairy tale, it was a time warp to a masterfully painted universe, created by the ancient magicians of dreams. The entire exterior of the building was surrounded by baskets of roses, exquisitely adorned on the outside with special mosaic walls of a golden hue, dazzling emeralds, sculptures of sparring lions, angels playing trumpets, and beaded embellishments. A chamber orchestra of woodwinds, accompanied by a harpsichord, playing mainly Bach twenty-four hours a day, greeted every guest who entered the lobby through the main door, who became so absorbed in the stream of their consciousness that he disappeared into it and became himself a vocal object, inseparable from the music. In the lobby, the bourgeois businessman, who were typically seen strolling around the streets of the city in dreary mornings, interacted easily with the lavish and affluent night performers. These performers donned hand-crafted jewelry, black leather Leggings, silver earrings, and disguised their faces with heavy makeup. The opulent image of the hotel was warmly shattered by the smoke of Cuban cigars that had been dipped in a seductive Anglo flower liqueur. This smoke spread around the hotel without actually causing damage. Concrete swan necks, which appeared to have sprung from the ancient floor like fabric flowerpots, sprayed out frothy waterfalls of pink champagne with lemon-colored bubbles. The inner walls of the hotel were adorned with paintings of butterflies and living unicorns, and they were hung with curtains of a dark gold color. To put it succinctly, a substantial surge of unbridled ardor was continuously directing this atlas, which was referred to as a 'hotel', to put it mildly, and even if I, a rookie writer, continue to describe it in my diary, I will not be able to completely exploit all its physical and spiritual richness without omitting something significant. 

I decided to abandon everything in order to travel around this paradise, designed to cater to the needs of every wealthy guest who has refined taste and a passion for ancient charm. Particularly for the poets of the past, the soft-spoken souls who have closed their eyes to grieve in quiet, the pioneers of silence, and those with delicate and laid-back dispositions. 

As I made my way into the lobby with my red luggage, which was emblazoned with my name written in all lowercase letters, I pictured myself as a forbidden diamond that was instantly protected by a supporting environment. Two loving young guys, both of whom were wearing blue uniforms with wheat-colored buttons and fur hats, were full of energy and had faces as gentle as fig leaves; they bowed to me, gave me a kind greeting, grabbed my bag, and showed me the amazing elevator, which resembled a Claude Monet abstract painting. 

I couldn't help but notice the guys' looks as we ascended to the fifth-floor, where my usual suite was located. Being a frequent and well-known guest, they were obviously aware of my presence from the very beginning. Nonetheless, they were embarrassed to look at me in the face. I have no idea why, but there was something endearing and polite about the way they had expressed their embarrassment. A humanism that was appealing and grounded, which had been lost in the world outside. Despite this, I smiled at them and tried to impart a sense of tranquility to them to make them feel as content as possible. With a look of perplexed bewilderment on his face, one of the guys squinted at me for a brief minute before looking down again. 

After stepping out of the elevator, we found ourselves in a corridor that had a bluish color and featured enormous drawings of sunflowers on the walls. We strolled silently for a short while till we came to the threshold of a pink-stained wooden door, number 57, from which hung enormous chess rooks that surrounded and bowed before the king and queen in love. On the inside of the circular handle, there was a very little chip that contained a diamond that had become accustomed to the gentle touch of my finger. The door opened the second I reached out to touch it, and the entire radiance of the suite shone through. 

Dozens of jasmine flowers and chocolate cubes of my favorite type, covered in marzipan and bursting with walnuts, were strewn specifically for me on the red bed in the shape of a pounding heart that stood in the middle. On either side of the bed were two desks that had an antique appearance and were shaped like a cello. They looked tastefully at a few of the musical instruments that had blended in with the romantic room's décor and stood as a visible representation of inspiration and creativity. From speakers set up in the ceiling, a unique tune with extended Chinese-style variations swelled, casting a calming glow that would lull me into a mystical slumber. 

My first night off after such a long time of rigorous work, after taking care of many new clients, some of whom were even troublesome, with a tough past and a temperament that was both challenging and unstable—finally, after a long period of mental weariness, rest... 

I generously tipped the guys fifty pounds each, which is less than half of my usual rate for an hour with a regular client. They were ecstatic, grinned widely, expressed their sincere gratitude, and then, without turning away from me, they existed the room and shut the door with the highest deference and civility. It was like bidding farewell to a powerful queen who only knew how to show affection to her subjects when called upon. 

I closed my weary eyes and lay down on the heart-shaped bed, which fluttered beneath me like a honey potion. Like an old Nickelodeon cartoon film, the entire world in my mind was once more tinted pinkish red, completely upending reality. A lovely, fall wind swept in through the windows above me, which had elaborate bronze frames and were still partially open. This notion immediately sparked an erotic response in me. 

Before I could grip myself and mix my body into a delectable taste, each sexual vision instantly traveled like a river through my hand muscles and took roots in the pads of my fingers. A solitary alluring jasmine petal descended my dress, ultimately reaching a turquoise pathway from which the entire cascade of repressed ecstasy was finally released. 

On the very first evening, I was able to let go of everything, including everything that my body needed to let go of and everything that my soul needed to resolve. With a low voice, I came, and my mind was in harmony with the universe again, having found the ideal spot to return to. Another fantastic realm, populated by unique individuals of a different kind. 

'Velnodbil, I am here, my luxury hotel... Marseille Mars in all her majesty and strength, with all her spectacular beauty, her brilliance and her enormous, broad-hearted generosity...' I muttered to myself with seductive affection. I have come to this place with the intention of winning the heart of another soul. The one that I have never met before. 

Someone extraordinary, a mystical artist of the kind that only the philosophers of ancient Greece or the poetic geniuses of the thunder and storm movement could truly understand. Indeed, I was right. I wish I had known how much back then. Because that vacation was when destiny sent me a human enigma that I couldn’t have predicted or maybe solve. 
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T

hinking about it in retrospect, I come to the conclusion that this was no ordinary person. It was an incredible creature that had patiently waited for me for a long time. A white magician whodisguised himself with the deceiving shadows of publicity on occasion, but only for the purpose of signing every line of comfort he put into the mouth of the average person in a way that was completely anonymous. Young in spirit, like a child newly born to a life of freedom and creativity, but also mature and profound in appearance. An ancient lyrical eagle, a true gentleman who revived honorable practices lost in the midst of contemporary anarchy, who offered us a glimmer of hope for a brighter tomorrow. The question that you might ask is, "When did this extraordinary marvel first appear in your life?" Well, I had a peculiar dream on the very first night that I slept in my suite at the Velnodbil hotel, and that was the beginning of everything. As I covered myself with the floral throw blanket that melted into my body and exuded the fresh scent of pine, I found myself immersed in an area that is the depth of the unknown, a place where electrons prefer to travel in vivid colors. From the meandering tunnel conjured by my imagination, into which I gradually descended, rectangular forms were progressively introduced, which as if by enchantment, metamorphosed into a distinct cinematic image. It was me in this movie, but not
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