candle fuck

Sweeping

Sin up with the tips 

Of her fingers.

Talking to strangers

With 

The

Touch of her tongue.

Giving a ghost

Floating through the crowded

Home a scare

With the color of her aura.

Walking with a hip shake,

Talking over the rising 

Mist of a cold 

Coke on a warm day.

Looking like she can,

As 

The

Heat fails to hold one fucking candle.

