She doesn’t know that I dream about her

How I imagine the feel of her hair

As I run my fingers through it

Or the feel of her legs wrapped around me

As I gently thrust into her.

She doesn’t know that I love her even more

In my dreams where she is a pure spirit

Than I ever could in real life.

In my dreams she cannot hurt me

With her snapping biting words of anger

Or the hard slap across my face

When I’ve frustrated her.

She doesn’t know I dream of better times

When we were in love

Because what we have now-this isn’t love

It’s not letting go.

Her arms are crushing me as I choke on her love

It’s harder and harder to breathe

She’s sucking the life out of me

With her fingertips.

