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They say a picture is worth a thousand words,

But what about when it is worth a life.

One man’s life.

A life that should have flowered and bloomed,

Then faded into the Light as all such lives do.

What if that picture was not just a thousand words?

But a thousand lives.

Even a million!

What if that picture were alive?

More alive than a human!

What if that picture were the soul of a man?

What if the man was not the picture?

But the picture was the man!

What kind of madness would that be?

What kind of horror?

—Doctor John Watson
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Marie laughed and laughed and laughed. Her brown hair tossed about her like a cloud of happy butterflies as she shook with happiness. The man standing before her was everything she had ever hoped for...and more.

He had soft brown eyes. Deep mahogany brown hair and a handsome face that was so smooth and devoid of wrinkles he appeared almost like an angel. But to Marie, Dorian was an angel. Her angel.

Sent to retrieve her from the unhappiness she had found herself shriveling into. The blank existence destined to become that of a woman with five children, poor health, and little hope of living long enough to see them all grow old.

While medicine was getting better at extending life. Still, many women had shorter lives because of giving birth. So many never making it past the birthing, others frail and unhappy for years afterwards.

She wanted nothing of that life. Her father loved her and wanted the best for her...but it was what he felt was best not her.

“Oh, Dorian, you have made me the happiest woman I could ever be.”

Dorian smiled at her words, as if absorbing them in gratitude, but that was not truly the case. He didn’t hear a single word that mattered to him. That dented his soul in any appreciable way. Women were nothing more than transitory, wisps of pleasure soon to be gone. Soon, just history in his long life.

He sighed inwardly, because each time he found another, he was disappointed. He should not have been. Not all the time that had passed. All these years. All...he shrugged inwardly. Women were just empty vessels with pretty adornments about them. While he found pleasure in them, some pause in his long life. He found no salvation, no redemption, no desire to seek an oasis in them. A lasting place.

The only thing he knew from everything she spoke of was that she was making his decision easier. He had hoped this one might be different. And in the beginning, she had been.

He sighed inwardly again. But weren’t they all?

“I’m glad,” he finally told her.

And as usual, her face lit up further, believing he had meant about their relationship. But he had not. He was merely mirroring her needs to feel appreciated outwardly, though inwardly, he felt as empty as she now appeared to him.

And would soon be entirely!

A thought crystallized finally.

One he had hoped desperately would not come. But as always, it did. 

A thought that was cogent and clear.

She was a bell without a clapper.

A note without a song.

A lyric without meaning.

As empty as he now felt.

He felt need rising within him. Hunger.

She turned an anxious face to study Dorian. “You seem distressed.”

“Not at all,” he lied.

“But your eyes, they’re so...”

“Empty?”

“As if you wanted to be anywhere but here. I thought we had something in common. That your 

pursuits were mine as well.”

He shrugged. “Things change.”

He stepped closer to her, a wan smile on his lips. “Perhaps I just see you in a different light now that we have spent more time together.”

She sidestepped his embrace and took several steps to get behind him. He turned and for the first time she noticed a large portrait hanging on the wall behind him.

It had a familiar face on it. But it was older. Much, much older. It took but a moment for her to connect the image above Dorian’s head to the man standing in front of her.

“It’s you, but older.”

Dorian smiled. “Not I. That would be impossible, would it not?”

“Your grandfather or perhaps great grandfather?” She insisted

He turned and looked. “Oh, he is much more than that.”

He turned back and smiled at her. This time it seemed genuine. She felt a flood of warmth upon his look. She stepped closer.

He stepped closer.

She shut her eyes, expecting the press of his lips upon her own. She was being a touch forward, but he 

was a scholar, of good standing in the community. She felt safe in his presence, even though for a moment, she felt uncertain of that, as if somehow, he had transformed, his warm smile become the leer of death gazing at her. But her observation was obviously wrong.

The warmth from his nearness was making her whole-body tingle with pleasure. She relaxed, absorbing the warmth she felt. Then his hands pressed against the sides of her neck. But they did not stop there, they slowly drifted downwards, descending like gentle swans drifting from chill waters to a lakeshore to sun themselves.

She almost swooned from the pleasure of his touch. “Oh, Dorian, I’ve never felt such a touch before.”

“I’m quite good with my hands,” he remarked humbly. “Keep your eyes closed a bit longer. I wish to demonstrate how much more my hands can pleasure you.”

