Simone came home to a
visitor whom she
thought had been killed
years ago. It was
Cousin James, the First.
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It was sheer shock to see him. His flesh burned
away, his bones peaking through the decayed
husk. Simone didn't scream. She couldn't.
Instead she scolded her cousin for his stupidity
and offered him no sympathy.

"I watched you die on TV. You burned alive
on Chistmas day! That failed escape trick from
the fireplace! You horrified millions of
children! You got what was coming to you!




"Don't be such a brat! I did
it for you, my sweet little
Simone. The least you could
do is show pitty on me!"

Pitty was something Simone wasn't about to
offer the dead bastard. She spent months in a
psych unit after his "stunt" reliving the day over
and over.

"Have you seen yourself in the mirror? You look
like someone's BBQ left-overs that were put out
in the sun for a month on a volcanic island!"

"How can you
leave me like
this?"

"Twelve years of drugs and shock treatments
can really change a person, James. We may
have been 'kissing cousins' but it was never that
good.

"Go back to your little
hell and wait. I'm
expecting another
visitor any minute now."




That smell. It wasn't that of James. It wasn't
that of the fiberglass X-Mas tree. It was a
beautiful smell. One of a lover. One who
had stolen Simone's heart.

e

"Jessi, please say it's you.
Please say you're alive."

The Summer of their
love awoken many
things in Simone.
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To touch another woman. To know her
flesh. To learn that love did not have to be
between man and woman. It could
between two souls, longing for it. Jessi
gave Simone purpose.

"It's me. I wanted to come
back and say how much I
miss you."
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