Waiting

When you catch my eye I see extraordinary things.

Of glorious passions and enslaved hearts.

Controlling wisdom, pulling my strings.

I am where you want me, playing the parts.

Visions of angelic beauty and demonic will,

Demanding one’s attention through clandestine tricks.

I see you. I feel you. Oh, The chill!

That chill! It vexes my soul. Cold as the Styx.

Yearning for it! Burning for it. Enough is not enough.

I see it in you, but you hold fast.

Why do you taunt me? I need it rough.

Come to me, I need to be lambaste.

But alas, I wait still, for your warm embrace

On bended knee I wait.

See me now with abject grace!

See me not with a domineering gate.

For I, too, yearn for loss of will.

To give all unto you as you please.

I am on bended knee, waiting still

Until you give me your release.

