A Sonnet to Desire

Came along the lady of lust –

And laid her flame upon me like a kiss,

And in her nakedness, blinded me,

Until I heard naught but the crackling of ambers,

Until I felt naught but the flickering of fire.

I remember her flesh in candlelight, pale, like white milk,

And it, writhing upon mine, ready to tear like soft silk.

And the chants and the sighs –

They echo across the blood-red curtains 

And her bed becomes a pool –

Of eels and beasts and all things in hunger.

Until the deafening crackling of ambers,

The blinding flickering of fire,

Becomes, in truth,

The all consuming flame of raw desire.

