Sweet Dreams Love Letters

I dreamed of you again last night. We are standing in the center of  a room with floor to ceiling glass windows and its dark outside. There’s a fireplace lit in the center on one side of the walls of  glass. From the windows I can see a deck, further out sand and water, its a beachfront view. The only light in the room is coming from the moon streaming threw the windows.

Your standing behind me and you rub your fingers down the side of my arm in a gentle caress. My sense of touch is magnified a hundred time stronger. I tilt my head, close my eyes and allow myself to feel every soft kiss you began to plant on my cool skin. You start with my cheek and work your way down the side of my neck, each kiss soft and sightly wet, leaving a trail of heat with every connection. I can feel the heat rising all over my body. I whisper, “I love you.” The urge to touch your smooth skin overcomes me. I turn around and we are face to face. I’m drawn to your hands like a moth to a flame. I rub your hand in mine and interlace my fingers between yours. I bring your hand to my face an brush my lips across the palm, then the back side. I kiss your fingers and slowly slide your hand down my chin, my neck and to my breast. You run your hand down around my waist and pull me closer, we embrace each other for a time.

You grab my hand an lead me out a sliding glass door to the deck. There’s a warm breeze that blows through my hair and the sundress I’m wearing. You tell me to wait there and you go back inside. I watch you fix two drinks in glasses and you come back out and hand me one of the glasses. We sit down side by side and I lean over an kiss your lips….

I wake up and all I want is to do exactly what I just dreamed about and more.

I love you….
