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 Hot water on my toes

 the heart only knows where

 I’ve been what I’ve done

 the heavenly daughter

 the prodigal son

 Bourne of sin not of shame

 in the name and the same vein

 as Medusa, Hippocrates,

 Nile River, The Andes

 Mocha chino, rodeos

 paper Mexican flowers

 turn into moonlit

 walks on deserted beaches

 the tide slips up towards 

 our feet.  Gentle breezes

 timely sneezes, heart wheezes

 Stretching out towards you 

 and the heavens making

 stars averting gazes

 Your praises fall like

 gentle rain casting away

 my dazes.  I am not 

 phased.  I feel no pain

 it feels the same as

 it always does

 when I fall in love.

 Adam taking the first

 bite of forbidden fruit,

 tell the truth, play no

 games, play all the games,

 play in vain, sex in 

 the rain

 Drive to Mexico and 

 back again.

 Starry night wheels rolling

 hearts trolling, fingers 

 stroking thigh stroking

 fingers, rolling again.

 Clear night stars so bright

 feel all right end in sight

 pussy tight and willing

 so willing for your

 probe, your lobe, your

 wardrobe, never stopping

 to ponder what next, only

 living in present context.

 I am vexed by wanting you

 desire complete, would do you

 in the street.

 skirt high, panties down

 with a smile or a frown

 however you like it milk

 for you honey for me

 birds and the bees

 fruit trees ripen and 

 produce over and over

 again sweetening the 

 earth with their offspring

 yummy to taste delightful

 to hold, fragrant peaches

 beginning to mold?

 catch a cold, crease a fold.  Make it happen.

 Interlaken.

 Trips on a plane.  Trips by 

 train.  Diving down in the sea.  

 Coming up again.

 Dancing on borrowed

 time, spare a dime?

 Cast a line.

 Say my name.  Grow in fame.  

 Try to tame yourself

 before I enter you.

 Clean your house.  Be

 a spouse.  Wander off. 

 find our way home.

 nuts packed in Styrofoam.

 book on loan.

 sensual groan.

 One with the night

 two bodies make one.

 setting for shore 

 to alight in the lore

 of folk music and candlelight

 be bright, be witty

 be charming and then

 back into my arms, I grin.

 go for a swim.  Skinny dip

 Night tricks.  Iridescent

 waters, soul partners

 make a lick, Go for it!

 Be a kid or a kidder

 a dame or proselytizer

 be vain be mute

 be destitute

 No shame I bear 

 on you I stare

 pull out my chair

 Dine on duck on grapes

 no more wine, only dates

 Bringing us closer to ourselves 

 spiraling center

 a great offer-ing

 truly blessed

 your caress

 Slows me down speeds me 

 up I come, you erupt!

 Be mine for all of time.

