Pseudo-Exposition for a Novella:

The Self-Loathing Narcissist Attempts to Embrace:

Clarity’s Hallucinogenic Affect upon the Incorporeal Third Person
Empyreuma contemplated her discalced left foot; a patch of wan skin was un-covered by a newly exuded, salty moisture amidst the grey of impurity as a procession of crimson coagulum stretched from the widened gap between the first two digits to the center of the obtruding tendon of the fourth.  The foot lay flatly upon the ground; the leg was almost fully extended but bent enough to allow this posture whilst the right foot rested on its side beneath the inclined thigh, with quadriceps slowly and logarithmically increasing in slope until the un-defined intersection at the knee.
“Recently, such extraordinarily vivid reveries have had I.”  Her right hand, contorted to grope an un-seen sphere and perched below the chin with elbow planted in the outward facing thigh, vibrated as the mandible forcibly projected the words in a contrarily serene voice redolent of Wagnerian choirs and vomit.  A legion of grey-scale orchids marched from her central knuckle in tapering and inked order down this thin, almost tissue-less arm toward the prominently boney point of the elbow junction, set upon a translucent, white background un-defensively allowing the azure of the vessels beneath to penetrate.
“And how lucid have they been: more real than reality.”  Delicate strands of auburn hair loosely flowed over her shadowed right eye, as it stared downward and leftward marbled in suffused crimson, bowing over her sharp chin and through her seized fingers to a frayed termination upon her right breast fitted in cotton, stretched almost to its limit in the sharp black and grey brilliance of the Scott family tartan.  The same auburn fell in knots around her head; tucked behind each ear a lengthy mass of bonded tresses curved toward the valley at her chest’s crux whilst an un-remitting and un-structured array of irreversibly mingled fibers of mane flowed in natural entropy downward to un-shared foci upon the bare skin of her lower back.  Tattered threads of this cotton parted placidly over her skeletally spurred shoulder emerging over a corroded copper and effervescent hammer and sickle, Gaussian and barely delineated in its embossment against the pallor of her limp right arm, falling bent at the sharp protrusion that was her hip with palm laying open and upward aside her upper thigh.

“No longer know I what existence is.”  Elevating her cephalic and superciliary angles simultaneously, the gloom over Empyreuma’s eyes dissipated at a related differential rate until the exposed cornea was lighted in its entirety to form a veined and luminescent halo around the dusk of the murkily grey iris and pupil, reflecting a convexly distorted image of Adipocerous and a bright blur above her skull.  As the eyebrows rose, fading from a density of the overpowering black hairs above the deep intersections of ocular cavity and nasal bridge to a scarcity above the external seam of eyelids, Empyreuma’s phylactery of the darkest calf’s skin slid with gelatinously frictional opposition up the wrinkled brow to fall and rest once more upon the harsh upper slope of her nose.

“O, I do adore when you speak so ontologically.”  Adipocerous leaned forward, her image enlarging under the aurora in Empyreuma’s pupils, as her lips quivered around the soft breaths blown through the larynx, to release a melodious symphony of upper octave woodwind, finalizing the last syllable upon a puckering of the rosy labial flesh.  Kneeling inside Empyreuma’s extended leg and before the bent member, Adipocerous plunged her own upper limbs through the thick atmosphere toward the sides of the opposite trunk, grasping the scarce soft flesh between jutting lower ribs and sharp hip points in order to brace herself as the four lips neared.

Empyreuma focused upon the growing representation of her self within the approaching pits of obscurity until they approached a point where these abysses reflected only her own chasms, bounded by grey iris and glowing cornea, echoing the dim eye before her and the nova above it, when the fleshy tissue around Adipocerous’ mirrors began to emulsify.  The hydrophilic colloid of skin around the visual organs began slowly to coacervate per saltum; minute droplets of fleshy liquid tumbled down the still solid structures of the face and over the sharp lashes as they dulled into a fluid system vertically stream and streaking the cheeks.  The deliquescence spread across the malacoid visage, beguiling the Brownian movement of facial sol within the softening, flowing solution being released within and of the once concrete pores of Adipocerous’ image, developing into a euripus around the stable reflection of Empyreuma but never blurring or obstructing its view.

“The matter: what is it?”  Adipocerous’ inquiry atavistically mangled itself into a holophrastic mêlée of galimatias as her disgusted on-looker cringed at the sight of the solid in liquid colloidal mess of a gel that was her face: Empyreuma’s eyes violently squinted in malaise at their emulsion circumscribed likeness.  Feeling a bolus rise within her esophagus, nausea ensued at the clarity of the viscid vision: inflating her cheeks and darting her hands through droplets of falling flesh, Empyreuma covered her eyes, and mouth with one erratic, cupped sweep and shrieked in immutably clear angst, “Cursed galeropia; O, this lime-tree bower!”
