	Your beautiful eyes echo their mirrored peace in the blade. They are closed, crusted with blood as my soul pours over your face. You are lightly sleeping, only sleeping. I am bleeding, only bleeding. Peace is shattered as my mind collapses on your body. Onto your cradled warmth. I fall in your dream.


	You jerk awake from your peaceful sleep and dreams, your solitude broken by my weight. Look now, se your body drenched in my blood, crusted deep red. My mangled wrists and neck shine vivid in your eyes. This must be a dream... not a dream... not a dream! Wake up! Wake up! You grab my knife, now laying discarded at your side and slit yourself. Battered bloody wrusts pour out liquid red life and your vision grows darker, darker.


	Wake up! Panting and sweating your eyes snap open and you sit up from where you were lying. A dream? Was it all a dream? Yes only a dream, but... a weight on your body draws your eyes down to where myy body lays against you. The knife is instantly in your hand and your throat cut before you remember. You remember last night, why i was there, why i was against you. You remember that it was all a dream and I'm not dead. You flail as you try to stop the blood and save yourself, but it's too late. Your spasms wake me and my eyes flutter open to gaze into your terrified face. Life is precious and yours is gone now.





	Dreams can be so cruel








Drawn knife, eternal


Frustration is only mine


Slit the wrist, cold steel


