Rose Bud 


You enter the room.

From the distance
I see your black gown.

Closer you come
and my sight follows
the sway of your hips.
Then your eyes capture mine.

But my gaze is distracted,
and slowly my eyes 
drop to your collar bone.

Draped about your neck
is the bud of a rose
strung on a velvet ribbon.

This rose is deep red,
like that of fresh blood.

This crimson is set
against the ivory of your skin.

Your hand raises my chin,
and I once again look upon you.

Your fingers are soft,
and your touch is gentle.

I long to taste
the flavor of ivory.

Ivory warmed
by candle's soft glow,
which becomes dimmer
as we descend into another room 

