Desire or Destiny


The bland taste of boredom entered her mouth as she yawned.  She’d been sitting in the same room for hours, refraining from actually doing something—anything—for herself.  Somehow food fell into her hands; desserts, questions and cards as well.  There had to be some purpose in it all.  If only she could figure out what if there was one at all.


The day went on and her heart grew colder with each degree the sun moved further to the “setting” position.  All she really wanted was for him to noticed her and pay attention to her friendship.  Wasn’t it?  Of course…not.  She desired so much more than mere acceptance and acknowledgement of her existence; she desired to feel the gentleness of his lips pressed upon hers.  She desired to feel him with her very soul.  His body was merely a hold for that beautiful soul that he tucked so sloppily inside.  He was beautiful anyway.  She wanted him anyway.  She not only wanted him; she felt that he was necessary for her to live life to the fullest.  Wasn’t he?  She wished to know; only she didn’t know the method to stumble upon such an answer if there actually was a way at all.


To alleviate the pain all the thinking was causing—or rather, the over thinking—she simply lay down.  Of course, it’s not as simple as that.  Many complex systems had to function within her body to cause the movement.  She was proving that she would succumb to the thought from some other thinker that she had been thinking too much.  She was laying down to dream of him again.  She knew she would.  Dreaming of him would make her happy.  Being with him would make her complete.  Wasn’t he her soul mate?

