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I forget what his voice sounds like – the tenor of it, for a moment, for as long as an eclipse, and I know somewhere in the universe, there is an eclipse – because I am holding his sun-footed body, all these pale angles, this dapple of a human, the way Saturn holds her rings – his spit tastes like burnt hash – I want to bathe him in terminology; I want to fuck him into definition – I commit sodomy – I am a sodomy – I sodomy him – we sodomy eachother – it is sodomeasy – We are named after Biblical cities and 

notice

owls, yellow-eyed, preening their wings in the dark. The moon is an interrupted circumference; it does not meet itself - the sky a burnt cooking pan– leafless ginkgo branches cross the moon’s eyes and look like arteries holding ancient blood – and as our circumferences meet, 

I remember

our pink ancestors, which is something only we experience when we fuck. When we fuck, every queer that has ever died is fucking. When he cums, I hold their faces in my hands like a thousand-petalled bouquet. I kiss each fractal of their lips like a mathematician creating geometry on a grid. 


like the blood of trees, 

he must have been in love with his own body; he must have ran fingers up his own ribcage; he must have clasped his hands around his own throat while he came -- I choke and he moans like a ghost; he pulses like agriculture inside of me, the petals unfolding, blooming into my mouth like cacophony, and it tastes just how I imagine moonlight tastes. When I speak, only moonlight comes; it pours from my lips and tongue like a salve; it forms shapes in the owl-light. 

When you open your mouth, 
I see a mirror on your tongue.

When I show you this mirror, 
I see your reflection.


