her rusty spring

Her name is Livony .. 

She climbed onto 

The

White rocking horse in her old lover’s

Basement and

Took it for a ride .. 

He’s upstairs mixing up

Some drinks .. 

As she rocks slowly back and fro,

She closes her eyes and

Imagines that 

Soft flow of 

Orgasmic love

Going over 

And about the goose bumps of flesh

That has engulfed her body .. 

As her head rocks around slowly,

She starts getting

Pure animal thoughts that 

Overwhelm her mind .. 

It makes her climb off the horse

And

Begin tearing her clothes off like

A

Nymphet high off the smell of her own sweat .. 

Upstairs,

The young man finishes mixing the drinks

And goes for the door leading downstairs .. 

Downstairs,

The young frothy, beauty

Climbs back on the horse and begins doing her

Act of tricks on the horse 

Creaking

Slow

Fast

Last

First .. 

Once he makes

It down into plain view of his beauty,

He spills the drinks

In a fixated rush that 

Surveys the globe of her beautiful world

Going

Around

Round

Around

On this silent, white horse.

They lock eyes .. 

He 

Lays down the drinks 

With

Thoughts of 

Nothing but

Pure debauchery going down soon

Before the

White, inanimate 

Horse

On 

A

Rusty spring

As the spark in

The old lover’s lives

Soon begin to ride the 

Proverbial pony again.

