“Raped”

Alone. Just broken and alone. There is neither angst nor pleasure in this island hell of mine; only the steady of my breath to keep me sane. My tears are full of nothing; just a crystal callousness bleeding from my eyes. Why was I bled dry of my only happiness, my fiery desire? Why was I left robbed and devoid of all feeling, numb to this sensational symphony of emotions that dance freely around me? All I have is this misery which devours my soul, this crackling darkness deep within me expanding and growing, mutating into progressively more horrifying terrors. To dream of mercy and escape from this awful place is amusing in futility. My torment is to satanically simple in conception…deprivation of all consciousness to the brink of defeat. Do I dare gravity to snatch me from the edge of the bridge? Do I dare the bullet to spread red destruction through my body? I have only to give in once…to end the fight and surrender…to be taken under. Do I really want to carry on as Satan’s whore? To be held close by pestilence, forced to dance under the watchful eyes of my devil rapist like some bitch temptress? I stand alone today but no longer. Beat me down, make me bleed, make me suffer; take my spirit to the razor. I am no more; I am only raped.
