Chores

He scrubs soup-warm bowls

banishes garlic odor 

smiles if no one nags

We Swing

Upright bass pounds low

Cymbal slams two four two four

Beats hunger throb tease

Cold Feet

Ice blocks sneak beneath

blankets toasted by my heat.

I shiver. You melt.

Sunday Morning

Rain chatter holds us

under sweat-damp sheets. You play

in my hair, stroke curls

bent in brown embraces, and

trace the meeting of each lock.

Sunday Night

Bare nape of your neck

provokes my kisses. The dent

above your pelvis

seduces my fingers. Mmm.

Your silly laugh captures me.
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