“A Simple Goodbye”

The bed screamed of sultry infidelities shared between her and I, and every object screamed of the fiery passion they witnessed. Those cries became my only company, my only comfort, that morning. We planned to spend an hour together before she left, an hour I poured over endlessly the night before. Passionate kissing or simple pecking; provocative love making or emotional embraces…those were the island thoughts scattered across my mind. I suffocated in helpless excitement when she arrived, barraged by too many thoughts to act on any of them. Clocks taunted me with their digital threats to take her from me, and my heart drowned in the tears I fought back. She couldn’t see me cry; she couldn’t see me collapse under the weight of my soul, bleeding and weeping for her to stay. She simply had to leave; there was no other way. The swollen ball in my throat threatened to choke off my shaky breathing as the time was carried off by our laughter. Lying there with her in my arms, I drowned in those deep, sweet hazel eyes, hoping to become forever lost in the ocean of her essence. A cruel digital awakening signaled that our hour had passed. Such minute beeping brought the death of all hope within me that our hearts would remain as one. My soul pleaded with Supremacy for grace, for precious seconds more to lie ignorant of suffering with my goddess, but to no avail. I was brought to my knees by this emotional battering, bleeding invisible tears of sadness deeply rooted in my love for her. My arms were spread wide in that cold, crisp morning light filled to excess with a void marked for her occupancy. But her car sped away, carting my heart off with it, and I returned to the unspoken noise of my room. As the cries of our fiery passion swarmed about my room, a new story made its presence known. It told of a young boy and his love parting each other’s company on a cold January morning. Just a simple goodbye, or so the story went.
