giving into dreaming, falling

seeming

to join with predetermined ease

erasing pain as colors bleed 

and fall onto the sheets 

fires burning (I might connect these lines to join rather than break the idea of this submerged heat, which can be a strong, impossible, but lovely image of controlled power) underwater 

dancing senses 

getting sharper 

perceiving the unseen 

keenly known (I thought this might break up the –ing verbs, but I also thought it created some sense of familiarity with this emotion; this poem is not much about finding footing, but it might be smart to establish some relationships here)  blood-flow 

from the eyes into the smile (that’s a very sharp line.  I had to read it a few times, but this is rather clever for what is following a fairly primal approach to this interaction) 
smelling fear 

trusting (here I might actually think it would feel more natural to use the –ing verb) in passion 

lasting laughter could have been 

but stronger urges 

from within

will carry a night full of air we can breathe (for me, a lot of this poem was based on senses, but you don’t have anything truly tactile here; you have a lot of visual and even a direct reference to smell—you also have a good audio image with lasting laughter (though the cutting quality of the short lines or the “easing erasing” sounds here with your overall conscientious word selections are all sound related—what’s missing here is, I feel, missing from this last line.  After so much ambiguity, I wonder if it’s strong enough at the end to retain still a pretty high level of mystery.  I remember in your short story, you had a pretty stark object in the end that work well; something like that might be cool here—something very physical, but has some texture to it that can carry the night some other way and avoid the internal image of breath at the end.  It be worth is to refer back to the blood of earlier—it’s thickness could be both primal (in fitting with what the poem achieve by using so many active verbs) and its viscosity could be felt by hands in the poem or in the mouth.  For me, this last line is still a shade on the vague side, which was unexpected given how driven this poem was towards taking down a prey or something here, which was a good fit for how the poem is laid out.  Stylistically, I prefer poems with more end stops made with punctuation, but this works well here.  I sort of like how this builds tension and uses a lot of sense imagery; it creates the sense of a hunt via the visuals, but makes it more civilized with the more familiar sounds of laughing; it was a nice mix of feral and possible—like an unpredictable predator that is forced to operate in commonplace or civilized setting.  Another strong poem, Justin—I think your keenness for word choices lends itself well here—thanks for sharing this piece with me.
-TXF
