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 Part
1

 


Come gather 'round, friends, let me
tell you the tale

Of the work and the sorrow of
Jason

Who, when in his youth

Sought pleasure, not
truth

Not knowing the pain he'd be
facin'.

 


When he was a boy, saw a comic book
ad.

His paper-route money did he
send

For a powerful toy

That fascinated the boy:

It offered power without
end.

 


The ad he had found, it boasted of
dreams

Made true from just a small
trinket.

A few words he would
say,

To induce all to obey

The hypno-coin, or so he did think
it.

 


Thanks to the boasts: what the coin
could achieve

He lost not a minute, to buy
it

He sent off in a flash

All his hard-earned cash

For a power he couldn’t deny
it.

 


He eagerly sat by the post box by
his home

‘Twas the summer of his
discontent

Many weeks he did wait

It came on week eight.

For now everyone would know his
intent.

 


The box it sat there, neatly
wrapped up in paper.

He heaved a deep sigh of
elation

‘Fore getting his
prize,

Did not realize

What would soon be his
indignation.

 


He gathered the token, looked at
its design.

Inside of his palm he did hide
it;

Walking out of his home

Seeking someone to own.

But who? He knew fate could decide
it.

 


 


 


I add that at his age, his mind was
quite green

He sought status and cash, nothing
more.

For what else was there

To a young teen to care

About finding other things to
score.

 


He walked for a mile, perhaps a bit
less

Towards a popular hang-out for his
peers

At Luigi’s they serve

Pasta plates with verve.

If you are of age, they will serve
you beers.

 


Just outside of the door, Jason’s
smile grew wide

When young Jennifer he did
spy

She stood there alone,

Talking on her phone

And he knew he should give her a
try.

 


His heart it did pound, as he
watched her discuss

The day’s issues with persons
unknown.

She cursed and she swore

Of problems galore.

But he waited ‘til she was off the
phone.

 


He strode up to her, confidently
assured

That soon she would do all his
bidding.

He told her that soon,

Her mind it would swoon.

She laughed, gasped, and then said,
“You’re kidding.”

 


He scowled for a minute and shook
his head no.

He showed her the coin in his
hand.

He told her to stare.

She brushed back her
hair

But she would not give in to
demands.

 


She was not so rude, as to tell him
to leave

For he had in the past helped with
science.

She asked what she saw,

He hemmed and he hawed

Before telling her about this
appliance.

 


 


 


 


 


Once more she did laugh, I’m
telling you now

For she couldn’t believe what he
owned.

Jason, of all folks

Knew not of this joke?

He just blushed, and stammered, and
groaned.

 


She laughed and she laughed as she
turned away

And strode into Luigi’s
palace

He wanted to run

To hide from the sun

And now feared being looked on with
malice.

 


As it turned out, Jennifer did not
speak

To anyone else of this
shame

But Jason did swear

In sun’s fading glare

That he would someday win this
game.

 


He paced and he paced, hiding the
coin away

Never speaking of it or his
plans

At all, but he knew

When older he grew,

All folks would give in to his
demands.

 



 Part
2

 


So I’ll tell you, friends, we’re
now ten years beyond

The greatest shame of Jason’s
youth

He hasn’t forgot

The coin is worth
naught:

But now he can manipulate
truth.

 


Jason never forgot what he’d spent
and he’d lost:

In a box, the coin was well
hidden.

He’d hoped that someday

He would find a way

To enable it to do as it’s
bidden.

 


So he constantly sought to improve
the design

Using wires and lasers and
chips.

Mechanical skills

Would someday yield
thrills

When the coin’s powers he would
someday flip.

 


In college he learned all the tools
he could use

T’accomplish what some might call
magic:

To make the coin work:

The ultimate perk

Should gain triumph from acts once
called tragic.

 


Once he had finished his schooling,
he found

For residing, his very own
place

In the coin he installed

Some bearings from balls

Microchips, a laser on the coin’s
face.

 


He spent days working and tweaking
designs

Before hazarding but one
try

On his youth’s mistake.

Mem’ries he would rake

Symbolically helping to
fly.

 


At last! He was ready! To his
workshop he strode.

With the coin and additional
fixings,

He paused and he sighed

Then cracked the coin’s
side

Before working electrical
mixings.

 


 


 


 


 


He laid the coin down upon his
bench

As we wiped the sweat off his
brow

He wore jewelers specs

Thinking about sex

And cash and limitless
power.

 


All those would be his, should he
make the right fix

He banished bad thoughts far
away

And focussed upon

The task to be won

He’d use it, of course, soon one
day.

 


He labored for hours, seeing naught
but the coin

The flickering shadows on the
wall

By his torch were cast.

Knowing not of how fast

His labors had followed their
call.

 


By dusk it was done, he held it
aloft

And laughed from a madness
within.

That decade old ad

Would not make him mad

When he thought about its path to
sin.

 


It soon would be time to test out
his work

But first he decided to
shower

He’d wash himself clean,

Go out on the scene,

And then make use of this
power.

 


Whilst he cleaned himself in the
fog-shrouded mist

He thought about whither to
travel

He thought of his need

To release some seed

And some silly minds to
unravel.

 


Once cleansed, he retrieved a towel
to dry,

And dressed himself all in
black.

A night on the town

Would yield him a crown:

The king can not trump the
jack.

 


 


 


 


 


He called his friend Gary, in hopes
to depart

For a night of revelrous
fun

But Gary had plans

With a lady named Ann

Those two could not add on
one.

 


He next called to Steve, his hopes
still quite strong

The phone Steve didn't
answer.

After twenty one rings

He hung up the thing

And figured he'd try one more
chancer.

 


He then called his brother; he knew
what Ken wants:

Ken revered the female
form

In naked beauty.

They sought out booty

At the club called Urban
Storm.

 


Jason scowled a bit but then he
felt

That this might prove a
virtue:

Here to find women

Naked, not swimmin',

You knew that they would not hurt
you.

 


I'm telling you, friends, that they
drove to the club

Where they each paid their
admission

They watched the girls
dance

Jason pondered plans

To get one to join in
submission.

 


Both brothers watched the dancing
girls' acts

As a child might watch a
rocket.

They felt nothing wrong,

Amidst pasties and
thongs.

Jason thumbed the coin in his
pocket.

 


After an hour of watching and
tipping the girls,

Jason yearned for
enslavin'.

He took up the chance

For a private dance

With a comely young vixen named
Raven.

 


 


 


 


 


Raven undressed and put on a
nightgown

Before taking our hero's warm
hand.

Led him to a room

‘Twas dim without gloom

She bade him to sit where she'd
stand.

 


Once settled, she told him the
rules,

She couched it more like a
request:

It might not be much,

But he could not touch

Her anywhere, especially her
breasts.

 


He took his hands from his pockets,
resting them on his knees

She towered above him and
swayed

She wiggled her hips

And then licked her lips

As he considered the game to be
played.

 


She bent down low over him and
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