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WHEN WILL 1T END?

SX267 STANDS LIKE A LEAFLESS WEEPING WILLOW TREE. HIS LONG ARMS HANG AT HIS SIDES.
THE TRUNK OF HIS BODY RISES AND FALLS WITH EACH OF HIS MISERLY BREATHS.
BUMPY JOINTS PROTRUDE WHERE. HIS BONES AND MUSCLES CONNECT, CAUSING HIS APPENDAGES
TO APPEAR LIKE DISFIGURED BRANCHES. HE STAMDS ALONE,
Y THE DARK STILLNESS OF THE UNIVERSE.




HE CRAVES TO CRY, BUT CANT.

WHILE ENDURITIG HIS MOST MOURTFUL MEMORIES.

THE TEARS CLUSTER AND REST, FROZEN

[N THE LOWER CREASES OF HIS THRSTY EYELIDS.




HE WANTS TO FEEL, BUT WON'T.

WHAT'S A HUMAN BEING WHO CAN'T FEEL? HONEVER, MY FEELINGS
HAVE ALWAYS BETRAYED ME. FOR WHAT OTHER REASON WOULD |
HAVE ENDED UP INY THIS PLACE CALLED TRANSITORY?

DURITNG 1Y PREVIOUS LIVES THAT I CAN REMEMBER, 1 ALWAYS
ATTENMPTED TO ACT I ACCORDANCE WITH Y HIGHER SELF, BUT
INSTEAD FELL VICTIM TO WEAKNESSES AND SUCCUMBED TO THE
CHARACTERISTICS 1 BELIEVE REGRETTABLY MAKE ME M0ST HUMAN,




EACH JOURNEY APPEARED TO BE

UMQUE, BUT I RETROSPECT,

[ WAS ALWAYS THE SAME ME JUST
LIVING THROUGH DIFFERENT
CRCUMSTANCES.




[N ONE LIFE, HIS HEART POUNDED AND HIS FINGERS SHOOK AS HE CREPT DOWN A NARROW HALL.
SWEAT RIPPLED, SLID, AND DRIPPED INTO HIS BUSHY CHIN. THE INTENSE SOUNDS OF THEIR
LOVETAKING RATTLED HIS PERCEPTION AND CAUSED HIT TO GRIP THE WOODEN STARCASE RAILING
TO KEEP HIS BALANCE AGAINST WHAT SEEMED TO HIF TO BE VIBRATING WALLS, CEILINGS, AND
FLOORS. SHAKING AND AFRAID, HIS PALMS COULDN'T STEADY AT THE KNOB; THEREFORE, WILLIAM
KICKED N THE DOOR AND SMARLED INTO THER ASTOMSHED FACES.

LOVELY AND FAIR LIKE TWO PORCELAIN DOLLS, THE WOMEN'S NAKED BODIES WERE SENSUALLY
EMBRACED. THER STENCH REVOLTED AND STIMULATED Hir. A SUDDEN SWEET ACHE SPARKED HIS
GROIN. HURRIEOLY, HE OPENED THE NEARBY WINDOW AND WIPED SWEAT FROM HIS FOREHEAD WITH A
HAMDKERCHIEF HE FETCHED FROM HIS SUIT POCKET. HIS OPPONENT S SUPPERY BODY PROUDLY STOOD
UP. SHE BOLDLY TOOK A BITE FROM A PIECE OF FRUIT WHILE THEY EYED EACH OTHER LIKE LIONS
LOCKED Y A HYPNOTIC PREDATORY GLARE.
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MITHOUT FURTHER HESITATION, ', §
HE PUMELED HER WITH HIS FISTS g
AND SHOVED HER THROUGH THE 4\ %
GLASS WINDOW. HER PETITE
BONES SHATTERED EASILY. BLOOD
FROM HER SPLIT SKULL MERGED |
WITH THE STEADY FLOW OF
UMAN AND HORSE FECES THAT
RAD THROUGH THE GROOVES OF
THE (OBBLESTONE STREET

LOOKING DOWN, PAST THE
BILLOWING CURTAINS, HE STUDIED
THE SOFTNESS OF HER FACE,
WHICH WAS LIGHTLY POWDERED.

