
      hungry like the werewolf


      

      
      
         after the long day's journey into night

night, on the final day of october

october as the landmark of our love

love that lies still during the daylight hours

hours which see me as a woman of class

class being the reason for our meeting

meeting with an eye for spending money

money matching in color with your eyes

eyes which seem to me as those of a wolf

wolf, the creature you hide within yourself

yourself as a businessman by daylight

daylight as a man and a wolf by night

night, with a full moon and your beastly howl

howl before you prowl and come to take me

me as your prey, smiling, part of the hunt

hunt along the streets, in the dark corners

corners which become as bright as sunlight

sunlight in my eyes as i lie, waiting

waiting for the tense moment when you strike

strike at me with seductive claws and tear

tear at my clothes so my skin you can feel

feel the both of us as like animals

animals which we see as our true selves

selves bleeding together, hair against skin

skin being the only language we know

know that words no longer have a meaning

meaning that words die since they lack
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