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Poetry 1


Times of Nonchalance

 


A Bit of Delight

 


Fatima is a big titted Arab bird with a stern
demeanour.

 


She works
at Dubai airport on customs.

 


It’s
Xmas.

 


And she’s
in a foul mood.

 


She’s
gotta do every damn day.

No time
off to be with her luscious lesbian lover Gonzala.

 


Munching
tasty pussy is better than airport work.

 


Hell
yea!

 


Even tho
she’s the tip of the spear, more important than a cop.

 


Fatima took her Xmas frustrations out on an English
traveller changing
jets.

 



Confiscated his dark rum;

 


no
liquids allowed.

 


I’ll
drink it off Gonzala’s hairy pussy.

 


Not meant
to drink but shh!

 


It’s
Xmas.

 


I’ll call
in sick and eat rum flavoured Arab pussy.

 


If they
fire me I’ll become a truck driver on a 20 ton rig.

 


Custom
work sucks.

 


I pity
the English guy, Bob.

 


No rum
for Xmas.

 



Mine!

 


 


 



Zumba

The Zeus
Pig goes Grrrr! And licks his arsehole. Then he gives you a big
fucking kiss. On your hairy lips.

 


Call yourself a man? You've a fair pair of tits there. Let
me suck them and gain insanity. As I become number two Zeus
Pig.

 


Nibble my
testicle you rogue trader. Cornholio goes Beavis and
Butthead.

 


Down the
toilet goes the shit Simpsons.

 


 


 



3G

You're as
green as grass. Green green grass. Grassing people up. He smells of
booze. She deals drugs, undercutting your sister. You're also a
fucking arse licker. Creeping up to the boss. Sticking your tongue
up his arse. Till is comes out of his mouth. You're worse than a
snake. At least a snake is biological in its bites. You grass up
people by choice. Green green grass. You told Staci to wake up.
She's more switched on than you'll ever be. She agrees with us.
That you're a grassing bitch. Every factory has a green green grass
like you.

 


 


 


Prepare
To Receive

To the
ones on my right I say this: Fuck you and fuck your dog. Good and
slow with a twelve inch strap on dildo.

 


Its black
high quality latex rubber sliding perfectly up your shaved
arse.

 


Enjoy the
feeling of your sphincter muscle being ripped to fuck.

Anal
penetration you fucking ponce.

 


Oh how
poetical, you get what's coming. Butt fuck style by the man in the
gimp mask.

 


One
penetration every three seconds.

 


When he's done with you, your dog gets it. He's not a pet
but an animal and your helper. You're both in my gun sight.

 


Prepare
to receive bitch!

 


 


 


D for
Desirable

What we
have is the capability to flirt. The talent to get anyone we
want.

 


But you want me. I want you. I've got you. You've got me. We desire
only one another.

 


 


 


Cheese
Tosser

Oh it's
good fun. You love fucking and wanking. The feeling of spunk
leaving your cock. A big orgasm zooming over you. Thru you. All the
way big man! When 'normal' people found out, it was mad.

 


Holy cow, this is real?? Or holy cheese with a cock hole in
it.

Yankee, mad, lives in Philadelphia. His crimes took part
there.

 


Don't fuck Phily cheese in England, you'll get
lynched. But in the
States, you're God.

Short fat bald men who fuck cheese, love you. You've a long
history of a special fetish.

Salute yourself for that. For years you wanted women to
wank you off with cheese.

 


How did this start?

 


Were you bullied as a kid and it just occurred? Were you
eating a cheese sandwich and it ended up on your cock? And went
from there? Did you really drive around, your kecks down, cock out
and cheese in hand, looking for birds?

 


That was caught on camera.

I take it you don't like men or you'd be a big hit on the
gay scene. Open-mindedness abounds there.

 


But you're the Swiss Cheese Pervert, 300 pounds of meat, who
solicits sex and wants to get it on.

 


You're
message to a lady on a dating site asked for your fetish: to be
masturbated with cheese.

 


This
isn't so bizarre.

 


Some men
have their bollocks nailed to a board, some women shop in Tesco's
with love balls up their pussy. Erotic couples go swinging. Are you
so bad?

 


The only
question is this... did you ever have a woman toss you off with
soft cheese? If so, is she like you, unique and a sexual
deviant?

 


Or the
next level in sexual evolution.

 


A cop who
knows you said: "And I believe cheese was on the menu, but I'm not
completely sure. If my memory serves me, it was Swiss."

