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the way it is 

those small sounds you make 
so, well, soft I guess my flesh 
against yours curling up good 
and for a while we have been 
together yet perhaps not quite 
together but close enough to 
taste the fine wires that spark 
from your hair, the sleepy pull 
of dreams that spill over lips I 
kiss though not too hard lest 
you wake and find me wanting 
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