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The banquet of roses and the feast of kisses Originates as a sequel novelette from the book "Toxic Attraction". In Toxic Attraction; Tricia died from sipping the red wine poisoned with Arsenic, her husband Mahogany followed her through starvation after he suffered permanent blindness from dye. 

Here they both met in their celestial bodies and they take us to the journey of life in a realm of love centered by strong different emotional arousal...
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The Banquet of Roses and the Feast of Kisses serves as a reminder of the power of love, the consequences of deceit, and the resilience of the human spirit. The characters' journeys intertwine, teaching them the value of authenticity, forgiveness, and the enduring strength found within one's own heart.
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Note, the content of this book is the author's fictitious imagination, it has nothing to do with any spiritual and or religious perceptions.
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The glorious night sky was dotted with starlight and moon glow revealing fascinating worlds of their own when Mahogany's soul departed from his earthly body while lying destitute on Tricia's tomb. 

Suddenly, he became an inhabitant of the unseen world in a disembodied soul. Then there was an abrupt or startling change induced by a supernatural force on his body, his face and clothes’ becoming dazzlingly bright. 

While confused and roaming around the world of immortality, he saw different forms of beings and faint shadowy traces moving around. 

Eventually, the place became chaotic with people running in different directions which resulted to a sudden stampede. 

However, what baffled Mahogany the most was that those who were trampled on didn't suffer any harm, but rather they were sponge like, they exfoliated and rose back to their feet. 

In the meantime, the sky was clothed with dark clouds moving in a high speed as the wind was carrying the parcel of cloudy air along. 

Mahogany lifted his eyes up to the sky asking himself 'what is this place?'. 

All of a sudden, he perceived an enticing appeal of a siren alluring, but in the meantime potentially dangerous. 

Mahogany succumbed to the siren call and walked following the sound until he found himself in a place that looked like a wilderness with no human interaction and interference. 

In the middle of nowhere, the siren stopped and he didn't know where to go as the place didn't have any walking and travelling Boulevard.

The trees there were just shiny brightened by the rays of light that suddenly emerged out of nowhere. While still wondering in the wilderness, he perceived a voice of a lady in a high pitched Opera note singing "Oh, come, all ye faithful,

Joyful and triumphant!

Oh, come ye, oh come ye to Bethlehem.

Come and behold him,

Born the King of angels;

[Chorus]

Oh, come, let us adore him;

Oh, come, let us adore him;

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Christ, the Lord." 

Mahogany then followed the lead of the song. 

However, each time he loomed closer, the voice would sound distance away from him until he came across a sanctuary of different blossoms, at the entrance of the sanctuary was a big board written "restricted area of land, right of admission is reserved and no entry until you survive the test of legitimacy". 

Again, Mahogany perceived another beautiful melody coming from the sanctuary of roses, the lady was still sounding in a high pitched note singing "Just as I am, without one plea,

But that Thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bid’st me come to Thee,

O Lamb of God, I come! I come!

Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot;

To Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come!"

Mahogany observed around to validate if no one was watching him so that he could cross the threshold inside. 

While on that thought, suddenly a white dove was hovering above his head, the dove provoked him to anger. He started pursuing it for about half an hour drooling him around until he became exhausted. 

Mahogany viewed around in search of stones but instead, next to him was something that looked like a birdie gun. 

He wanted to take it a shoot the dove but on a second thought he decided to play around with the dove. 

Immediately when that thought crossed his mind, the dove flew away from him and suddenly the gate at the sanctuary of roses opened and he freely went inside. 

Mahogany walked until he found himself in the middle of the crossroads, and as he was about to curve left, he was distracted by a stunning and eye-catching flowers that grows vertically with their heart-shaped petals. 

Bright and vivid in color, cyclamens can catch you off guard if you are unaware that the flowers themselves are toxic and poisonous, and that the plant itself is often associated with death. 

The cyclamen plant grew next to the right curve of the road and Mahogany went to take few petals of it and continued towards that direction. 

There the cyclamen flower was  symbolic of the cycle of life, and how everything must come to an end at some point or another, even the things in life that are considered good. Cyclamens, as a sign of endings or the death of an experience, should not be given as a gift. 

