
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

358

 




Jimmy Boom
Semtex Collection Book 2

Jimmy Boom
Semtex

 


 


 


I M P R I N T

JIMMY BOOM SEMTEX
COLLECTION BOOK 2 by 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 2021 Jimmy Boom
Semtex. All rights reserved.

No part of this
book can be reproduced except a single paragraph for reviewing
purposes. Credit Jimmy Boom Semtex as author. 

This book is a work of
fiction and any resemblance to any person, living or dead,
anyplace, events or occurrences, is purely coincidental. The
characters and story lines are created from the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously.

 


 


Dedicated to Jelma and
Fire extinguisher Man. Love you both. XXX :)

 


 


Contents

Jelma Stories
Section

Poetry
Section

Romance
Stories

Erotic Story
Section

Bio

 


 


Jelma Stories
Section


Broken Turtles

Disturbance

The horizon was on fire.
It glowed orange, a flickering thing, almost alive. Explosions lit
up, blossomed and faded. Here and there, smaller blasts pricked the
glow with an even brighter yellow then died.

Suddenly, there was a
flash, brighter than the sun. A single huge explosion illuminated
the scene; it occurred in a part of the sky that was previously
free from fire. There was no sound. Just a huge rising ball of
fire, coiling upwards. A live thing, if it was possible. But
beneath it was certain death. It slowly faded to red, turning
darker till it was black, still climbing. Almost lost from view in
the coming night. The higher it went, the bigger it became. As the
cloud cooled, it became grey and finally a glowing white. Now more
visible. There was only one type of explosion like that:
nuclear.

All the other explosions
paled into insignificance. In a fit of jealousy, dozens, hundreds
of smaller blasts pricked the sky and far off horizon where the
natural sun had just set. Brown smoke lazily climbed upwards from
several locations. Were they distant ships or islands burning? The
single nuclear cloud hung in the air, ominous yet beautiful. How
many had perished underneath it?

In the dark side of the
sky, to the left of the mushroom cloud, faint orange shooting stars
arced prettily downwards. To an observer, it was a touching sight.
The falling stars disappeared. Almost a minute later they were
followed by a few more.

Suddenly, where the first
fell, multiple flashes tore the twilight. Dawn came, man made. A
dozen or so huge detonations sent white blast waves upwards,
closely followed by glowing mushroom clouds. Where the first big
blast was born and died, its cloud malevolently drifted, new
flashes signalled more destruction. It was a contest; conventional
munitions weren't enough. The earlier smaller explosions were
snuffed out. Nuclear detonations tore the heavens apart in an
apocalyptic exchange. It had escalated quickly.

There were two observers
to this huge display of firepower. They were on a small island,
standing and watching in silence. Both knew what it meant: war,
nuclear war. World War 3? The girl quietly cried and her male
companion's expression was unreadable. Their small 'home' was on a
small piece of raised ground a hundred yards from the shore. It was
a badly damaged fuselage of an aircraft. The people were called
Jelma and Chen.

Chen took Jelma's hand
and led her to the wreck of their broken plane. Neither again
looked at the sky or explosions. She collapsed into his arms and
wept. It was a disturbing scene. A disturbed girl with a disturbed
past, disturbed by recent events, now disturbed by what she'd just
witnessed.

Chen was
grim. No matter what happens, I won't
abandon Jelma nor will I allow her to be harmed in any way. We're
lucky being here. The nuclear blasts look far away. I just hope
there's no fallout. If there is, I have the pistol in my jet. Just
in case Jelma suffers.


Sea and sand

The couple sheltered in
the jet's fuselage. It was damaged but in one piece, unlike the
rest of the business jet. That was lying nearby or shot off by the
mid air missile strike. Though it was only a short time ago, it
seemed like years. Decades even.

Jelma fell into
a deep sleep in Chen's embrace. She was tormented by nightmares of
unseen evil. Chen slept lightly, keeping one ear ready for trouble.
A skill he learnt from his Martial Art instructor. Would he ever
really need those
skills?

Hours later Jelma woke.
She was oblivious to the bad dreams and Chen didn't confirm them
for her. He massaged her shoulders and kissed her and was rewarded
with a smile. It was one of the few times she had been happy since
they were shot down on this uninhabited island in the middle of
nowhere. They were somewhere in the China Sea but where? The South
bit? That was where the hostilities had/were taking place. The
recent explosions seemed to confirm their location. Even if there
were other new far off island bases in the East China Sea and other
places.

They had a water cooler
in the cabin with unopened bottles of Pepsi, Pocari Sweat, several
types of beers and two dozen bottles of spirits. Chen's jet was
kitted out for a party. There was enough snacks, sealed meals and
food for two weeks too, if they were careful. After that, they
would have to collect rain water and catch fish.

Fallout! The word sprang into Jelma's
mind like a lightning strike and she violently jerked. "What about
the fallout? Oh my fucking God, we'll die!"

Her husband held her
tightly and looked into her eyes. After a few seconds spoke, "I
don't know. Honestly love. The explosions are a long way off. We
didn't even hear them, such was the distance. It depends if they
were ground bursts. That's when there's fallout. I'm here Jelma, I
won't let anything bad happen to you."

She stared into his eyes
and shook her head. Tears fell down her cheeks but there was a look
of defiance in her gaze. Chen had seen it before when Jelma was
very stressed or when she talked about her old boss or her parents.
It was the look of a warrior. And Jelma was one, a real fighter.
Even if she never had a gun or bayonet. She had the spirit, that
was a fact.

"My aunt told
me about fallout, about what happened when an atom bomb goes off.
We visited Hiroshima peace gardens. So I know all about that. I
don't need to ask how those awful weapons work, for I already know.
I know they kill without mercy and can't ever be uninvented. They
could still be the death of us," Jelma explained and sighed.
Why do I ask questions when I know the
answer?

"Your aunt, Tooka, is a
very strong woman. She has the same warrior spirit that you have my
dear wife. I know nuclear weapons are bad. I was against China
having them. Let alone using them. Anyhow, we're alive now. Let's
have a drink. Is that ok?"

Another sigh.
She nodded and fingered the silver bird necklace around her neck.
Tooka had given it to Jelma as a wedding gift. It had previously
belonged to Jelma's mother. She had worn it the day she was
murdered by North Korean terrorists. Jelma kept her small case of
dresses close. Metal had pierced the case, ruining some. She held
them close. It was a connection to her past.

I fear that
Jelma is sinking into a deep depression. I must watch her closely.
Her dresses took a hit. Just like we did. Chen played it cool, smiled at Jelma and got two bottles of
beer out of the bottle chiller. They were still cold but there was
no power. In time, they would warm up. Would the couple still be
alive then?

Jelma took the beer and
popped the lid. She took a big drink and closed her eyes. