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Dedication

In memory of the Sunny VIII P-51
Mustang crashes. Dedicated to what happened at Grid ref SD 99902
11184. And also at the second location.
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Rain falls down here

Just like Manchester

Snow there now

 


 


 


She made ice

You made shoes

I made tattoos

 


 


 


Party

They all got it on and
partied

Putin the Dog rabidly danced

Assad the Poodle tongued his
balls

Erdogan the Goat buggered
himself

May the Cow licked a salt
lick

Trumpton was fisted by all and
sundry

Xi the Turtle asked where's his
daddy?

Then the world went boom.

 


 


 


Magic comes in many ways.

Ask Jimmy Boom Semtex.

His poems are magical...

 


 


 


Just who exactly is the

Hildendorf Turd Squirter?

He's maaaaaaaaaaaaaaaad!

 


 


 


Eye Tunes

Hear music

Read ebooks

Jimmy Boom Semtex’s ebooks

Not on itunes

Screw them

Rival sites…

 


 


 


Sall

Should I add my blocked Faceuk
friends?

Coz in a hundred years it’s too
late

Then they’re all dust

All my exes

Ex friends

Enemies

Etc

Etc

Etc

In my head now

Link open

Briefly

Samhain style

Then vacuum-packed.

Door closed for good.

 


 


 


Felicity

The worst thing about dreams

is that they can be

 


broken into a million
pieces,﻿ 

shattered forever...

 


Even more dangerous,

they can come true...

 


 


 


Good Riddance
Turd

Celebrate celebrate the passing of a
dictator.

Yahoo! Castro the mad man is
dead.

Cubans in exile dance in the
streets.

The revolutionary joins Che in
hell.

No longer alive and hating
America.

Being hated bitterly by
millions.

The turd that almost started
WW3.

Obama's saying 'After Castro' now plays
out.

With Raul Castro in charge we ask what
now?

Many revere Castro.

They don't include me.

He gave them free health
care.

While living on their paradise island
jail.

Under US embargo for fifty
years.

Direct flights and the right to buy
your house occur now.

What of the future?

Museum of a dictator.

Forget him and his legacy.

Good riddance Castro.

Join Saddam and Gadaffi in
hell.

Putin and Assad are to
follow.

 


 


 


GET OUT!

The impact should have broken both
men

GET OUT!

Both wings snapped clean off

GET OUT!

BF-110 fuselage spins down like a
top

GET OUT!

What the fuck happened?

GET OUT!

Pilot can't save his broken
bird

GET OUT!

Yells at the rear gunner to
jump

GET OUT!

Pilot gets clear of the vertical
fuselage

GET OUT!

Has a good chute

GET OUT!

What of the gunner?

GET OUT!

English madness Battle of Britain
style

GET OUT! GET OUT!

 


 


 


Wenus

The train was one of madness

Wenus Express exclusive

Driven by Satan and lover of
erotica

Oh that name

Weiner and penis

Express train to Lucifer

Phallic symbol to the coming
tunnel

Release and climax

They are home...

 


 


 


Bookish Sex

How many people who read

50 Shades got off while reading
it?

And spunked up on their
laptop?

Took it to the shop to be
fixed

Yes, a slight problem

Oh no, it wasn't them!

Six keys jammed with cum!

Nawty erotic ebook readers

Go get an openminded lover

Don't jizz up your computer!

 


 


 


Those clouds in that sky

That rainbow girl over there

 


 


 


GIRL!

Karin Ulbricht was just that

A girl

A rather nice German one

Prettiness aside

She was a student

All lazy?

No

Demonstrating in Leipzig that
night

All arrested and separated

Guys here gals there

No shots were fired

Nobody died

Tiannamen Europe avert

If not, Cold War divided world
now?

Just a Dresden girl named

Karin Ulbricht

Will she tell her story?

Cold War warrioress

Fearless?

Just a girl

On that 1989 night...

 


 


 


Suck-a-bum

The CEO of Ficklepage sucked me
off

I fell afoul of his rules when I posted
a rude poem.

Not being able to post, poke, message
or slander.

Now you can imagine that I was
pissed.

I went underground, dropping off the
grid.

I turned up with a big fuck off shot
gun at his house.

Whose house, you ask?

You know who.

You all use his social media site for
‘fun’.

Just like I’m part Swiss and French and
do that.

What’s that?

Shave my balls to chamber
music!

But that’s another story.

Right now, my loaded shotgun is pointed
at his head.

Who you ask?

The boss of Ficklepage.

He’s nibbling my bell end and tickling
my balls.