 


 


 


Blue
Religion

I lifted
my T-shirt and held it over my nose and mouth, approaching
cautiously, every nerve singing. My new tattoo was on show to her,
I knew she'd see it. I felt alive, so fucking alive. This was my
penultimate moment. I saw her eyes. They were locked onto my new
tattoo, flicked over to the others. Up to my face, briefly. Over my
naked muscled torso. To my cock. Animal instincts roared through my
soul, at the deepest level. I knew she experienced the same. I saw
all her naked form, her entire body; she was perfect. I could smell
her, a musty indescribable smell I felt. Words limited it. We were
a metre apart. My throbbing gristle twitched. I started to sweat.
Body heat emanating from me, from her. My hand unclipped my
platinum black leather belt. My black leather Kevlar jeans smoothly
went south. She advanced upon me, one footfall. We kissed. Her
mouth was salty, of the ocean. My hand drew her waste to me. I felt
her mirror me. She felt so good, I did. Alive. Her hand moved down.
And gripped me. I almost fainted. Gently I pushed her backwards to
the low rock. Her smooth flawless legs opened and my fingers found
her most sacred place, entered. For minutes time stood still. We
both swam in the waves, descended to the depths, endured a summer
storm, defeated cold from the darkest ocean. We came together, our
body fluids like the sea. When we made love our circle was almost
complete. It was unreal, awesome, beyond desire. Seconds became
hours, hours years, years centuries, centuries eons. Continents
shifted. Finally it was over. She stood up and led me away from our
pre-nuptial rock, to the golden sand and into the silver water. It
was warm like her. Deeper, past our knees, past our thighs,
stomach, chest. A wave broke over our shoulders, I swallowed water
and coughed. She caught me and kicked out with her feet. I swam
too. We dived down into the depths to the abyss. Our circle
complete...

 


 


 


There is Nothing

 


Bomb Me

Goes together like a hand in glove, or
like a cock in a Durex up Hitler's sister's pussy. The brightest
candles burn the shortest yet brightest. And are remembered the
most.

 


 


 


Nancy Boyz

Send the Marines in... to the Blue
Oyster gay transvestite club. Alpha males all getting it on. With
each other and the other high class clientele. Handbags at dawn
with house bricks in.

 


 


 


Miss

Of lavender skies I dream. Scent of
Juniper, summer serenity. I'm here with you, evermore. No more
tomorrow's forsaken. Here today Cirrus clouds lofty.

 


I see the hill side; steep, jagged,
stunning. Purple rocks, exposed Earth's soul. Green blood flows
thru her. Alive like you, sexy as a nymph. Her cave is narrow;
tight cunt.

 


Beauty abounds. Let us fly together,
ascension. Making love ethereal empyrean. Unbound of strife and
stress. Eternal infinite love.

 


 


 


Serial Bizarrists

There were two gay English chavs living
in France. One was called Bill, the other Kev. They liked to fuck
about in a mad way. For example, Kev loved being bitten by
mosquitoes. He got such a thrill from picking the bites.

 


The blood ran red in rivulets down his
back.

 


Then he wore a designer white shirt. It
was a hideous look. Bloody stains all over the expensive fabric.
When he took Bill for a meal, people gawped in horror. Not just at
Kev and his bitten body with ruined shirt.

 


They stared at Bill and the way he
walked. Or hopped. He only had one leg, the other was a stump.
Ending below the knee.

 


Indoors, Kev was a stump sucker. He
sucked Bill's stump so erotically. Then Bill stump fucked Kev up
his hairy English arse with his limb. Lots of KY Gel helped gain
traction. It went in and out in a nice smooth homo-erotic
movement.

 


Kev was the real man, Bill was the
bitch. So girly with his red hair, waxed chest and slim body.
Together, they were the serial bizarrists.

 


Keep an eye out for them in a gay bar
near you.

 


 


 



Shadow

Over
shadowed by events.

You
wanted to take your wife out to dinner.

It never
happened.

She
caught you in bed with her brother.

Now your
marriage is ruined,

you won't
need to buy the jeep

and your
house belongs to her.

 


 


 


Older
Lady

There's
an older woman who lives over the road. She's blond and really fit.
Likes working out. Wears leggings, sexy boots and looks good in a
summer dress. Her son is eighteen. I bet his mates want to fuck
her.

 


Imagine
if she obliges? Sucking and fucking each and every one. And
enjoying it. I'm eighteen and one of them. Can I go
first?

 


 


 


Lick My
Balls

My balls
are all sweaty in my shorts. Come and lick them. If you do it long
enough I'll cum. Then you can lick my bellend. Do that till I cum
again. It does feel good. You licking me down there. I really like
it. I know you do. Keep on licking baby. It feels so damn
good.

 


 


 


May
Girl

I went
into the jewellry shop to sell my mum's jewels. I saw you there,
looking like the Goddess of Spring or like you'd been to a wedding.
Your hair tied up and flowers in it.

Wearing a
white top, so Art Noveau.

 


Faint
hint of make up, torquoise eye liner, red lipstick. Stylish black
mini skirt, the right length. And your legs... legs of a Goddess.
You remind me of my mum, when she was young and pretty. Her image
caught in old photos.

 


You
confirmed that not all local girls are nasty.

 


 


 


Two Men,
One Girl

Your
lover's eyes are there imprinted within yours.

