Little black dress

The morning after, it threads through her

day. She sees spaghetti straps tangle 

in the silhouette of trees, satin shimmers

on the rain-slick pavement, a hemline 

skirts the street between telegraph poles. 

On the tube, a stranger brushing past

sends her back to when it slithered 

over her skin. She can still feel its touch, 

longs to be home sliding into darkness. 

She runs her hands over the seams, 

feels fingers interlace with hers and lips 

rest against her neck. Each night

she is caught – held close

until it falls into shadow on her bones.
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