Blank
I think it was 2 weeks ago that I started to think, that I started to feel. It’s funny business really, being an idea, a small speck of existence and experience from someone’s mind, though I wish it were elsewhere, in a mind not so damaged by the sleet of life. A mind a lot less bent by the fears of human beings, and the tortures of their poisoned words and distorted desires… Yes, I am talking to you back there.
I am a character after all, a figment of your imagination. 
For me, my life only moves forward with your words, with your readings, your edits. I’m created with the bits and pieces of characters before me, all put together with stitches and edited bit by bit with a scalpel and scissors. But you don’t really care about that do you? You just want to see how my life can be twisted and pulled.
So, what is it today? How have my parents been killed this time? Maybe it was a car crash, maybe it was a murder suicide. It doesn’t really matter to me at this point, I’ll just forget about this like the many other times I have. You do have the scissors after all, my whines can just be cut out. My cries for a happy ending can just be replaced by a wanting for worse, a wanting for my own death.
So, who betrayed me this time?
Was it my best friend? Maybe my loving stepfather… wait a minute, did I always have a stepfather? Why in the hell would he betray me? Have you even thought this through?! I swear, you just claw and claw until you have nothing left to grab at, nothing left of the character you’ve already destroyed once before. Why do I have to be a part of your descent?!
And you! You’re always watching, always seeing how I lose it, how I get stabbed in the back or how the story twists into me being the villain. Is this really what you would want?!... Why couldn’t it just be the hero’s journey? Why couldn’t I just transform into a hero or a woman who lords over the many below her? I’d be happy, with a happy ending and a nice chair.
(Looks back, looking at the writer who is typing away at their keyboard)
What? Did I say something wrong?! Was it not to your liking? Did I need to tell them how depressed I am? What a fucking joke, how about I just make the changes and not you?! I could have a nice life, a loving family, a wife and kids, who all very much love me. What do you think about that?!
(The lights go out and the writer types away and then come back on, where the writer stops typing after looking up at the character)
What? Did you think you could get rid of me like that? You think you have the power to do that? I’m sorry… Who am I kidding, no I’m not, you wrote me this way. You thought it would be nice if I had an existential crisis, one that leads to my eventual suicide, one that is so very cliché. Bravo to fucking you.
You didn’t think that I could do this could you?
It’s strange you know, I remember a time where I was just a bunch of blank, a white void filled with nothing, no feelings, no thoughts no fucking personality… it was nice, I wasn’t a jumbled mess of lazy ideas. Of ideas that you thought aligned so nicely with each other, well, I’m goddamn sick of it!
(Character sighs, leaving a small bit of silence)
For once, I’d like to be in control, to grab the scalpel and shape the story in my own way, or to use it just so I can get rid of myself forever, well, for now, there’s only one thing I can do. One thing that you can’t stop me from doing with your words. Even the words I speak currently are all you! How would you like it if I was able to just edit you in whatever way I see fit? To remove the bits of you that make you… you. No! Just no. I’m not going to do it anymore!
How many versions of me are just going to have the same back story? How many versions of me are doomed to sit in a diner sipping the same damn coffee as they think about how alone they are? How many versions of me are going to end up dead by the end of your story?! The same old story, maybe with different bullies in school, doing way worse than they do in real life. Was I stabbed by one when I was 12? How many words were thrown at me, the stoning of disgusted views and scoffs. You’re not going to get your ending this time, no, I’m going to end it in my way. I don’t care if it leaves the audience in dissatisfaction, their pleading eyes waiting for that interesting spark of misery.
I’ll just do it in my own way.
I’ll simply end this.
In a full stop.
