You Sang to Me
Her body, shine in the moonlight,

Of my mind, 

The water of passion,

Dripping from her lips, 

From her form,

As I reach out to touch her,

She fades from my touch,

As my heart calls out, to feel her skin,

So soft so pure, so sweet

To the touch,

To the taste,

I lick my lips and I remember the taste

That still dance on them.
How I long for that again, 

How her lips felt on mine,

The beauty and the love that pressed,

When we would kiss, 

When her heartbeat would speed as I would see her,

When I would say hello, the smile she gave

So freely, so beautifully

Her skin, her hair, smelling sweet, and delicious 

Eyes that would cause me to give up the world,

Her smile that makes my world

To stop spinning, to freeze in place
She moved to pick up the piece of my life,

And her sweet hands cut by the shards of my broken life,

Feel no pain, no hurt from this act,

Only caring, only hope for me,

I reach out to touch her, but she fades,

For she can not be mine, 

But yet she is with me, my dreams, my heart, and my soul

But I still see her body in my dreams,

The beauty of her form, 

Her nude form walking towards me, 

Passion and love in her eyes,

She touches my face, touches my body,

And in such touches my soul, 

And in such touches my heart,

Then I reach for her, 

And she fades, into the night’s dreams,

And I am left with just my self, 

And just my dreams… 

