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I lay still on the carpet. I did not want to breath e. I didn’t deserve air.  



 
They were still intertwined, nude on the couch. I c ould smell the scent of her, and it 

was making my head fizzle. Why did I cling? Why did  she let me? 



 
It could never be the way it was. Instead, it was t his. If he would just leave , I 

could show her the man I really am. 



 
I’d put on all the charms. I’m way above jealousy. 

 



 
 

 
There were shadows moving on the ceiling from the t ree outside the window. A haunting spirit. 



 
 

 
 

Go away!  My shriveled heart ached and I squirmed in my emot ional vacuum.  
I began to imagine her long red hair dangling over me, tickling my face. 



 
 

 
I would open my eyes to be greeted by her infectiou s smile and firm, fair body. 



 
Her lips would part and invite me to taste.  



 
 

 
But no . There I lay on the floor. In capable of anything.  

 



 


