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Sometimes,
Your lid closes tight. 
I twist to the right, 
Clockwise,
As I fantasize,
Forgetting the direction 
You desire,
The caress
You need
To open. 

Floating in the separation
Of amber gel encased,
Near yet so far 
Outlines of your figure, traced,
Closed up 
In a mason jar. 
If I knock on the glass,
Will you let me in? 
Can you hear me in there?
I’m ravished. 

My toast is bland,
My tea, bitter,
Without a spoonful of
Your sticky, gooey, dripping 
Nectar. 
Your stores,
Buzzed and golden,
The Queen’s burden and gift,
Is a temple but few 
May enter...May I?

The taste of your honey
Is drool down my lips
As memories 
of our petals
Intertwined 
Melt me like butter
On toast 
Awaiting a drizzle,
The final touch 
To perfection. 

And yet still I clamor
To open 
My sweet honey jar
From afar. 
Twisting right
And tightening,
Using force
Against what’s needed. 
Left, to loosen,
Obvious solution. 

Fortune is knowing
That I learn you quickly, 
Sweet honey jar. 
Your quirks,
Your simplicity,
All so generously near
If I simply choose to hear
That you’ll open for me, 
And let me devour,
At will. 

Sometimes, 
My sweet honey 
Drips down my nipples,
Erect,
Like liquid sunshine. 
The lid,
Cast aside,
No cover or care
Knowing that each drop
Will be ravished and adored. 

Sometimes,
I must leave you
On the shelf,
Closed with your
inward looking 
As I move on cooking. 
Perhaps a man 
Can open you
To trust. 
As you’d have it. 
 
Sometimes
I wonder 
Who will label 
Me theirs. 
Put a title on their jar,
“Riddle’s Honey”,
And give me full access
To drizzle 
To nuzzle 
To open at will. 

For now,
The jar of honey
On my counter 
Is mine. 
Purchase with agreements,
Clean and simple. 
I drizzle it down 
My nipples erect
Alone and whenever
I choose. 

And I give no meaning
To the lonesome feeling
Of the cold on the other side
Of the bed. 
You’re far away,
But home is here 
And my sweet honey jar 
Is more like a friend
Who gives not
Her fullness to me
To tend. 


