Midnight Stroll

Colors blend effortlessly in the moonlight.

Making reds into grays, and whites into blacks.

Merging of lights and darks.

Nothing is as it seems, not at night.

This is when the predators prowl.

Stalking the prey, watching it move.

Meandering down the alleys and sidewalks.

Stumbling, sometimes falling.

Quenching this thirst would be nice.

But that will never happen.

Most of all, not tonight.

The young beautiful girls,

Holding each other by the waist,

Walking down the alleys.

Giggling, grinning, and gallivanting.

The sophisticated older women,

Rich in “vitamins” and that red liquid that drives this thirst.

Quietly walk up from behind,

Movements too fast for drunken eyes.

A triple play tonight.

Two sorority girls, and one lawyeress.

It has been a good feeding,

But tomorrow night,

It will occur again.

Perhaps not the same victims, 

Or even location.

But always,

Always,

It must happen.

Watching the crimson twins,

Flow from the corners of your mouth,

As you feed during the darkened hours.

With a satiated appetite,

Time to return home and rest.

Farewell brethren,

Tonight, we shall meet once more.

Dance our little dance again,

Perhaps together this time.

If not,

Then a quick, knowing glance will suffice.

Until then,

Sleep well.

At night we walk once more.
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