I may have won the game 

but I still feel the same
crawling through needles and broken glass

With bleeding scars

Nothing can hold me back

from my goal of destroying you

Beaten with sticks and stones
I´ll still fight with broken bones

I haven’t lost my focus

I´m still coming for 

you

In your sleep

when you are awake

for every breath you take

drawing closer

coming nearer

seeing clearer

I´ll be there 

to sense your fear

I´m your end, my dear
The die has been cast for you
