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First     Encounter
What's your name?

What do you do for a living?

What do you like?

Do you have any siblings?

What're your parents like?

Who do you want to be?

Are you lonely?

Have you been in love  before?

What's it like?

Do you think you can teach me?



Kiss    With    Teeth

A kiss doesn't have to be
some tender thing

whispered 
through a chink in a wall

in the dead of night.

A kiss doesn't have to be
something fragile

like a flower
made of glass
and paper.

A kiss doesn't have to be
a tranquilized animal
laying in its cage

indifferent
as tourists shuffle by

A kiss can be a blur of fur
and claw

and tooth.



My mother never told me
How sweet arsenic could be.

Just like your lips, intoxicating-
With high toxicity.

Oh that poison, your poison.
That deadly recipe.

Mind numbing, I feel it coming.
Pour it into me.

Corruption, corrosion
Your kisses set me free.
I need a fix, I'm jonesin'
Your cyanide's the key.

Oh, it feels so good.
That warmth running through me.
Kiss me, kiss me, never stop.
You'll be the death of me.

Sweet



I  d o n ' t  h av e  a  h e a r t
I don't have a heart

for cruelty.
That's probably 

my biggest weakness.
Because there are times where

Cruelty is a necessity
There are times where 

A decisive blow 
Must be struck-

Thunderous, earth shaking,
Cutting clean in two.
Where you leave them

Weeping, clawing, pleading
With no kind word

From you.
You need a heart of stone
Cold, reptilian, unflinching

as you watch their dying dance.
Me?

I'm too weak for it.
I always give a second chance.
My weak heart is my fatal fLaw

I know it'll be my end.
I would sooner forgive
A snake for biting

Instead of chopping off its 
head.



Co ld Tu r k ey

I really must be going.
I hope you understand.

Yes, it's sweet- addictive.
A wonderful place to be.

But I really must be going.
This isn’t the place for me.

I'm bound and shackled,
Tethered by lip and tooth.
Brimming full of venom-
I got it all from you.
I'm slipping, losing it.

The poison's turning me to stone.
I really must be going.
I'm better off alone..



P h a n t o m   Pa i n
I move to touch you
And you're not there.

Only an ache dull and constant-
Nothing but air.

This pain is an illusion
A mere trick of the light.

That doesn't change the fact
I can't sleep through the 

night.

I wake in cold sweat
twisting with pain.

There's nothing to help
Because nothing remains.

All I can do is lay and wait 
and quietly yearn.

My lost piece.
My missing part.

One day you might return.



I'm    Still   Bleeding
I'm still bleeding.
That cut you gave me
Never healed properly.

I never left it alone.
I try to patch it

With whatever I have laying 
around.

But it's never enough.
The blood seeps right through.
I think I know what could fix it.

But, I'm afraid.
Relapse is a dangerous thing.

An oil fire burning 
indescriminately.

But, I've got to stem the tide
Before there's nothing left.

I'll mend this wound.
I'll drink this cup.

I'll save the snake from death.
I'll taste the poison,

My sweet love,
You'll be my last regret.



I ' l l  M e e t  Yo u  O n  t h e  B e a c h
This journey is long and full of danger

On waters black and deep.
I'm out stargazing on the deck

Because I cannot sleep.
Not far away, I see your boat

navigating this sea.

I look at you and smile
while you wave back at me.
There's an ocean between us
dark and full of trechery.

But I know where you'll be going- 
You haven't seen the last of me.

Just keep pushing
against the buffets of the sea.

I'll track you down, I'll find you.
I'll meet you on the beach.

Fret not over rain or thunder
Or Siren-song in perfect harmony.

You'll weather the storm, you'll get along.
You'll make it home to me.

It may seem hopeless, useless
In a state of anarchy.

Keep your head up and stay strong.
Just you wait and see.
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