


LOST IN THE NIGHT/LIFE


Even when they smiled her eyes still betrayed the sadness that permeated her soul. Life had been not just unfair but unkind. She no longer held out hope because it only hurts more when crushed. Instead, she now anticipated disappointment. In that way, she felt protected by her lack of expectation.


Most guys not only could not see through her exterior they never bothered to try. She was pretty with a fine body built for play. Life had allowed her that much to go with her troubled mind and turbulent soul. Guys only wanted to possess, to exploit, her body. Instead of feeling used, she told herself that she was using them if only as a diversion to quiet her mind while passing some time.


She was lost. That much she knew. What still puzzled her was whether she had completely lost?


Some guy was attempting to hit on her at the bar. Her mind shrugged its shoulders as she thought: why not let him? I’m bored. Who wants to go home to face yourself alone when there are other options? Especially for a girl like her, who could always get some guy to take her home if only to do her that night.


She smiled back at whatever he had been saying to which she had paid no attention. All you have to do to lead a guy, she thought, is to let him think that he is leading you. Tonight I’ll let him think he’s leading me to the Promised Land when all I’m doing is temporarily delaying the descent into my own abyss. She knew, though, she would have to play the game out with him a bit longer before yielding and yet again lose herself in the night.
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