THE HUNGER

By Vasyana

The mouth between my thighs

Without a tooth or tongue

An open hungry night

And in a natural way

Swallowed him slowly full

Massaging him with my walls

The sinews of my youth

Struggled to squeeze

Around the manly tower

The piston made me grease

In the surrendering trance

Keeping my back cheeks dance

At last he struck me deep

To make me moan and weep
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