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My body stands motionless,

Engulfed by a sense of darkness,

The only color my eyes may see,

Is the one released so carefully.

Sharpening the metal fin,

It calls upon the throbbing skin,

Red lashes from the underground.

Never missing the beating sound,

Of the pulse attached to its heart,

Which event permitted this to start?

A promise broken.

Yet pleasure happened.

A liberation.

Of saturation.

This pain it feels cannot be sensed,

To this feeling the nerves are fenced.

The turbulent sea unveils its flow,

The steps clearly obey their row.

Whoever holds this liquid inside,

Is the one from whom you have to hide.

Because of the urges far and deep,

Controversy brews beneath.

The same battle continuously fought,

Always on whether to go or to stop.

Which will win which will lose,

To find out only look for the obvious clues.

This state of mind so badly tainted,

All its protection, already faded.

A nice open target for the public,

Circling, the thoughts stay septic.

Doesn’t it seem like it has already lost?

Just go with your urges at any cost.