Hiding
inside where I should be.

Only you
two know what it was like.

Your time
together before the morning after.

Would it
be the same if I was there too?

Like a
high class threesome.

Twice as
intense.

Or
enjoyable like death?

Taking
quite a path to get there.

 


 


 


22 Pesos for
Sarah

The blond man slept with
the blond girl. Don't you know that the blond man used to be a
girl? The one called Sarah. He/she never changed her name. Now
he'll have his cock and balls removed and other bits put back
there.

 


22 pesos for
Sarah.

 


He's a unique individual
who's fucked guys and gals. Done this as both sexes. Think how
unique Sarah is.

 


22 pesos for
Sarah.

 


His blond hair is always
the

same. A rainfall of gold
waiting for her lover's touch.

 


22 pesos for
Sarah.

 


His op is booked, soon
he'll be a she and very contented. Why does Sarah keep changing
sex? Only Sarah knows. Unique lovely Sarah.

 


22 pesos for
Sarah.

 


 


 


Ultima Thule

 


Happy Moment

Oh girl you're gonna carry that. Carry
you to the bed. Throw you down on top. No covers needed. Got your
birthday suit on. See all of you. And I know you aint shy. Oh no
baby.

 


Think of the fun we'll do. No adult
descriptions or swear words needed. We know the score. What we'll
do. Our minds will record it. Erotic video camera in our heads. For
this is a one off event to be played back later.

 


Before then let us enjoy now. I'm here
for you baby. Party time my lady. My dear sister. This is our
secret. And your smile signifies the start.

 


 


 


Empiricals 1

We must never be apart. Learn the
lessons from before. Never go to a party alone. One too many beers
and so much can happen. I always get the girl. The sex can feel
great. How can it not? The realization of 'What the fuck have I
done?' That feeling when everything collapses. Like the collapse of
an empire. Learn the lessons of the past. For we still live in the
real world.

 


 


 


Empiricals 2

I've not worn these jeans in fifteen
years. I wonder if they still fit me? Do you still fit me? I
remember our first kiss on our first date. I wore these jeans then.
They hugged my figure like paint. I knew you liked them. You liked
taking them off me so you saw me naked. Never mind what came next.
That was a decade and a half ago. The jeans still hang in my
wardrobe. They were here a lot longer than you.

 


 


 


Fire Extinguisher Man

Fire extinguisher man has a 12 inch
black cock. It's like a well oiled piston. And never fails to
satisfy. He likes to seduce men's wives who aint getting any. The
ladies love his fireman's outfit. He loves their pussies. Enticing
them with his fine physique. He laughs when he thinks of their
stupid husbands. Meet fire extinguisher man. He'll hose you down
with his collection of extinguishers. That big black cock will be
your rocket.

 


 


 


Stalin and Joe

Imagine if Uncle Joe was gay. That his
lover was called Joseph. Joining Stalin in bed when he should of
been dictating. Not signing death warrants but making love. Kissing
his lover all over. Gobbling him off, being reciprocated. If Stalin
was in a meeting and had cum on his jacket, would you comment?
Catch him in a good mood, he'd blush. If bad, lose your head. But
let's not be dark. Think of Uncle Joe crouched on all fours. Do you
grin as he takes it up the butt? He seems to be enjoying it. Stalin
being shafted by Joe. Up his bright red arse. Tractor
style.

 


 


 


Booka Booka Bank

Oh that bank is the booka
bank full of wankers. They have ashtray hearts. Cryptic talking
bastards. Give me my cash. It's mine, not yours. I want it before
there's another global crash. I'm not primitive. I'm a 22nd Century
Cadillac guy. So wise up and play the white man. Pass me the money
ball. It's about me, not you. Where would you prissy office staff
be without Yankee Joe? You're being spoil sports icing up my card
and burning my cake. How will Jimmy pay for his new tank? You lazy
staff in the booka booka bank. You can join the bloodclot ish man
and get fucked by Fire Extinguisher Man and his big black 12 inch
cock. Bend over you bankers!

 


 


 


Love Pumper

When does Fire Extinguisher Man become
the Love Pumper? When your wife tells him that YOU don't satisfy
her no more. He pops round when you're in the garage fixing your
motorbike. Silent as a wraith Fire Extinguisher Man waves at dear
wifey and leads

 


her to your bed. Unbelievably slowly he
undresses her. Holds her close, smiles and kisses her. Makes her
feel loved and wanted. Sensually tickles her so she does THAT
laugh. The one YOU never hear. Then Fire Extinguisher Man unleashes
his

 


ADVANTAGE: a big black 12 inch cock. We
know where he got it from. He lets YOUR wife touch and caress it,
explore it. Then when she's ready, he places it inside her pussy.
Bit by bit till all 12 inches are inside. And delicately makes love
to YOUR wife.

 


The neglected wife you don't satisfy
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