Of Mind, of Body, of Fire

A Poet’s Nature
is tucked away inside her veins,
primed to spill in thick rivulets down softly-sloping wrists
as she bares her soul to the page once more,
cradling desire in every word she carves out of flesh and bone
until her lifeblood seeps into your cracks
and taints you with the mark of her ferocious kisses.

She pries apart her ribcage for you,
happy to let your cold fingers brush across the pulse of her lungs,
symphony of sensation inlaid upon her spine,
if only for you to glimpse in that single, glimmering second, 
the warmth she bottles for you,
pressing heat into the quiver of her heartbeat,
leaving behind her geode of vermillion
shot through with the fever of indigo,
a plea for you to crack her open with the rough touch
of frostbitten hands,
and let her song surge across each pore, embers in its wake.

Her breath ghosts itself across your neck 
with every carefully crafted line,
swirling around your clouded head and sinking into worry-riddled eyes
to nestle their home in darkened pupils,
a curse and a blessing
displayed through the dazzling gleam
of fluorescent lights across still-damp ink.
You can pick out the phrases she put there just for you,
pieces of brain matter forming each letter,
fished out from her shattered skull
and shaped by the gnawing of her love-trained teeth,
a prayer upon her lips as she gives you a final goodbye
with her hastily printed period.

You carry her home in pieces,
strands of her hair clutched in your dirtied fists,
a smile in the blushing fragments of her cheeks that sit like daggers in your palms.
She speaks to you through her severed tongue
and you inhale every lick of flame she can provide,
a promise whispered through your exchange,
because all she ever asked
was for you to listen.
