QUIET PASSION
By Stephanie L. Jenkins

Here I go again, what was I thinking, forever friends? 
I do not know how this is going to end. 
I hope not like before. The pain, heavy rains, and tear drop stains.
I do not know how this is going to end. How can we just be forever friends?
When his Smokey brown eyes hold a multitude of lies,
 His smooth dark chocolate, bittersweet treats make my heart skip a beat,
Knocking me off my feet
 He brings the fire. He knows my secret desires.
Love, life, bright lights, blending into the nights, oh this feels so right.
He cuts off my air. Entangling his fingers in my hair, holding me there. Bringing on a quiet passion.
I feel my heart in this quiet passion.
Sensual curved lips create a quiet passion. My palms on his bare chest, I feel his heart in a
Quiet passion, like a new found fashion
He undresses my mind, I get lost in time. He is my escape from my every day.
I hope it won’t be sorrow as tomorrow is now today. 
I am afraid of what he has to say. His confessions have left me regressing remembering the past.
I want to fight but he is my kryptonite, as I get lost in this quiet passion.
His Smokey brown eyes hold a multitude of lies, his smooth dark chocolate, bittersweet treats, makes my heart skips a beat and knocks me off my feet. He brings the fire he knows my secret desires. This is my quiet passion.
Forever friend, can I say no before this begins a quiet passion
