             Come Drift Upon My Cloud.
If I floated to your window on a soft white cloud and beckoned you to come into my open arms, would you then join me on a moonlight flight? Soaring high into the heavens embracing romance without a second glance. 
Would you hold your heart to mine hearing them beating in a roaring rhythm that resounds like thunder throughout the heavens?
Perhaps a gentle kiss or two that would light the sky from the electricity. Our lips joining creating a beautiful display of lightning, setting the earth a glow below. 
We could float for hours, days or weeks.   Everything around us would be blurring, we would be without a care, nothing to distract us except a passing shooting star to guide us on our journey. Now my sweet one lay your head upon the soft cloud pillow next to mine and let the same dream be thine.
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