Love Slave

My love, my life, my master;

Each day I burn, I yearn for you!

Every step is towards you,

Everything I do is for you.

Am I obsessed?
Not YES, but Hell Yes!

My friends all think I’m fixated.

They think it’s unhealthy…

I can’t eat, I can’t sleep,

I can barely think straight…

I have no time for anything,

But at least I’m losing weight.

God knows, and I know,

You’re slowly sucking the life from me…

But it feels so good to be so drained,

As long as I can see you!

“Oh my love, my master!” I whisper in the night

as I toss and turn with insomnia at the thought of you.

“When will I see you again?

You come so infrequently!  I need you!”

You know how much I need you,

So I hear your voice on the breeze.

“Wait till Friday” you tell me. “I’ll be with you then.”

So I hurry through my week,

Every act for you, every thought of you;

And Friday never seems to come.

But then it’s here…and I stare at you,

The object of my obsession, my desire.

“Two hundred lousy dollars?” I inquire.