It feels oh so fucking good!

Don’t stop bitch!

I’ve a Bowden cable rigged up to blow
your head off.

Make sure you please me.

Or die.

Then unblock me so I can post this poem
and slander you.

You who suck me, named
Suck-a-bum.

Though you aint touching my
bum.

Just my cock, you blowjob shallow
bastard fake smug twat.

Then Eye Tunes is next.

An issue about a list…

 


 


 


Haiku by PJ Reed

Trapped in Aleppo

Haunted brown eyes hold no
hope

Twitters his goodbye

 


Haiku for the husband trapped in Aleppo
talking to the BBC believing that caught between the Russians,
Syrians and ISIS soldiers he had no chance of survival. His face
was heartbreaking.

 


 


 


Failures

A shared sense of humanity being
bombed, bloodied and killed.

People swear and turn away, so bad is
the cataclysm.

United Nations fails and
apologizes.

Still the killing continues.

 


Fighting equal to any in history for
the ferocity and evil carried out by all sides.

Assad the Poodle started it after
graffiti on a wall,

using chemical weapons and barrel bombs
on his own people.

The rebels were winning and victory
seemed possible.

 


Till a new evil erupted, Daesh devils
doing unsaid things.

Chopping off heads and spiking them,
blowing people up,

burning them alive, drowning them and
more.

Then Putin the Dog stepped in to save
his poodle Assad.

 


Enemy Neo Soviet jets bombed Aleppo and
killed thousands of innocents.

Russian lies filled the airwaves on
Putin’s propaganda organs.

RT and Sputnik bending peoples’ minds
and doing a Crimea.

Smoke and mirrors especially when
bombing ISIS even when none were present.

 


All terror groups were Daesh in the
Dog’s eyes.

What now in Syria after Aleppo has
fallen?

More killing, there are plenty of
bullets, bombs and killers to use them.

A world gone mad, short of World War
Three.

 


They say that people are Waking
Up.

Who are they kidding?

Still it continues.

Who is next?

 


Iran, Turkey, Saudi or
Egypt?

 


 


 


Shark Time

Events all mixed up.

Men in the water being eaten by
sharks!

From a ship that performed a secret
mission.

Taking atom bomb parts to
Tinian.

 


Mission complete, time to
fight.

Denied an anti-sub escort.

Death call for USS
Indianapolis.

Jap I-Class sub got her.

Good kill!

 


Hundred went down with the
ship.

Many more survived the
sinking.

Only to be lost at sea for 4
days.

Fish food, eaten by sharks!

 


A violent bloody death before their
mates.

Rescue did come but way too
late.

Unknown location of secret mission
ship.

Court martial her captain for being
sunk!

Jap sub captain said in Japan that
wouldn't happen.

 


Enemy sailors doing their
duty.

Jap sub captain wishes he sank the
enemy ship beforehand.

Before she delivered the bomb
parts.

Thus saving a hundred thousand
lives.

 


Enemies fight a total war,

Learn to forgive one another as
men.

But forgive themselves?

A message here for all
generations.

 


 


 


CX of the Year

I already know who customer of the year
2017 is and it’s only January 6!

This guy is a real schmooze and what we
English call a drip.

Only speaking vernacular and no
English.

Fuck me, is the dude French?

Those fuckers are known for
it!

Agincourt anyone?

 


CX of the year asks for a drink and
gets one.

But oh no he doesn’t want Pepsi, he
wants Cola.

When offered a large bottle, it’s
small.

And on the cost it’s a
nightmare!

This guy wants it for free.

Can you believe it?

 


Me, I’ve a living to make.

Keep the wolf from the door and pay the
damn taxman.

Then it comes to cigarettes.

He asks for Marlboro Lights and takes
them.

He walks two metres away and then comes
back.

No, I want Reds!

 


There you go mate.

Have a nice day now and come back
soon.

CX of the year 2017.

The person who teaches me to be
calm.

The customer is always
right.

 


 


 


Gasses

What if those things flying about and
touching my feet

are spirits and not
mosquitoes?

 


What if they have a message for
me?

Why do I feel so attuned
now?

Is this real or just me?

Do you know?

 


 


 


Drill His Wife

There was an American guy who was so
fucking smug.

A real spineless twatting excuse of a
man, what a mug!

 


He was loaded with more cash than the
Devil had souls.

Made off our broken backs as we were in
dark holes.

 


But this cunt had his uses and they
were quite severe.

For his wife was an Asian babe for us
to really revere.

