Undress Me
Would you like to,
tear this shirt off,
with a vigorous,
tug of prose; my,
pants are waiting,
for a line of poetry,
to slide this zipper,
down and expose;
a dirty haiku or,
limerick will be,
more than enough,
to remove the lace,
and the frilly stuff,
from my hips and,
shoulders alike; are,
you catching my,
drift; I just want to,
be undressed and,
bare beneath the lust,
and love of your hand-,
crafted words that I,
have come to crave,
so fucking much.