Now Maria felt a huge shiver travel up and down her spine like a spike of fire, then spread throughout her body. She felt a flood of warmth in areas she had not felt before and some she now wanted more.

She leaned towards him, but his body was not there. She started to open her eyes. “Not yet,” he urged. She shut her eyes, allowing the continuing waves of warmth to heat her body, sending spasms of urgency and pleasure throughout her. Not even wondering how 

he knew her eyes were opening.

Dorian’s hands now slid beneath her blouse, then along her collarbones. They kneaded the muscles there a moment, eliciting further sighs of deep pleasure from her lips, until she felt she was going to explode into flames.

“You’re killing me!” She cooed.

He sighed. “Oh, I’m doing much more than that.”

Then his hands slid down the front of her blouse and his fingers spread out to catch her bosom in a another burst of pleasurable warmth.

This time she screamed. “Oh God! Dorian, I must have more of you. Much, much more!”

She grabbed for his body again, but he was not there. 

“Don’t open your eyes!” Dorian commanded.

She laughed, but her body ached with so much pleasure now, so much burning desire, she could no longer contain herself.

Marie spun about. “I’ll have you this time.” She lunged. Caught hold of him, but something felt wrong about what she held. He shouldn’t feel like this. He should feel...

She opened her eyes.

The pleasure remained, building further, but now she saw what he had not meant her to.

“No!” She cried out.

But it was too late.

Much.

Much.

Much too late.
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“I assure you, Doctor Watson, that Marie is not the sort to do drugs. Nor to deprive her body of fluids,” the older man, her father said. 

He turned about to glance at his daughter, who lay supine upon her four-poster bed, then shuddered. He quickly turned his attention to Watson, who put away a sample of the young woman’s blood in a vial, as well as her hair and some scraping of her skin.

“I can do nothing for her, I’m sorry.”

Sir Richard Chamberlain paled. “But surely, this is illness. No one looks so pale and so...”

“Drained and old?”

“Yes, yes, that. That.”

Watson sighed. Unhappily, he spoke his opinion. “Sir Chamberlain, your daughter is not ill. Her heartbeat is strong. It is something else troubling her body. Her spirit.”

“I do not believe in spirits. But a vampire.”

“There are no marks upon her body to indicate such a supernatural event.”

“But for a young woman in her youth to suddenly turn wrinkled, and gray haired...it makes no sense to 

me.”

Watson eyed the old man a moment. “Nor I. I will do some research on the samples I took from her to see if there is anything further, I might do for her, but for now, make sure she rests as much as she can. Good night, Sir Chamberlain. I shall return in the morning to see how she is progressing. I’ve administered an antibiotic in case it might help. But I offer no promises.”

Sir Chamberlain nodded. “I could expect no more, nor no less, Doctor.”

He shook Watson’s hand and showed him from Marie’s room to the stairs, and then to the entryway.

Watson turned around as the door was opened for him. “A question, sir.”

“Yes?”

“Do you know where she was last night?”

“Of course, I do. She is a young woman of high moral fiber and character. I always now where she is going. She was at Dorian Gray’s.”

“The artist fellow?”

“That one. He’s the rage of London these days, what with his bizarre artwork of old women and men.”

“Yes, they are rather...rather...” Watson didn’t finish. He shuddered instead. He touched his hat and 

exited.

Sir Chamberlain locked the door and went back upstairs to sit beside his daughter’s bed. He took her hand between his and pressed it gently. “Get better.”

His eyes moistened and he wept quietly a long time.
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Dorian Gray’s Home
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Dorian set his palette of oils down on the workbench beside a new painting. He glanced at it and smiled. “I have outdone myself!”

Dorian smiled at the new portrait he had painted. It was of a handsome young man. His face glowed with youth. Eyes sparkled. Lips pursed in a curious, almost sensual way. The young man stood next to a beautiful young woman who looked like Marie.

“Ah,” Dorian sighed happily

Carefully, he slid the canvas into a large wooden, black oak frame, highly polished with gold leaves at all four corners. Then he closed the back of the canvas with a flat piece of thin wood and nailed the back tight.

He held the portrait up a moment, admiring it, then frowned. He set the portrait back onto its easel, careful that its weight did not knock his easel over.

He stepped closer to the portrait and reached to what had caught his attention. A piece of skin dangled from the right corner of the portrait. Caught between the frame and the canvas. He tugged on it, and then held it before his eyes.
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