A world comes crashing down in a spiral, leaving numbness to the river of pain that ran deep through such a tender body. Life was such a burden now a days, what made it worth continuing was gone from this world for another. Ghost, goblins, and monsters devoured a fragile mind daily. Wishing for it to end, giving up on caring which seemed to fall into an endless loop. A body still alive but begging for death’s merciful embrace sat limply leaning against the wall of the bedroom. Hands lying on the floor numbly bruised and scared with many attempts to fall from this world. A simple note on white paper laid next to things considered trash by normal people, its bold black letters screaming at him over and over again that he was worthless and failed to hold onto the one good thing he had in life. Small droplets of red dripped from his nose, his mind over heated so to speech had shut down to repair. Dark brown eyes glazed over staring blindly at nothing. But inside they repeated memories like home movies. 

Deep down he knew that this time it was forever, this time it was for good. Then why, why didn’t the ring stay behind? A keepsake to remind him of the trash he was with before his new wonderful life somewhere else. His heart had crumbled when he found the note, then Rasa left as well. In the end he was meant to be nothing but alone, he had stopped crying long ago about things. Yet he cried him self to sleep that night and the next he found ways to numb him self again. IT was sweet perfection, something he had given up for the person he loved. He controlled his life not the sweet addictions, but now once again they where in his life again. Some where in his mind screamed not to let this happen, to go find his heart again but his heart said different. 

A soft groan came from cracked lips, when was the last time he eaten. His body suffers so quickly when he abuses it. He knew where he failed, he cared too much, and he must have wanted too much or didn’t do enough to hold on to what he loved most in the world. Moving slowly he pulled his self to his feet, his body moved like a marionette that just had is stings slaughtered. There was a soft tingling all over his body from lack of use, he was out of his sweetest drug, and his need and want now. It was his only love now, it was the only that loved him back. His body was its vessel it was its home. Nothing mattered anymore, nothing else matters anymore. Slowly he blinked burly eyes the pain etching its self into the back of his brain. It felt like someone was rubbing sand paper over his eyes, he looked at his arms watching the torn flesh stretch over bone and depleting muscles. How much weight had he lost, his body felt heavy and week so it must be a lot. Picking up a long sleeved shirt he slowly stumbled out into the other room. 

He left the apartment to find more things to make him forget, to help slowly drive his life to its end. Glancing around at the fading lights and distorted faces he sighed. He watched as they stared at him, whispering comments. He could every word echoing in his mind like thunder cashing down on him. He knew what they where saying, their thoughts where so loud. It made him wonder though, had he ever been beautiful? He had been beautiful once right? Maybe not, maybe that was just another illusion his mind had created for him. Like a false reality, maybe all of this was a fake and false. Maybe there was a real him out there, happily married with kids and stuff. Not like him an endless slut and drug pusher. He laughed at that, out loud causing people to turn and look at him with more unease. Him have kids and a wife, he couldn’t get anything right even in this reality what makes him think he could get something right in another reality. 

Stopping his laughing to cough harshly against a wall he looked around though mass of midnight hair. Where had his life gone? When did it go wrong? Why did he mess up the one good thing in life he had? There where no answers to these questions, just the cruel laughter and voice reminding him he was a screw up, that he always would be. Everything he touched would run from him or writher under his gentle caressing fingers tips. In away he longed for the abuse again, longed to be owned by someone, his body abused and used to their needs not his own. He wished he didn’t have a mind of his own, that he didn’t know anything better than the life inside the box. There was a small cool feeling running down his cheek, half shaking fingers reached up touching the salty water drop. He looked at his fingers at the water that sat there; he knew more would come sooner or later. 

He hoped he would be in the hell he was destined to be at before the remaining tears came. Shutting down his mind and thinking he moved pushing him self away from the wall. Staggering he continued to walk letting the darkness swallow him whole, deep down he prayed that something would come along out of the darkness and end the pain. Anything so he could stand there to watch the red stain the ground and flow in rivers before he could grow cold and darkness closed about. Continuing on his journey to forget he disappeared into the cruel underworlds, hoping to find peace.

