“Razor”

My fingers dance with the jagged tool across my wrists.  There is no sensation; no sharp pain or piercing agony-all that was long ago left to drown in an ocean of non-emotion, of numbness incarnate. She carried all my emotions with her when she walked away, dragging them kicking, screaming, and crying into the outspread arms of their destruction.  In her wake was left the blood from my heart in her back pocket, now only an afterthought for the world that never cared. It was her that brought me to this, her love which ripped through my soul and shattered it beyond all repair. I was no more after I met her. I became her dirty towel, marked “use when convenient.” Her heart was never mine, nor was her devious stares. Her immortalized glamour belonged to something more than me, something that terrified me. She left me for another towel marked for convenience, and I was forever left to be eaten alive by my grief. I can only hope that this blade will emancipate me from this misery. My blood clouds the soapy water, drowning my last remnant of purity in its poisonous toxicity. The candles flicker more and more violently under the weight of my last breaths, and the room tilts and sways violently to and fro in my dimming eyesight. My final liberation hides deep in the shadows, in the blinding darkness that swallows the world around me. Naked before Supremacy, I met my apocalypse as I lay there shrouded in darkness, clinching the bloody razor that saved my soul from humanity.
