
Invaded 

Invaded my dreams, again

Dark hair and eyes

Sultry deep voice full of character

Shakes her head and laughs,

“You are late and still don’t know me well enough to love me”

I am confused in my dream

So familiar but I don’t recall ever meeting

I arrived late because I never intended to come

Dream of my confusion and good fortune

For a few minutes or hours in my sleep I am not alone

I can hear her laugh over the res of the party 

Drinking the drink she gave I am puzzled by contrast

Sitting in this watercolor world watching he move through the painting

Knowing I should leave and staying anyway

Her friends just catch casual glances

She is the only one I see clearly 

Most clearly when she laughs

I never realize we are playing a strange version of Marco Polo 

In my sleep I reach for all the comfort a longing lonely man can find

Pulling my dream close just to hear her laugh is the saddest sexiest thing I have ever done

Pulling her close because I can

I hope with all my heart 

She will invade my dreams tomorrow too

For the first time in my life, I don’t want to wake up.

