
JARED’S LOWER LIP

Soft and succulent, luscious and firm
Beguiling, enticing, calling to me
A Siren’s song, Pied Piper’s flute
I dream of it asleep, awake
To touch it, caress it, kiss it
The tip of my tongue, breaths mingling
To draw it in, to caress it
To feel it against my own
Ah. Jared’s lower lip


