Cinderella's Broken Verses

Dropout post-poney.
We are all caught in the illusion of someone from the past or from today.

Is this some kind of a trick?

Barely thirty, just brimming with academic venom, and so... So they have their fangs ready,
serene, ready to bite, informed by a book or two.
What they don't know is the number of times I've committed suicide.

(Ooh! She was too sad to ask. Her ass was too tired to be sucked.)

Patrick, a tribute from the past (a storm of other selves).

All sorts of acting out. (“Buck it up!”)
Social and professional suicide, familial suicide, existential suicide; name them!

She is not anymore than a line in your screen that you can erase.

Working in a knocking shop, new Cinderella with broken verses.

As for Patrick, my pimp.
As for Patrick, an engineer of my ass in a daily life of idiots!
When he licks my cunt with his gum, I'm his goddess of the night veiled herself!

The triangle was narrow when, above its fuzzy protrusion, a
full-size shark fin tattoo taunted the applicant.

* Ok

Ooh! Wind orchestra, string instruments and suddenly, a pause: The goddess veiled herself, be-
cause of her nude sibling the setting sky turned to fire, entirely red.

(From this crown a simple rose: In the Nyx's temple, Erebus entered.) And so, an antique orphic
harp rose!

As for him, she was too sad to ask.
As for Patrick the pimp, the engineer who pulls the strings of their absurd daily life... When she
gives him a blowjob, he is the veiled dildo of the night personified.

Will you predate my name? (Will you be older than my death?) Will you be older than it?
Will you be older than it?

Oh-oh-oh... Ooh!!

Now that she's addicted, she find herself too hooked to ask him:

“Is this some kind of a trick?”

Barely thirty, just brimming with academic venom, and so... So they have their fangs ready,
serene, ready to bite, informed by a book or two.

Ooh! She was too sad to ask. Her bottom hurt too much for him to suck it. (Suck it, and so.)
But what they don't know is the number of times she has com-

mitted suicide.

Ooh! She was too sad to as... ah aha!

Lyrics: Sally Peele and Lisa Frost.



