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I close my eyes

With the feeling of passion

Heating my veins.

I picture scenes

From the previous eve

Hands grazing secret places

Whispered promises in the moonlight

Sweet nothings kept silent

Gentle moans

Echoing through darkness

Heat building

Beads of sweat

Burning flesh

Biting

Scratching

Faster

Harder

More

My eyes fly open

Knowing I shouldn’t continue

So I sit here

Kneeling upon the carpet

My eyes at the door

I hear the ticking

Of the clock;

Slowly,

Time passes by

Haunting me

With it’s creeping

I wait

For your image

Inside the doorway