 


This bloke vigorously enjoyed a certain
sexual thing: cuckhold.

He encouraged other men to fuck his
wife, a sight to behold!

 


Up to six men a night took advantage of
his weak will.

Each and every one emptying their sacks
and getting his fill.

 


This married guy was also bi-sexual and
liked to cross-dress.

His role was to make sure his wife
really did impress.

 


She enjoyed herself when he was there
and was in control.

Her husband was meek while they
repeatedly penetrated her hole.

 


He always looked for boyfriends and
lovers to satisfy his spouse.

The willing men thought her husband was
a spineless silly mouse!

 


It all happened when he wasn’t being
the CEO of his website.

He found sexually hungry men who wanted
to take a bite.

 


Did the poor cuckholder become sexually
thrilled?

From being sat fully clothed on the
sofa while his wife was drilled.

 


My friends, there is one fact I know
for definite.

I’m off to grind his wife tonight and
my fun will be infinite.

 


 


 


It’ll Have to Do

I’m in my Aussie built Beaufort plane
having some fun.

No, not that type of fun! That comes
later, if I get back.

I’m shooting up Japanese soldiers and
trucks.

You could say I’m having a barrel of
laughs.

 


Down go my four bombs and blow them to
hell.

Soldiers of Nippon on a one way
trip.

No mercy for these Jap
fuckers!

Remember Rangoon, Corregidor and
Singapore.

 


I’m gunning them down with my wing
guns.

Fifty cal rounds hitting home with
deadly effect.

Joining the 303s fired by the
navigator.

I pull up and turn sharply giving the
GIBs a go.

 


The side gunner hoses them down with
his Vickers K.

And the turret gunner gives them some
more 50 cal.

Having a whale of a time in our
outdated little plane.

A light bomber doing the job of a
medium.

 


I love flying my Beaufort and will do
till the end.

I either die, get a new plane or we win
the war.

We never started it but we’re sure as
hell gonna finish it.

Determined Aussies in a make-do British
plane.

 


 


 


Coded Karma

I'd love to see the script of my
life

Written out by fate, karma,
destiny

Are you on that script?

Penned by a higher power

 


My pagan goddess?

Is the early draft accurate?

As I look back is it the
same?

Did what was written happen?

And what of now and the
future?

 


So many questions

My life my scripted destined to
happen

Is it possible to read the
script?

For I want to know my future

Are you in it?

 


 


 


Decant Trust Muscle
What

My friend has a wife who's nicer than
mine.

The twat.

I see the tin of spicy
sardines.

It drops onto her tanned
thighs.

 


Those same tanned thighs are crouched
down.

Wearing cut down denim
jeans.

Stonewash.

I know you wanna be that
can.

 


Between my friend's wife's
thighs.

What do you wanna do to her?

Peel the shorts of her and
then???

Please tell me all...

 


 


 


Explanation of the concept
of Welded Nipple

This is a case of when a child reaching
adulthood, the child feels a 2nd intense closeness to their mummy.
Like when young. Dependability and a feeling that mummy must do
everything for them. Almost as if the child, now an adult, is
totally useless lol.

 


In time, the child will lose this 2nd
intense closeness/reliance on mummy. Peer pressure from his
contemporaries, friends and the world will tear them a new arsehole
hehe. Adapt and grow up or always be under mummy's wing.

 


This 2nd closeness is
called WELDED NIPPLE... Remember the term and keep an eye out for such
children/adults.

 


 


 


Marriage of Convenience
Store

Irate husband is in a really bad
fucking mood.

Just got out of bed after being kept
awake by a party.

Slamming doors, loud music, screeching
gals, bellowing guys.

Annoyed due to lack of sleep,
infuriated for not being invited.

 


Shouts at his wife and goes to work in
their shop.

He goes about in his mood, serving
customers.

It’s a busy time and he gets a price
wrong.

His wife goes fucking mental and
berates him.

 


The forgetful tired irate husband who
undercharged.

He retorts in retaliation and gets
glared at.

It’s a marriage of convenience, a
business arrangement.

Then he orders his wife into the
bedroom.

 


She disappears into there to sleep.
Alone.

He rests on the settee in-between
waiting for customers.

The lonely hours die till morning is
here.

A lengthy protracted tiring
nightshift.

 


And low and behold, there are
sales!

The moody irate husband has made over
1000 pesos.

He wakes his bossy wife and says only
600.

She says better than 500 and he guffaws
madly.

 


Beyond tired and exhilarated in equal
measure.

There are several things he’s good
at:

Being moody, selling to customers and
fucking.

He points
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