Venus Rain



You are the open wound

The scab I can't stop picking
The infection 1 always think
Will heal from bleeding







From the inside
From one to another
Never trust an addict
T he obsession is always

Their first lover




1 always thought 1 was dying
Repeating the only thing 1 learned in physics

T hings tend to move towards greater entropy

If you leave it gets worse
The only thing 1 have left is words

So please write back to me






My words hurt

1 talk in spades * % A
And walk around DY T
With a mouthful of razor blades ¢ bl
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Bite me out

Scream me out

Am T apretty "%
boy?

Do 1 seem i 3
softer broken?

Am 1 quict enough?

Mysterious enough? o
Do 1 look like him? A

4
e gt -
: 3
o L5
s BN e A
: ‘:1.%5 -3 : » S
A I a ¥y
X3 - P Iy
. - . o b
k] 5 s 4
_—l_ ‘)'J_ o,
ke !- -
o f W T

. s L e e
B 1ok it e sy

e

a7 4 ) A ;
et LR | S A y " s 1--

B :’r /f g i A -,} ;
c‘ i i g ‘ . =Ty A s

Do you
want to
grow up
with my
broken
boy
alcohol
poisoning
messy
hair sex

toy?



