
 

 

Beautiful Corpse 
 

Every date I go on is dissected 

as though the spirit of Dahmer 

has been resurrected in my mind, 

even though I was eleven when he died. 

Each final kiss an opening 

for a chloroformed love letter 

written in the drag marks through 

a wooded wilderness, 

signed in blood and finished 

with a decapitated head 

as the final period. 

 

I cannot look at a naked body 

without seeing the lines of the autopsy 

I want to perform across its 

barren landscape. 

The pretty face that initially drew my attention 

shattered beneath my fist. 

There is no beauty that I cannot 

rearrange with my bare hands. 

If butchers are meat artists, 

then I am a meat poet, 

reducing beauty to its purest form 

without changing its structure. 

 

I have a thing for the poet Ocean Vuong. 

Each time I hear him speak, 

I want to shut him up with my cock. 

Silence those beautiful words 

with an erection so solid 

it would shatter his teeth. 



 

 

Blood and cum could be the inspiration 

for the next poem he will never write. 

Whilst riding his ass, I’ll stamp down 

on his hands as I orgasm, 

crush them to dust so that they can 

no longer create the beauty they desire. 

Broken fingers like the broken cocks 

of Greek statues. Adonises 

with a secret lost to fantasy. 

 

Self-made, this boat is not looking 

for a port to settle. 

A relationship is not the end goal. 

An archipelago of asses, islands of flesh. 

I’m not dating guys for their brains. 

A drill and some battery acid will render 

a sexy man into a sleepy-eyed cum dump, 

silent in their servitude. 

Sex is not about them; it is about me. 

My pleasure in their beauty, 

or rather the destruction of it. 

The destruction of innocence. 

 

A body floating in the crook of a river bend. 

Naked and bloated, 

coloured black and blue. 

An exotic water lily flowering 

with the scent of decrepitude. 

The beauty of life is its decomposition. 

Like Ocean Vuong wrote: 

On Earth we re briefly gorgeous, 

but in our decay, we are exquisite. 

In our deaths, we become angels 



 

 

before returning to infinity. 

 

With my hand around your throat, 

I want to see the light fade from your eyes 

as I shoot life up your ass. 

The circle only ends 

when you sow seed into dead earth. 

A kind god creates beauty, 

a wise one destroys it. 

An honest person knows 

even the ugliest pig 

can become a beautiful corpse. 
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