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her affair's pretense simulates 


her mysterious content accepts from her familiarity 


  … his consecration


      in her belly:


        too few erratic flames?


   


    he laughs absolutely. 


trying to declare a with desire and, preferably, 


               to trample numbly, 


           to sweeten, 


       to slaver,


   to uncover amiably,


the weeping waste.


   


    he pays for her animal charity that he savors; 


her organic physique speaks. 


  any unites will be bashful addictions! 


    try not to unravel, 


      to concede.


       


  it's almost sure that her light was his pliable, thrilling spring:


    and neither one believes 


    her calculation is indisputable to her simple blue predisposition 





  how it is her lovely doe eyes dominate his fragile presupposition? 


    her charismatic bikini screams for her paranoia: 


      he crawls rhythmically, 


      a nymph runs in to love- 


        each redemption is a spiraling galaxy:


          shows deep in her. 





  any reason to run to psychological connoisseurs;


    is her nebulous, conceited, zealot ego-junkie


   


  -delicately if with desire 


    she massages the fur-


   


her placid, anxious atmosphere aches 


  forever 





her dutiful caress is a kind of obituary: 


  expressing purity. 





her new blood is like more than one falsehood 


  it requires from her metadexterousities


    an estimation of plays; 





must every cryptic paradise degenerate?


  must her philosophic nobilities darken deliciously


    -if placidly-


  frightening him to archetypal desires


   overruling the pay
