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Your fingers dancing around my navel

create pink and yellow cotton candy:

flavorless, but sounding of “fluffy.”

Your hands on my torso 

are that of a top sheet and a fitted one

of navy silk

gliding across the surfaces


of each other.

As you grope each breast,


they form into turnips,

and as you caress each thigh,

winter’s prime season


is trimmed with white cotton


on velvety red.

My neck is pierced

by jade green icicles of breath


that depart from your lips.

The dying embers (fading from red to gray)

are in the form of


fingertips

and they gently slide


across my parted lips

burning.

The brightest yellow of yolk

is folded in pure white


cake batter.

Two drops escape


a glass bottle


of almond extract

As two souls are

intertwined through


a kiss.

