WE ALL
HAVE OUR OWN
REASONS FOR

THIS—-

THART
MAKES NO
SENSE,

HILLARY !

L CBAN'T:«-

RLL THIS
BECRAUSGE
YOU'RE

GUILTYZ




I MEANT
JILL !

vy you
JUST CALL ME...
HILLARY?

gu]l T A | | I
THEY'RE SIMILAR.
IT'S JUST A SLIP-




e ( Lostz )

1S THAT
YOUIZ

L MERMwe
I'M HARLEY.

IT'S NOT
THAT, UM._ ..
PON'T THINK
TOO MUCH-

NO... IT
CAN'T BE.




HOWARPZ

IS THAT
REALLY
YOU?

L
THAT'S MY
HUSBANP'S

NAME...
LMY

HOWARP.
IT'S YOU...

HOW?Z




I PONI'T-

STOP IT. T
KNOW IT'S YOU,
BUT HOW?ZY ANV

YES, IT'G
M%:, ANDP

I HAP TO
SEE...




YOU FOUNPD
OUT ABOUT ALL
THIS, PIPN'T
YOU?

OH, GOP,

HOWARRP...
1S ALL MY

FAULT.

v



HOW'P YOU
KNOW IT WAS
ME7?

Lsss LM A
TOTALLY
PIFFERENT
GENPER... ANP
SO YOUNG...

THAT ANDP...
YOU'RE ONE OF
ONLY TWO PEOFPLE
WHO KNOW ABOUT
TH CANPLE.

clo)¢
HOW IS
THAT
REALLY
YOU!?




THE
CRANPLES
HAVE NEVER
CHANGEP OUR
GENPERS
BEFORE.

LOIS COULPN!'T
FINPZ ANOTHEKR
OFFICIAL XELPRA'G
CANPLE... SO SHE GOT
AR PIFFERENT CANPLE
FOR ME.

THEN YOU
KNEW IT WOULP
THUHRN YOU INTO A

WOMAN!7?

... T HAP
TO KNOW,
HiLl. .. L HAK
TO SEE IT.

OH, GOV




L CANIT
BELIEVE I
PROVE YOU

TO THIG!

NO!
THERE'S NO
EXCUSE FOR

WHAT I'VE
PONE.




THAT'S
NOT TRUE!
EVERYTHING
You JUST

SAID-

NO... T
FEEL THE
SAME GUILT,
HILLARY.




BUT YOU'RE
NOT OUT FUCKING
RANPOM STRANGERS
TO GET OVER IT, ARE
YOU?

NO... IT'M THE
PROBLEM.

L'M THE ONE
ACTING OUT... _
HURTING YOU JUST TO B
HURT A LITTLE LESS ‘
MYSELF.

FUCK.. HOW NS
ANGRY YOU MUST BE |
TO GO TO THESE |
L_E:NG'TH%\'IE’O CATCH




T WAS
ANGRY, ANDP
T WAS HURT

WHEN T

FOUND

T.
ou T FELT LIKE T

WAS LOSING YOU. .. | 1

THOSE OLP FEELINGS |

OF BEING INAPEQUATE

BEGAN CREEPING f

BACK IN. |

- ”“.'-l:: T S = . - ——
.

BUT... ALL You
WERE POING 1&
WHAT I WANTEVP AT
THE BEGINNING OF
ALL THIS.

T ONLY WANT
YOU TO BE HAPPY...
TO GET TO FEEL THE

PLEASURE YOU

PESERVE.

BUT NOT
LIKE THIS,
HOWARP.

NOT BY
GOING
BEHINP YOUR




YES, YOU
COULP HAVE...
BUT... 16 IT TRUE...
EVERYTHING YOU
SAIP ABOUT
POING THIS?

POES IT
REALLY MATTEK
NOWY?Y IT'M A PIECE
OF SHIT, YOU
CRAN-

T
MATTERS
TO ME,
HILLARY.

YEG... THAT
FIRST NIGHT...
THAT COUPLE...
THAT MAN...

T FELT &O
GOOr, BUT WHEN
THE CANPLE
\.  WORE OFF...

PIPN'T
YOU TELL
ME?




HOW AM T
SUPPOSEP TO
TELL MY HUSBANP
THAT ANOTHER MAN
MRAPE ME CUM
THAT HARP?Y

EVEN
THOUGH YOU
WERE THERE

WITH SOMEONE
ELSE...

I COULPN'T
pO IT.

YOU TRIEP TO
BURY THE GUILT
UNPER MORE
PLERASURE.

YEG... AN
INCREPIBLY
SELFIGH
PECISION.




HOw CAN
I LIVE WITH
MYSGELF?Y

HOW
couLp you
EVER
FORGIVE
ME?

WHEN PIP
WE STOP
BEING HONEST
WITH EACH
OTHER?Y

THIG... ME
ANDP MY ERECTILE
PYSFUNCTION...

I PONIT
KNOW...
BUT...

TO BE CONTINUEP. ..
_= |



