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Pith underneath your fingernails

raggedy white crescents, 

The room is filled with scent

Bright, sticky, somehow vaguely

bourgeois.


Only you could make peeling a clementine

seem like a sex act.

Thumbing away, digging in, letting the skin spiral and fall to the floor

nonchalantly, wantonly

exposing those plump, fleshy segments.


Watching you I want to write something

muscular and startling

Something whip-sharp and filthy

but all I can think about is crunchy peanut butter

and whether I have enough bleach and 

what I could name a future cat 

and how when you leave I’ll need to 

tidy up the mess.
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