Seduction

When I stop to think
of the many ways a man seduces

4 woman,

I see it transcends to ey haven't I seen
_you before, or deep shines
in sultry eye contact.

Like yesterday at Kennedy airport
where my sexy limo driver insists
on being my chauffeur

for my one week in his big apple.

How nice: a warm welcome into the city

of my childhood, I think.

His seemingly foreign kindness
might have captured the insecure girl in me,
not the confident woman I've become.

Years earlier I might have
accepted this invite
or even an invite to his place,

but now, after child-bearing years
and many surgeries and pains
of ill-meaning lovers, I shudder when

I spot a copy of Maxim
pursed into the back seat pocket, followed
by his piercing glance in the rearview mirror.

I toss a brazen glance at the woman on its cover—
forty years my junior, still porting her own

breasts nestled between two proud shoulders,
while mine are fabricated on the ruins of breast cancer.

In disgust, I turn and look the other way.

-Diana Rabb