HE GLANCED BACK AT THE
SOBBING WOMAM HE LOVED,
MARRIED, AND BELIEVED TO HAVE
BEEN HIS BETTER HALF,

X261 GRIMACES AT THE
THOUGHT OF HIS OWN REPRISAL

MY HORSES PRODUCED A MUCH
GREATER RETURTY O 1Y
INVESTHENT THAN ITY WIFE
EVER HAD.
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B 1Y DEED FOR LOVE TRANSFERRED TO THE PLAYHOUSES. I THESE PLACES, | FOUND FAMILY,
SELF- WORTH, AND MILD CONTENTHMENT.

A HAZE OF FLICKERING CANDLES AND CIGAR SMOKE LIT THE BOUDOIR. SHE PASSED THE BLUSHED COLORED

WALLS, LOWERED HER SUITCASE ATID SLIPPED OUT OF HER SILK ROBE. HE SAT ON THE BURGUNDY VELVET

CHAISE. HIS WHITE SHIRT WAS UNBUTTONED, DISCLOSITG A BEARISH CHEST AND A PERSPIRING BELLY. IN

ONE OF HIS HANDS HE HELD A GLASS FULL OF WINE THAT HE OFFERED HER. VANESSA ACCEPTED, TOOK A

SIP AND ARCHED HER BACK TO POUR THE REST DOWN HER MAKED BODY. HIS SNEER BROADENED AND HIS
s==-LRU1S WIDENED TO A WELCOME.

HE'D BEETY VERY GENEROUS. BUT STILL- MO LOVE LOST...
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HIS TONGUE TRAVELED ALL
OVER HER IN A CONCERTED
EFFORT TO RETRIEVE
EVERY DRIBBLE OF THE
VINTAGE RED. SHE WAS 4
STRETCHED OUT UNDER . @
WM, CARESSING HERSELF. *
WITH HER OWN FINGERS
AND ENJOYING THE
SENSATION OF HER FLESH, |
WHEDY HE ENTERED HER, 3 &
SHE REVELED WITHIN THE
HUNGER OF HER OWN
SEXUAL SATISFACTION.

GRIPPING HER CHIN, HE
FORCED HER INTO DRECT §
EYE CONTACT. THER |
CONNECTION WAS
SHALLOW, ESPECIALLY
GIVEN THAT HIS
MOVEMENTS STOPPED.
ALL SHE COULD SUBIIT
10 WAS A DEADENED
STARE. WITH HER
PLEASURE INTERRUPTED, §
SHE STOOD UP, IRRITATED, i
AND BEGAN DRESSING.

DI T VY
SMOKE SOFTLY ESCAPED FROM HIS THICK LIPS AND DISSPATED INTO
THE AR AS HE WATCHED HER AND ASKED, “WHERE ARE YOU GOING?"

{4 SHE FACED HIY AFTER BUTTONNG A LONG CORT OF CRUSHED
| TAFFETA AT SLONLY WALKED TO THE ROUND W00 TABLE WHERE A
THE AN INHALED FROM~* SATCHEL OF MONEY WA RESTING. SHE SHMIRKED AS SHE HELD THE

A CGAR. FONEY AT HER BOSOI. THE AT LEAPED FORNARD AND TIGHTENED
| H PALIS AROUND HER THROAT. -
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OF AN EMPTY WINE GLASS. SHE CRACKED IT
AGAINST THE WAL AND PUSHED IT INTO HIS
FACE. HIS EYES RAN RIVERS OF RED. |

SHE FAINTED AT THE SIGHT AND FELL
DOWN ON THE PLUSH PERSIAN RUG HE'D
ONCE GIVEM HER FOR HER BIRTHDAY.
LATER, SHE WOKE TO ANSWER QUESTIONS
FROM THE POLICE. THE DEAD IAN'S BODY
WAS STILL THERE. HIS MOIST ROUND FACE
LEANED SIDEWAYS, WITH THE POOLS OF
BLOOD FROM HIS EYES STILL STREAKING
DORMN HIS CHEEKS.

.

= L

SHE DROPPED THE SATCHEL AND
i STRUGGLED TO FREE HERSELF
FROM HIS GRIP. UNABLE TO, HER [,
HANDS SWUNG WILDLY AROUMND
UNTIL THEY FOUND THE STEM

| i

IT WAS SELF-DEFENSE. EITHER WAY, | OWED
N0 ONE ANYTHING. AND AFTER ALL, LIFE IS
NEVER FAR. WHO WAS THERE WHEN | HAD A
LIFE TAKEN BY ALZHEIER"S?
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