
twelve

 
I long for nothing

Sounds of smooth skin brazing internal distress,
 
Ruby red creations,
Press against fractured fruit veins
Inviting purities repercussions
Gently whispering… “For you”,
 
Slithering through nature’s bosom

Hissing he calls to Eve

 

Aggressively I bite tearing away at crimson skin
The serpent coils, Eve collapses as all is numb

 
I long for nothing—
Nothing will be received,
Forevermore dammed.

 —Brian Wilds


