Bones, October 12th 2003 (for Angel? Jackie?)


Her dark hair, lying across a blue pillow. It looks green, I know its brown. �Her skin is soft, like a dying lillies... Thin, like paper... stronger. �Her skin, it can withstand the biting of a houndred hounds, but not the beating of one heart.�And she watches me, her eyes so dark. Dark dark dark. Nothing poetic to compare it to, no shade dark enough to use as example. I run my hand over the flesh of her torso, her cherry navel, the light crowning of hair beneath.��"You and I, we're soft... but hard too..."�She murmers, and takes a long pull on her black cigarette, it matches the colour of her eyelids.��"Like candies, yes?"�I rub my cheek against her ribcage, lick beneath her breast.��"No, like a birds skeleton. Hard, solid, but oh-so-soft"�She kneaded my scalp, tried to mold it like clay. I just layed my head on her shoulder, stole a kiss from her collarbone. ��"Bones..."�And I understood.�She wrapped my long hair around her wrist, a noose. Hung herself with my love. �(Oh to be a bird, and be. Just be.)�Her voice was blood, running through my veins, cappillaries, like air. Went right to my brain. She was my brain. My brain was hers. But no, she was there, real, touchable. I craved her. ��"Bones." 





