Open-Toed Assailant 
[/Assassin  (Swiveled Psycho Slut) /Fortunate Failure]
G,G,,,  | A#, G,G,,  | C, F,F,,  | A#, G,G,G/E

{E,E,,,  | G,  E,E,,  | A, D,D,,  | G, E,E,,E}  capo 3
Tripped up in traffic, give me something to react with

An electric head storm, in a plastic jacket (sends this boredom to Kansas)
 
She’s a firm 18 Karat bitch

 
She lies on a dime and she flips like a switch

[break] - G,G,,,  | F, A#,,  | F, C,,  | F, G,G,G/E

Feel free to just do what you please
You found a hidden agenda, and it’s covered with sleeves     
 
I bring mine on a stellar plane

 
My face falls to shame and my mind’s held a slave   
You’re friends sell you out, don’t even know
It made you alive, now it makes you alone

You figured it out, now that you’re sold

It made you feel young, but now it burns you cold  (So cold)
Pull out a breath and watch it spin

Sip it back in and peel the scabs off your skin
 
Trippin’ in traffic, and changin’ lanes

 
Catch a steady stream in the channeled veins

[break]

[chorus]
And within the hate, that’s within my head

Is your face, and things (that you) said

I won’t say (that) I’m not, I won’t say (that) I am

I’ll just say (that) I got, somethin’ you can’t understand

But what did you say when, lying there naked

Was it sincere, or why did you fake it

I was slightly mistaken, thought I was taken

The feeling’s so faded, and Eden’s overrated
My head is so jaded, my edges are jagged

In all that I tasted, I found it was wasted

I’m feeling castrated, my life’s imitated

To think I was taken, your Eden’s overrated …. [chorus]

