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The thick aroma of death, urine and poo filled the air as I went through the dirty white corridor of the Peace Nursing Home, it was marketed as if it was some heaven for the elderly, a place they would be willing to die in and a place that rivalled all other care homes in the entire country.

I had no idea how long ago those marketing ideas were true, maybe they never were but I didn’t really care. I had a job to do and I was going to do it, but I really wished I had bought a gasmask or something. Anything to stop myself having to breathe in the disgusting air of this place.

The corridor I was walking across certainly had potential my mother would say because she was an interior designer before she died sadly. She would probably say the smooth, dirty white walls could be textured or painted anew to create something beautiful.

I might have agreed with her but she was dead now, and she wasn’t smelling the place. I had no idea how many decades worth of urine and poo were infused with these walls but I knew the smell was never going. 

And that was the detail that made this job so much harder, as my beautiful fit sexy boyfriend Officer Nathan Carter walked behind me (probably staring at my ass) and I cannot lie both of us had great bodies. 

Nathan might have been slightly on-duty still as a cop but as plain clothes, he was wearing a very sexy pair of blue jeans, tennis shoes and a nice white shirt. He always looked way better than me in my own black jeans, trainers and white t-shirt.

I was normally a criminal thief, stealing from shops, people and whatever other targets I deemed were too rich before I gave it all to charity (after taking my tiny cut of course) and that was why I was here.

I wasn’t only a criminal, I was a rather legendary photographer too. I had taken so many amazing photos (according to the public and my editors) of warzones, nature and people that I had been specially requested by the world’s oldest woman alive to take her photo and tell her story.

If it was any other woman then I might have actually denied it, but Michelle Bateman was a legendary artist back in the 2000s and now she was approaching her two hundredth birthday, I was looking forward to picturing her.

As me and wonderful Nathan smiled at a small nurse that popped out of Michelle’s room, a loud groaning sound echoed up and down the corridor. I panicked for a moment at the idea Michelle might not be talkative but I realised it was everyone else in this place.

The noises of their groaning, moaning and shouting about creatures going bump in the night disrupted me, and I took a step closer to Nathan. He looked like he wanted to hug me but we were both professional to the core and considering there were so many old folk in here we didn’t know how they would react to two men hugging.

And I wasn’t going to confirm the “gays are weak” stereotype for love or money so I just kept going towards the nurse.

“She’s already for you,” she said as she led us into the room.

Considering I had been studying, learning and reading all about Michelle for the past twenty years, I have to admit I thought the room was bigger. But it wasn’t. It was just another old person room with a smelly single bed, a small bedside table with perfectly smooth corners and a bin.

The bin was empty and I suppose it was just for decoration more than anything else. 

There wasn’t a single piece of art, a single personal possession nor any sign that anyone else visited her. I didn’t know where she kept her clothes but this room was just sad.

“Michelle,” the nurse said smiling. “These nice men are here to see you,”

I just looked at Michelle in awe as she sat there in the cold metal of her prison of her wheelchair. The nurse placed her hands on the back of the wheelchair but Michelle still didn’t react.

I didn’t know if she didn’t care, know we were here or maybe she was off in her own fairy land. No one had photographed her for over five years and no one knew why.

And for some reason after five years of silence, completely deadly silence, she had requested me to come here today. 

No one even knew why she was living so long when the average human only lived until a hundred. Some people supposed she was the result of genetic engineering, others proposed she was a freak or witch (I doubt it) and others still propose her family are naturally long-lived.

Whatever the case I was getting creeped out now.

“Are you in there Michelle?” the nurse asked getting more annoyed and concerned about Michelle.

Michelle just sat there staring into space. She didn’t rock, she didn’t react, she only sat there as a large dribble of spit poured out of her mouth. She was once a famous artist, now she was nothing.

And that almost killed me.

I took out my high-tech camera and knelt down in front of her, the smell of urine was way worse down here than it ever was in the corridor. I wanted this to be a quick job no matter what.

I looked at Michelle would the camera lens and then it happened. She smiled for the briefest of seconds and I just froze.

That would be a legendary photo if I could get the famous artist to smile. Something that no one absolutely no one had managed to achieve before, but I froze.

And as I looked at her through the camera I realised that she wasn’t staring into space anymore, she was staring just at me and her eyes showed all the intelligence, heart and emotion that she wanted the world to know.

I had seen the same haunted, horrified look on Michelle’s face countless times before. I saw it every time after a hurricane ripped through countries ripping families apart, leaving mothers begging to know what happened to their babies. I saw it in the middle east countless times as soldiers watched their friends die and they longed to join them. And I saw that look in disease-ridden communities where young children had lost their family and were lost in the world now.

Michelle was no different.

All I could do was stare through the lens into the emotional, depressed eyes of a woman who wanted to die so badly.

Her body wasn’t some pinnacle of science, it was a prison. She probably couldn’t move, speak or do anything but herself away. She was a mind trapped in flesh but she didn’t control her flesh, every single day of her life she simply sat there waiting for a day that would never come.

She was never going to die.

And she was always going to sit there just waiting, longing, wanting to die. There was nothing I could do about that but tell her story.

I took the picture of her sharp, intelligent, emotional eyes staring at me, longing for

















d2d_images/cover.jpg
=@
— 4
Oa
m //
o
(e}

UTH

o A





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





