

    
        
          All Out of F***s

        

        
        
          Davey Barton

        

        
          Published by Davey Barton, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALL OUT OF F***S

    

    
      First edition. April 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davey Barton.

    

    
    
      Written by Davey Barton.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

All Out of F***s

Awakenings

The Ballad of Basil the Basilisk

The Tale of Lightning McCum

The Tale of Lightning McCum:

Cunnilingus

The Swinger’s Little Book of Manners

Fellatio: A Triad of Ecstasy

FFM

The Ballad of Floppy Frank

The Lament of Little Lenny

MFM

One Last Night

Sexting

Sexting 2... Couplets

Satan’s Revenge (or The Widow’s Comeuppance)

The Widow & Satan: Hellraising Duo

The Husband’s Gift

First-Time Jitters (or: How Not to Panic When Everyone’s Naked)

The Ballad of Aberdare

The Ballad of Old Aberdare

The Wild Lovers of Cwmaman

The Ballad of Gwen and Dai (Final Verses)

The Lovers of Cwmaman

The Yielding of the Rose { An Homage to the Story of O}


History of Erotic Poetry 

Erotic poetry traces the intertwining of desire, art, and language across human history—it’s as old as civilization itself, evolving alongside shifting cultures and moral codes. Here’s a concise overview of its progression:

Ancient Origins

The earliest known erotic poems come from ancient Sumer, around 2000 BCE, celebrating the sacred union of the goddess Inanna and her lover Dumuzid. These works blended sensuality and spirituality, seeing sexual love as divine. Similar themes appear in the Song of Songs from the Hebrew Bible, which praises mutual passion between lovers.

In ancient Greece, poets such as Sappho of Lesbos and Straton of Sardis wrote intimately about love, beauty, and desire—Sappho’s verses especially reflect a tender female gaze. Greek influence continued in Rome, where poets like Catullus, Propertius, and Ovid transformed eroticism into artful storytelling, combining humour, passion, and moral reflection in works such as The Art of Love and Amores 

Medieval to Renaissance

During the Middle Ages, eroticism persisted under layers of coded allegory. Persian poet Nizami Ganjavi’s 12th-century Haft Peykar intertwined romance and morality, while European troubadours and Italian poets like Guido Cavalcanti and Petrarch refined courtly love poetry—passionate yet idealized.

With the Renaissance, erotic poetry re-emerged more openly. Classical influences returned through poets such as Shakespeare, whose sonnets and poems hinted at sensuality and admiration for physical beauty 

eroticabyclohi.com

.18th to 20th Century

The invention of the printing press democratized (and scandalized) erotic verse. Works like John Cleland’s Fanny Hill (1748) became both popular and banned, marking erotica’s collision with censorship and morality debates 

Later poets, including John Donne, ee cummings, and others, explored sexuality with a new psychological and emotional depth, celebrating both spirituality and physical love.

Modern Era

In the modern period, erotic poetry has become more diverse and boundary-pushing, often reframing desire through feminist, queer, and cultural lenses. Contemporary writers blend bodily experience with identity, memory, and introspection—reviving the ancient link between sensuality and the sacred 

.Erotic poetry’s long history shows not just changing tastes in passion, but an enduring human need to articulate intimacy—where body, soul, and language meet.
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The summer heat pressed down like a lover who refused to let go.

The air shimmered above the cracked concrete of the backyard, 

cicadas screaming their relentless hymn.

He was twenty-one, still carrying the awkward weight of boyhood in his shoulders,

skin pale from too many nights behind a glowing screen,

glasses slipping down his nose as he pretended to read on the porch.  

She was thirty-eight, ripe and unashamed,

the kind of woman who had outgrown shame years ago.

Her name was Elena.

Divorced, loud-laughing, sun-kissed, 

with heavy breasts that strained against thin cotton tank tops

and hips that swayed like they knew exactly what they were worth.

She had caught him staring more than once—

quick, guilty glances at the way her nipples poked through fabric

when she watered the garden in the heat.  

That afternoon the thermometer kissed ninety-eight.

He was shirtless, sweat tracing slow lines down his narrow chest,

when she called over the low fence, voice husky with heat and something else. 

“Come help me with the hose, sweetheart. It’s tangled again.”  

He went, heart hammering like a trapped bird.

She wore the smallest denim cut-offs he had ever seen,

the frayed edges riding high on thick, soft thighs still glistening from sunscreen.

Her tank top was damp with sweat, clinging translucently to the dark circles of her areolas.

When she bent to pick up the hose, her ass cheeks peeked out, round and full,

a thin strip of white thong disappearing between them like an invitation.  

She noticed him looking. This time she didn’t pretend not to.  

“You’re always so quiet over there,” she murmured, stepping closer.

Her hand brushed his arm, fingers warm and confident.

“Ever had a woman show you what that pretty cock of yours can really do?” 

His face burned crimson. Words failed.