As Mahogany was walking, from a distance he saw something like a shelter, and in it was a lady in a scarlet dress decorated with violet and white chrysanthemum flower as a symbol of deeper and darker meaning. 

The lady was kneeling down humming a song with the same high pitched note holding a white candle as if she was praying. At Mahogany's approach, she stood up, Mahogany noticed that she was very thin and scrawny. 

She twisted her back towards him when she perceived his footsteps. Her face was glittering with brilliant points of light like stars, and her scarlet dress was flashing with constant rapid changes in brightness. Immediately when they locked eyes, Mahogany shouted out of disbelief "Oh! my God Tricia is that you?". 

Meanwhile, Tricia pulled an affectionate smile followed by drops of tears.  

Eventually, Tricia ran up to him and leap into his arms with a long, tight hug. As she was giving this hug, she wrapped her legs around Mahogany's waist and buried her head in Mahogany's neck to get closer and show how much she missed him. This was an exciting, affectionate hug that signifies a lot of trust and love between them. Meanwhile, as he was receiving the hug, Mahogany spanned Tricia around for an extra romantic, sweet gesture. 

The Catcher Hug was a happy, romantic hug after a long time they spent apart. 

After some minutes of hugging, Tricia pulled out from the hug and turned her back against Mahogany folding her arms. After some minutes of silence, she asked "Mahogany, what are you doing here actually, I didn't expect you to be here, and by the way who did you leave my daughter with Mahogany?" 

Mahogany responded, "The pains of loving you has dealt with me mercilessly, 

And living my life in the memories of you has tortured me relentlessly. 

Tricia Licia meteorite of my night sky, 

My love for you is embodied in your existence. 

I must say that envy is the path through which I came into this territory, and your mother deliberately initiated my journey to this destination." 

Mahogany moved toward her slowly from behind and wrapping his arms around her, pulling her close and showing that he love and cares for her. While hugging from behind, Mahogany rested his head against Tricia's neck to nuzzle and cuddle her for a minute. 

He then turned her around to deepen the hug, however, he noticed that Tricia's face was already wet in tears. He then stretched his both hands reaching for her face to wipe them off but only to recognize that Tricia's tears just turned to blood in Mahogany's hands. 

Out of panic, Mahogany asked "Tricia what’s going on?" He was gazing at the hands colored red with blood while Tricia was staring right at his eyeballs. She then responded by saying, "Tears communicates in different languages Mahogany, but the question is, 'who can interpret the message behind this watery substance accompanied by sobs and inarticulate sounds?' 

For from the depth of extreme joy comes the tears of jubilation, 

From the core of excessive laughter comes the tears of dimorphous expression, and from the heart of pain comes the tears of anguish and sorrow. They all emerge from the same duct triggered by different emotions to convey a different encoded message of which many of us finds it difficult to decode, 

The most ultimate reason for the question 'why are you crying?' The red color of my tears Mahogany, comes from the persistent sorrow and unceasing anguish in my heart. By the way, welcome to the sanctuary of roses and congratulations on surviving the test of the white dove." 

Mahogany staggered he said "you know about that white dove? were you also tested too?" Tricia with a smile responded, "Not everyone is welcomed to the lotus land of love, for love in its existence harbors no feeling of uncertainties, 

Nor does it have any expiry date.

Though love may be toxic in the existence of jealousy, lies and insecurities,

But it is more delightful in the comfort of hope, resilience and pardon". 

They were walking slowly heading to the altar where Tricia was praying. Mahogany was following behind looking all around and suddenly he made a comment saying, "this place is so colorful". Tricia responded, "indeed, more reasons it is called the 'sanctuary of roses'. 

All roses symbolize God's love at work in the world Mahogany, but different colors of roses also symbolize different spiritual concepts. 

White roses mean purity and holiness. Red roses mean passion and sacrifice. 

Yellow roses mean wisdom and joy. Pink roses mean gratitude and peace. Purple or lavender roses mean wonder, awe, and change for the better Since ancient times, roses have symbolized God at work in whatever situation they appear. 

The intricate and elegant rose offers a glimpse of a masterful creator's active presence in creation. As this fragrant flower blooms, its buds gradually open to reveal blossoms with lovely layers—an illustration of how spiritual wisdom unfolds in people's lives". 

