more to say

A couple 

Scraping the surface of ex’s

As

They drool from eye sockets with

Lust on how they’re going to have each other

And

The mixed-mashed ways of how it

Will taste.

Hiding their floundering ID’s

As

The evening becomes a borough of laughter and

Smoking in no longer 

A

Need.

The ring on the phone

Is

A

Languid croon.

Yes,

That’s all

They want

&

there’s 

nothing

more

to say.

