succubic ballad of overdone poetry

(Todestanz für Sagana?)

Begone! dark Overfiend thou art...

of gorgeous female shape of fire...

wroughtst havoc in my lonely heart...

to satisfy thy sick desire...

since aeons hast been bound alone...

by heavy chains of octiron...

hooked into skin and flesh and stone...

no light shall ever fall upon...

but pain hath never broke thy will...

nor loneliness thy scorching hate...

and even time hath failed to fill...

your brain with fizzy lemonade...

and lo and furthermore behold...

the earth is trembling from thy screams...

of rage, despair and hate so cold...

of painful lust and darkest dreams...

before mine very eyes your pain...

behind me, hiding, lurk The Shadows...

and from thine eyes the tears in vain...

fall on the burned and dried-up meadows...

those eyes so full of hate and sin...

the hot, seducing flesh of thine...

thy soft and smooth and blood-smeared skin...

sends icy shivers down my spine...

the times to come will show no mercy...

for I'm the only one, who will...

(I couldn't find a rhyme on 'mercy'...

oh please, forgive my lacking skill)...

now unchained by my soothing hands...

still scarred and bleeding, dance with me...

through wasted, black and endless lands...

we swirl towards infinity...

but in mine arms thy story ends...

deceased thou drift away from me...

I thank you for this final dance...

as Death himself embraceth thee...


Lord Zylochros, der lächerliche Maulwurf
