
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
I Want To…

Jimmy Boom Semtex

 


 


 


I M P R I N T

I Want To… Jimmy Boom Semtex

© 2021. Jimmy Boom Semtex. All rights
reserved.

Author: Jimmy Boom Semtex

Contact:
nickgoth555@yahoo.com

If you liked the book, then recommend
your friends to download their own copy. Thank you very much for
respecting the work of the author!

 


This ebook, including all its parts, is
protected by copyright and must not be copied, resold or shared
without the permission of the author.

Copyright Jimmy Boom Semtex
2021.

 


This is a work of fiction and any
resemblance to any person living or dead is purely coincidental.
All situations here are a work of fiction from the author's
imagination.

 


 


Contents

I Want
To…

Bio

 


 


I Want To…

 I WANT TO LOOK INTO YOUR GREY EYES
AND MAKE LOVE WITH YOU

I want to look into your grey eyes and make love with
you. This is what the girl thought to
herself when she saw the Spanish worker that day. They were
employed by the ACME CAR TIRE FACTORY in Bogota. It was one of the
few legal jobs instead of gun running and drug dealing. The girl
was called Elliana but everyone called her Elli. The guy she wanted
to copulate with was called Yoni. He was a Spanish tire and wheel
designer recently flown in from a Spanish vehicle manufacturer. He
was supervising the set up of a new tire line. These wheels and
tires would be imported to Spain and fitted on the company’s
vehicles. It was cheaper to make them here and import
them.

 


Elli was
just twenty but had lived a full life to now. She was in her third
year at the tire factory. She’d graduated high school done a year
in college and then got a job here. Her job was of supervising a
production section that made the inner tube for motorcycle tires.
The job was good paying and allowed to own a moped and go to the
local night clubs twice a month. Elli was single and considered
herself too young to get married. She wanted to concentrate on her
career with the company. And maybe get married when she was thirty
five.

 


Then Yoni
came to the factory. He was a University graduate and had spent a
decade in the Spanish vehicle factory. Now he had high position and
enjoyed the perks that came with it. He was still single but
enjoyed the attention of several open minded single or attached
women. Then he saw Elli at her production section.

 


She
actually spotted him before he did her. She knew who Yoni was and
why he was here. She was to assist him with the questions and
details about her work. Other things came to mind though, basic yet
satisfying desires of the flesh. And his eyes…

 


I want to look into your grey eyes and make love with
you. Elli thought of his eyes. They were
like laser beams and locked onto anything before their gaze. When
Yoni had looked at her she had to look away, such was his eyes.
They made her instantly wet and her belly felt unsayable things; to
make love to such a man while falling to those eyes as he thrust
deeply inside her with his large manhood.

 


Elli had to steel herself and answer Yoni’s detailed questions
about her production area and techniques. She knew the answers in
her sleep and backwards but those eyes, they distracted her. They
stole her attention and focus, sent her it elsewhere. Somehow the
young but skilled girl managed to answer his questions. They she
simply said it. Out loud, in the open, so he knew. She actually
said it. I want to look into your grey eyes
and make love with you.

 


Oh Hell
fire and damnation what had she done? She could’ve jeopardized the
production deal between themselves and Spain. What had she said,
felt, done? Oh no!

 


I want to look into your grey eyes and make love with
you. That said it all. Simple words with
more than meaning. So much more. And now, right now Elli was alone
with Yoni. Really alone with him in a hotel room in some up market
hotel on a resort 200 kilometres from the city. What was she
doing? I want to look into your grey eyes
and make love with you.

 


Yoni had
actually been ok when she’d blurted out her thoughts and desires.
He took her to one side and had been a gentleman. By now she was
bright red and almost crying. It felt like her heart would explode.
Breathe he told her. It’s fine, please don’t worry.

 


It’s your
eyes. Your eyes made me say it, feel it. I’m sorry. Really, I am
sorry. The girl was in a state. He gave her the rest of the day
off, said she had a fever. And the factory was fine, nothing else
happened.

 


Except Yoni took her with him to a hotel and they were now
together. Holding one another, kissing, talking. Not about work or
production lines or such. They talked about themselves, their
dreams and hopes and desires. Elli carried out her desires on Yoni.
He was thirty five, almost twice her age but it was fine. Like it
was fine to kiss him and fine to be naked before him. It was all
fine. And it was fine to think, say and do the following.
I want to look into your grey eyes and make love
with you.

 


 


I WANT TO
DRIVE MY CAR AND SMOKE WEED WITH YOU

I want to drive my car and smoke weed with you.
How mad was that? The guy asked his work mate to
driving. And do some drugs at the same time. Of course they both
knew it was risky and they could crash and be hurt or worse. But it
was fun, would be fun. A fun thought. And if they did crash die and
burn, if they were high they’d never feel it! What a way to go. But
they might not crash and burn. They might actually survive live and
enjoy such a high octane road trip.

 


“Let’s go bro get in the motor. We got a road trip to do.” The
driver pointed to the red Ford Fiesta car that stood with the
engine warming up. I want to drive my car
and smoke weed with you.

