‘Murderous Tits’, it read,
caught my eye.
Intrigued, as mine have never been.

Remembering Romaine in form 3A  
who wore her vest for extra support
under her bra, at 13.

A lover did once say,
‘You could hang a coat 
on those’ (… nipples).

But I prefer to remember you.
No man could come close
 to the hold of you.

Gripped 
by the pull of your gaze,
strong enough to raise a tide.

You gorged the flow,
channelled my thoughts
to such precious places.

I held the world in my arms, 
you, my little finger,
furiously focussed on yours.
Having caught their prey
the murderous tits consume the 
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