Poem

They

by Vasyana

A sandwich I was made

By two attending sides

And rocked the tightening walls

I faced the two side drilling

They rocked me to and fro

Opening me like a pig

And that was a new crucifixion

Nailing inside my thighs

From forward and behind

But nails started bleeding

The white blood deep inside

The wounds that I enjoyed

The perspiring mud

In which I groveled and crawled

With a loathsome stink

The sticking of flow

Almost choked me to death

As a fly in glue

I drooled with desired

As he besmeared me

With the lustful grim

To wallow and welter

I swam again and again

In the defiling draggling

With open eyes and mouth 

And tongue sticking out.