 


“On it mate. Look at this bag of weed I picked up” The
passenger nodded and held up the bag. Even with the bag tied it
smelled of top strength weed. Pure simple and effective.

 


“Where do you wanna go mate?” the driver asked his
pal.

 


“Wherever the road takes us mate.” The passenger indicated to
the road ahead and wherever it led. I want
to drive my car and smoke weed with you.

 


The
driver nodded and they both got into the small car. The driver
turned on the radio and rock music blared out. It wasn’t too loud
but enough to give a good driving experience. The passenger got his
cigarette papers and tobacco pouch out. He started to roll several
joints for the trip. In each he added a good dose of fresh weed. He
placed a silver flip top lighter on the dash.

 


Songs
ticked by out of the radio and the wheels spun down the road. They
headed west down a turn off at a steady speed. There was no need to
break the speed limit. The passenger lit up a joint and gave it to
the driver then lit one himself. The tips glowed when they deeply
inhaled and blue smoke filled the car. They kept the windows up to
experience and lingering effects of the used smoke. A double blow
back. They didn’t talk just smoked weed drove and listened to the
rock music.

 


The road
climbed up a steep hill and the driver smoked his joint keeping in
his mouth but holding it when he changed gears on the slow steep
bits. The road climbed up seven hundred meters up to the tops. Here
it was flat and the road was quite level. They tapped the ash into
a big open glass ashtray that was on the dash, held in place by a
blob of Blu Tack.

 


The weed
relaxed them both. The passenger finished his joint and looked out
at the clear mountain views. There was not a person or other
vehicle in sight just themselves and the open road. The driver was
very relaxed and his eyes were wide open. His attention was just on
the road. He finished his smoke and nodded to the music.

 


“Good weed. Nowt like a good old smoke. Top quality weed mate,”
commented the driver while gazing ahead.

 


“I hear you mate. Only the best weed for us. I hear you there…”
the passenger replied slowly. His eyes took in the empty sky and
green grass covering the top of the wide 2,000 feet high mountain
top.

 


The road
wound over this peak down the other side and up another similar and
even wider hill. Here they stopped at a small carpark and drank
some Pepsi. The passenger lit up another joint and they shared
this, leaning on the car drinking cola and watching the view. The
carpark looked over the top of the peak and down into a valley that
descended below to a distant town. Haze covered the town and a
light blue sky arced up above that lasing almost to forever. The
driver reached into the car and got a pair of Marathon bars. He
gave his mate one and they ate them and smoked.

 


An hour
later they continued on their way. The moorland went on forever and
they still headed west to the coast. On the horizon they saw the
faint line of the ocean and the Irish Sea. The rock music went from
song to song. They had a tank full of petrol and made steady speed.
The driver was relaxed. His driving was the same. The road was his
fixture and he followed it like religion. His pal rolled more
joints, taking his time to make good ones. As before he lit two and
passed the driver one. They took full tokes and held their breath
allowing the weed to do its job. They were so chilled out they were
vertical. They went over the moor road at thirty miles per hours. A
slow burning trip.

 


Down the
hill went the road to the coastal plain. There were two small
towns, more like big villages. They bypassed these and turned off
the road to a small forest. Here they stopped to take a piss and
ate some chicken sandwiches and drink more Pepsi. They walked round
the forest for a few minutes, marvelling at the sunlight through
the branches and leaves. Being stoned it was like a dancing light
show. Thirty minutes later they were on their way on yet another
road. This took them to the coast and their destination.

 


The
driver parked the car up behind a big stone wall, out of sight and
mind. The passenger lit up more joints and they left the car open
for there was nobody about. Looking ahead they saw a beach flanked
by dunes with shrubs and stunted bushes. A hundred yards away was
the sea, rolling and swaying before their stoned eyes and left to
right walking. Both were heavily stoned and in different worlds.
They walked to the end of the dunes and onto the sand. The
passenger took off his shoes and socks and walked into the sea. His
mate did the same. Both stood in the sea and let the waves soothe
their feet and wet their blue jeans. It was cool compared to the
hot overhead sun.

 


They were the only ones here. Two stone birds moderately off
their heads on top quality weed. They saw lights colours felt their
almost weightless slow motion limbs automatically move. They walked
down the beach in the tide for ten minutes then shared a last joint
by the dunes. After that they lay back and watched the faint white
clouds drift in the blue and listened to distant gulls fly on the
breeze. Both slept and would wake hours later. The driver back
would be what it would be. Or maybe they could head north and even
break the speed limit. The passenger had a second a bag of weed
hidden in the car. I want to drive my car
and smoke weed up with you.

 


 


I WANT TO
SAIL THE BOAT AND CHOP OFF OUR NOSES

I want to sail the boat and chop off our
noses. The boat owner was not of sound
mind. Nor was his new friend that he’d met on an online chat site.
The site was for people with issues. Issues in their heads. They
went sailing and took song sharp knives. They would each cut of
their noses. Yes, both were crazy.

 


I want to sail the boat and chop off our
noses. Now they went sailing in a small
twelve foot long white sail boat. It had a single fifteen foot sail
and a small back up diesel engine.

 


I want to sail the boat and chop off our
noses. The two men had never met before.
Both were in
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