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​⟢ THE WAY SHE NEEDED ME IN RUIN & DEATH ⟣
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I.

She called to me

not with a voice,

but with the faint rattle

of a memory breaking apart.

A whisper under the floorboards,

a tremor inside the ribs of heaven,

a sound so thin it felt

like the last breath of a dying church.

She needed me—

not as a savior,

not as a lover reborn,

but as the one creature

still willing to walk barefoot

through the ashes of what we were.

She said:

“Come back to me in ruin.

Come back to me in death.”

And I, foolish in love,

foolish in devotion,

felt my heart buckle

like old wood under winter weight.

I remembered her hands.

They were lanterns once—

small, trembling, holy,

lighting the road I never walked far enough.

And yet she wanted me shattered.

She wanted the version of me

who had swallowed storms,

who had bled into the soil,

who had learned to speak

in the quiet language of endings.

II.

The world bent around her need.

Clouds leaned low,

the sky cracked,

and the wind dragged its nails

across the rafters of my chest.

I could not pretend

that she wanted me whole.

Wholeness disgusted her—

too bright, too hopeful,

too much like the boy I once was

before the fires,

before the night when everything

went red and roaring.

She needed someone

dusted in the chalk of graves,

someone who walked slow

because his heart dragged behind him

like a broken sled

in a snowless country.

She needed me ruined

so that I would match her shadows.

She needed me dying

so she could believe

that love was a shared affliction.

III.

I returned the way she asked—

not with triumph,

but with the soft collapse

of a man who has run out of prayers.

The moon watched me

like a pale physician

waiting to pronounce time of death.

The earth yawned open

as if eager to keep what was left of me.

But I walked anyway,

hearing her voice

curling through the trees like smoke:

“Come back.

Come back ruined,

come back broken.”

Every step peeled memory from bone.

Every breath tasted

of the life I abandoned just to reach her.

IV.

When I found her,

she was sitting beside a well

that had not held water in years.

The stones were cracked,

the moss blackened,

the rope frayed almost to dust.

She looked at it with reverence—

as if it were the grave

of something she once loved,

or a wound that had finally stopped bleeding.

She didn’t look up when I arrived.

Her voice was soft,

almost embarrassed

to still exist.

“You came,” she whispered.

“No one comes back

once they feel the flames.”

I knelt beside her,

bones clicking like old machinery.

“I came,” I said,

“because you asked.

Because even death

would not keep me from you.”

She touched my face,

and her fingers felt

like petals dipped in frost.

She smiled—

a small, cracked thing,

as if joy had become too heavy to lift.

“That’s why I called for you,” she said.

“Only the ruined understand the ruined.”

V.

We sat there

as the night folded itself around us.

The wind hushed its arguments,

the stars dimmed,

and the world seemed embarrassed

to witness our reunion.

She leaned against me,

and her weight felt lighter

than I remembered—

as if loss had hollowed her out

until she was more memory

than flesh.

“Tell me,” she said,

“what you became

when I wasn’t looking.”

I told her

about the nights I carried

my heart like a wounded animal,

cradled it, cursed it,

begged it to stop bleeding.

I told her

about the mornings

when the sun rose like a verdict,

and I could not bear

to open my eyes and see

the shape of a world without her.

I told her

about the voices

I buried inside my skull,

each one whispering

that I should let go,

that love is not meant

to be resurrected

from its own grave.

But I never listened.

Even drowning in myself,

I stayed pointed toward her

like a compass drunk on obsession.

VI.

She listened,

eyes dark as unfinished prayers.

Then she said,

“Good.

I wanted you to break.

I wanted you to know

what it felt like

to need someone so deeply

that your bones forget their purpose.”

Her cruelty was not cruelty;

it was hunger.

It was the hunger of a soul

that had starved too long

on the absence of the one

it could not release.

She took my hand,

lifting it to her cheek.

“Do you see?” she whispered.

“We were never meant

to meet each other whole.

Wholeness runs away.

But ruin—

ruin stays.

Ruin remembers.”
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​⟢ THE DEVIL ON MY SHOULDER, GUARD OF MY HEART ⟣
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I.

There has always been a presence beside me,

not a shadow—

shadows bend, yield, obey light—

but something denser,

something that does not retreat

when day rises screaming over the fields

of my trembling chest.

A figure perched upon the ledge of my being,

a whisper with weight,

a silhouette shaped from the marrow

of old promises and older fears.

Call him devil,

call him guardian,

call him the last thing left standing

between my heart and the hunger of the world.

He sits on my shoulder

with the patience of a fallen cathedral.

No fanfare, no flame,

just the slow, grinding truth

of someone who has watched me

from the first night I learned

what it meant to break.

And he said,

“I am not here to destroy you.

I am here to keep you from being devoured.”

II.

People imagine devils as tyrants of fire,
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