His shorts tented obviously, helplessly. 

Elena smiled, slow and wicked, and took his hand.

She led him through her back door into the cool dimness of her kitchen,

then straight to the bedroom where the blinds were half-drawn against the brutal sun.

The sheets were rumpled, smelling of her—jasmine lotion and warm skin. 

She pushed him gently onto the edge of the bed.

“First lesson, baby. Don’t be shy. Let me see you.”  Trembling fingers fumbled with his shorts.

She helped, peeling them down until his cock sprang free—

hard, aching, the head already slick with pre-cum, veins standing out against pale skin.

It twitched under her gaze.

She licked her lips.  “Beautiful,” she whispered, dropping to her knees between his spread thighs.

Her breath ghosted over the sensitive head.

Then her mouth was on him—hot, wet, velvet.

She took him deep in one slow glide, lips stretching around his girth,

tongue swirling under the shaft as she sucked.

He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily.

She hummed around him, the vibration shooting straight to his balls.

One hand cupped his tight sac, rolling gently,

the other stroked the base in time with her mouth.

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock.

“Look at you leaking for me already. So eager.”  She stood, peeling off the tank top.

Her breasts spilled free—heavy, pendulous, nipples thick and dark, already stiff.

She shimmied out of the cut-offs and thong, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair above plump, swollen pussy lips that glistened with arousal.

The scent of her—musky, sweet, feminine—filled the room. 

Elena straddled him, guiding his trembling hands to her tits.

“Squeeze them. Feel how soft they are.”

He obeyed, fingers sinking into warm flesh, thumbs brushing nipples until she moaned.

She reached down, took his cock in her hand, and rubbed the fat head up and down her slick slit,

coating him in her juices, teasing her swollen clit with every pass.

Then she sank down.  Inch by inch her tight, velvet cunt swallowed him.

She was soaking, burning hot inside,

walls rippling as she took every inch until her ass rested on his thighs.

He groaned loud, the sound raw and broken.

She felt impossibly wet, impossibly tight, gripping him like a fist made of warm silk. 

“Fuck, you’re big for such a shy boy,” she breathed, beginning to ride.

Slow at first—rolling her hips in lazy circles, grinding her clit against his pubic bone.

Her heavy breasts bounced with every movement, nipples brushing his chest.

Then faster, harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Her pussy made obscene, squelching sounds around his cock as she fucked herself on him. 

He lasted barely three minutes the first time.

His hands flew to her hips as pleasure slammed through him.

“I’m gonna—oh god—”

“Come inside me, baby. Fill me up.”  He exploded with a strangled cry,

thick ropes of cum pulsing deep into her spasming cunt.

She kept riding through it, milking every drop, her own orgasm cresting seconds later—

walls clamping down hard,

juices flooding around his softening cock as she shuddered and moaned his name.

But she wasn’t done.  

She climbed off, his cum already leaking down her inner thighs in creamy rivulets.

Pushing him flat on the bed, she swung a leg over his face.

“Clean me up, sweetheart. Taste what you did to me.”  He hesitated only a heartbeat.

Then his tongue was on her—hesitant at first, then eager,

lapping at the salty-sweet mix of his own cum and her creamy arousal.

He sucked her clit gently, then harder when she ground down with a filthy moan.

She rode his face shamelessly, smearing her soaked pussy across his mouth and nose,

fingers tangled in his hair as she chased a second, sharper orgasm.

When she came again, she flooded his mouth, thighs trembling around his ears. 

Later, when the sun had dipped lower and the room glowed golden,

she taught him how to fuck her from behind.

Bent over the edge of the bed, ass high, back arched,

she reached back and spread her cheeks for him.

Her pussy was puffy now, reddened, still dripping.

He slid in easily this time, hips snapping forward with growing confidence.

The view was obscene—her asshole winking above his cock as it pistoned in and out,

her heavy tits swinging beneath her, nipples grazing the sheets. 

He reached around to rub her clit in clumsy circles.

She guided his hand, showed him the rhythm she liked.

“Harder. Fuck me like you mean it.”  He did.

The bed creaked.

Sweat flew.

Her dirty talk poured out—

“That’s it, baby, pound that mature pussy.

Use me. Stretch me open.

You’re not shy anymore, are you?” 

He came again, buried to the hilt, groaning into her shoulder as he filled her a second time.

She clenched around him, milking him dry, her own release fluttering through her in long,

rolling waves. 

Afterward they lay tangled in damp sheets, the fan spinning lazily overhead.

His head rested on her soft breast, her fingers stroking his hair.

The shy boy was gone.

In his place lay a young man whose body still hummed with new knowledge—

the taste of her on his tongue, 

the feel of her cunt still pulsing faintly around the memory of his cock,

the scent of sex thick in the air like summer itself.  

Elena kissed his forehead, smiling.

“Anytime the heat gets too much, sweetheart... come knock on my door.

I’ve got plenty
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