I don’t do hugs

I don’t do hugs.

Claustrophobic

Enveloping circles

Whe you say love there’s a vacuum.

I don’t mind fucking.

Blindfolded.

You suck your fingers in readiness

though some holes can never be filled.

Life precariously tilts and judders

under a savage blood moon.

Naughty girl.

Half heartedly.

Embarrassment hangs on the air.

Lust makes your face a cruelty.

Mouth stretching to add angles.

Wept oceans for your smile.

Yet now I’m encrusted in sores.

A smack goes by without comment.

I guess you read a text book.

“How to be Dirty – Part 1”.

Twat.

Dry.

Uncooperative.

The body shuns the head.

But shattered is an overused word.

Bruise around my nipple.

Proof that I belong.

Human detritus.

Ravaged

In a sea of sweat and spunk.

