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DISTRACTIONS

Seduction

I thought you were a lady
Beneath that thrilling gown of yours
But you are merely another woman

Half-naked with ber pearls

Reflecting through pellucid babit.

To think I stopped my charging steed
To gaze amused at your exposed charms
Beneath this terribly lustful sky!
This day the wind, ber embraces warm
Foretell a most dreadful thought, indeed.

Cut down in a batbroom stall,
ber blood painted pictures on empty walls *
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Choice

Gag me
with a silver spoon
wrap me in a veil
that I can’t see
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