
I'd Like To Get Naked With You

I'd like to curl up with the lights down low, and the curtains 
drawn, and the blankets close. Because you are kind and 
strong in the ways that I want and need, and it would be 
nice to be naked with someone, and I think I could be naked 
with you.

I'd like to slough off this costume: the boots, the skirts, the 
under-things. This charade of responsible, sane adulthood 
is exhausting, and you know me better anyway. Let's be 
somewhere safe, and warm, and soft, and ditch everything 
scratchy and false. And you can touch my untanned skin, 
the doughy bits and the publicly obscene, and look on this 
body as it is, without flattering cuts or corsetry. I'm so 
rarely naked at all, you see, and it would be nice to be naked 
with you.

I'd like to pierce the base of my skull, and pull away this 
flesh. 
Extract myself from this skin suit, and give my limbs a 
stretch. 
My poor wings tucked away so long I don't know if they 
work, 
and starlight hasn't touched my scales since I landed to 
Earth. 
I want to shake my mandibles out, and bend my second 
knees. 
I'd like to show you everything my compound eyes can see.

Oh it's such a sadness, friend, to bend to mere taboo.
I think it would be nice, just once, to be naked with you.


