Dreamscapes

I can still see you clearly,

Your face constantly replaying.

The sound of your voice,

Reverberating in my mind.

Echoing in my ears,

Like an angel whispering to me.

The wind on my skin,

Reminds me of your breath as we slept.

Close my eyes and I can still feel,

Feel your hands finding their way around.

The sensation of your kiss,

Both taking and filling me with energy.

The depths of your eyes,

Like bottomless wishing well,

That I want to toss my coin into,

And wish for them to swallow me whole.

To pull me inside and show me the mazes,

The windows and doors of this mental menagerie.

The vacuum of your love draws me in deeply,

Yet this is all just in dreams.

Until that day I shall never want to wake.
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