Taking a single petal and snuffling it, Tricia continued to say, "The strong, sweet scent of a rose brings to mind the powerful sweetness of love, which is the essence of God". 

Meanwhile, the sky was beginning to be darkened as it was suddenly laced with dark clouds, and eventually there was a roar of thunder and a strike of lightning.

Mahogany astonished at the sudden change of weather he asked "Tricia what is happening, why there's always a constant change of whether here?". Tricia responded, "This is not planet earth where seasons change every quarter of the year. We are in a celestial world where our souls have long separated from our bodies, meaning Mahogany you're no longer a human being but spirit being. 

Therefore, every time of a day is a different season. Now, when the sky suddenly goes dark accompanied by a roar of thunder and a strike of lightning, know that someone wicked has died and his or her wicked soul has landed in this celestial world. Tomorrow I'll take you somewhere, there's something I want you to see". 

Mahogany didn't utter a word, he just nodded his head for a yes. They finally got to the chambers of sowbread flowers, also known as the cyclamen flowers. These uniquely-shaped pink, violet, and white flowers grew vertically surrounding the alter and displaying its petals in an angel-wing-like fashion. 

At the right corner in a location where there was filtered light, next to a bright window facing the north, was the red, heart-shaped flower of Anthuriums, also known as Painted Tongue, Flamingo Flower (Flamingo Lily) or Tail Flower. Tricia used to water them regularly, while at the same time allowing their roots to receive air.

When they got inside, as usual; she took a spray bottle to mist the Anthurium in a container with a drainage hole to never allow the plant to stand in water. 

The more water she supplied to the blooms, the healthier it became. However, Mahogany noticed that in places with too little light, the same Anthuriums didn't bloom properly, and those she placed in harsh sunlight, they became bleached or dry. He then asked, " Tricia, why are you doing this? it seems like you're only caring for the Anthuriums next to the window and despising the other". 

Tricia took a glimpse of him, in the meantime playing with the leaves of the plants, after a while she asked Mahogany, "what color and shapes are the flowers of these Anthuriums?" 

Mahogany responded, "they are obviously red and heart-shaped, why do you ask?" Tricia said, "then you should consider this an experiment, the healthier Anthuriums next to the bright window facing the north represent a healthy heart free of stresses and pains, away from worry and close to happiness natured by the warm hands of tenderness.

Every season is it's spring blooming, it blossoms at the touches of sincerity,

When it constantly consumes the waters of gracious kindness.

It glitters in a large variety of striking shades of reds in every wake of the morning,

Glistering with intense feeling of deep affection, when delight is the alarm clock that keeps on ringing. 

The heart is an important asset of the body Mahogany; it dictates our disposition. 

It is too fragile to whither at the direct exposure of deep hurt's,

It is more sensitive at the presence of absolute perils.

And hardly thrive at the inadequacy of devotion. This conclusion can be clearly defined by the Anthuriums that fails to bloom properly in the places with too little light, and the ones that bleached at the harshness of the sunlight". 

Tricia then took the red heart-shaped flowers of the Anthuriums, she teared them into pieces and cooked them. 

While cooking, Mahogany stressed out that he wasn't hungry. However, Tricia told him that, "No one gets hungry here Mahogany". 

Few minutes later she dished for them to eat, and while they were busy eating, Tricia said, " I usually break and cook these heart-shaped flowers and consume them because this is what I eat every day; 'heart-brokenness, now........" just before she could explain further, Mahogany started rolling feeling pains and cramps in his abdomen. He asked, "Tricia what's happening to me, did you just poisoned me?" Tricia laughing, she responded, "you have not to be scared of anything Mahogany, you can't die because you already died long time ago, I'm feeling the same pain and I've been feeling the same pain. This is what you experience after eating the stew of heart-brokenness; a relentless pain. 

You men cannot bear the pain that comes with a woman, but we women can bear and endure the pains that comes with a man, why is it so Mahogany?" Mahogany was already silence on the ground, Tricia gazed at him with a smile and she too took the period of inactivity, there goes her eyes shutting inspired by a periodic state of rest during which consciousness of everything was suspended.
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At dawn, Mahogany woke up from the ground looking around for Tricia but he couldn't find her, until a minute later he perceived a cough coming from the sowbread flowers. 
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