Touch No Touch

She knows how to pleasure
	and be pleasured as she begins,

Smiling, stroking inner thigh—
	dancing, delicate fingertips—

Eyes always locked—
	always, always locked

Knowing and making herself known

Through barely touching hands
	on chest, on belly,
	knees now straddling me,
		soft thigh on my hip—
		her lips smacking, “tsk-tsk,”
		whispering, “No touch, no touch”—
		fingers wag and hover, barely touching

My hands pressed flat on bed,
	body firm but spirit rising, rising,
	reaching, pulling up as she goes down.

Now mouth is touching,
	now lips are smacking, “tsk-tsk,”
	now whispering, “No touch, no touch”—

Then no sound, no whisper,
	only touch—

			soft touch,
			delicate touch,
			knowing touch—

The touch only noticed
when it has been touched and remembered

The sudden enfolding
	of this softest touch
	on shaft pulsing heart beat rhythm

Brings a rush of surprise,
	knowing a knowing mind is there
	who creates this sensation

That starts and stops and starts and stops—
	slow, fast, slow, slow, fast, fast, slow, slow, fast—
	tongue dance staccato on the tip,
	lips and tongue swirl down and up,
	touch and no touch,
	tsk-tsk, no tongue,
	only lips and mouth and knowing eyes--
	
Slowly she swallows without restraint.
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