Embarassment

I keep forgetting I’m a full grown woman and guys will think that I’m hot
Went to answer the door wearing my shorts, full view of my legs what they got

Young in their twenties I reckon that age, their eyes flicked from mine to my feet 

I shut the door just an inch in discomfort and blush and upwards our eyes again meet

A smile flicked across the talking ones face and I wanted to close it and run 

So they gave me the leaflet they handed out and then their talking was done 

We both said thanks, our conversation was short and I went and hid my face in my hands

Embarrassment, warmth ran up my bones as I wondered how I looked in their sands 

From the words they spoke they were some kind of Christian, Jehovahs or maybe then again not 

They didn’t stay long, not sure what they thought, except that I’d lost the plot 

It was so funny and weird, like a line in the sky that swooped their heads down one go

Both in sync, at the one time, like a switch in their head set on woah 
Like they’d lost themselves, in one instant in time, forgetting how holy they were 

Caught up too late, the second was gone, prudence missed what did occur 

I don’t think they minded, not militant people, laughter hid under their skin 

As I read their minds, they read me back, got caught up with the lovely within
Think they felt sorry, like they knew where I was, sitting in sun out the back 

Removed themselves quick to let us get on with the silliness under attack 

