masturbation

He got stuck

On his chances

As 

She pulled a wood shaving

Stuck in the bottom of  her so soft foot.

She remembers 

How good ice cream and nudity used to taste

With him in the summer that won’t fade

As he sharpens his favorite kitchen knife

To do a deed

To 

A porterhouse steak dripping with steam on his

Dirty candle wax coffee table.

He balances his check book

And looks over a ticket from a midtown restaurant and

How good the company was during that dinner

As she spends another ration of cash

On a movie about Venice or Rome in a pilot’s dream.

She hops out of the shower,

Brushes away the mist off the mirror to get a good look

At her breasts,

Then giggles off a laugh while she rubs her left nipple slow

And forceful

While he climaxes to a nude shot

From a porn magazine 

In his bathroom.

… three years roll on by … 

They both have

A

Good smile

Looking into the eye of mystery .. 

A child 

They brought into 

This world together

Costing nothing more than a lucky cent

And

Making

Italy stronger

Movies weaker

And masturbation

A

Lost revered activity.

