YKK

by Powl Moore

I wos but o virgn boy, ot Butlns by the seo.

when I met on dder grl, who todk o skine to me

The flirting wos outrogeous, the lodks we shored intense
So much so T went to buy some condoms in the gents

I wos so excited, T thought wy jeons would rip

When she lunged towords wy SOIs , ondk yorked hord on the zip
RBut [indy wos frustroted ‘cos, the sod it wouldn't budse

I kod to feed her hunger with home—mode Devon fudge.

Con't they moke o decent zip, thot doesn't oxidise ¢
Why do zips $rom YKK bring teors to your eyes

Chorus

YKK, YKK, why ok why ok why

Dont you know T never pull, however hord T try
YKK, tell me why you sell so bleedin’ well

Yyou surely moke the fosteners Srom kel

When L_indy whispered softly, toke me home to bed
I Aoored wy Hondo Moped the, revs were in the red
She wonted wy helmet, the roin begon to ol

Lindy wos getting moist, thot wowldn't hurt ot oll
We got oll possionate, os (Lindy weipped wy floirs
But then wy bloody YKK got tonged with her hoirs.

Chorus
RBridge

L_indy blubbered weorily, this is oll down to fote
Youll koveto. find onother grl i you wowno Sornicote
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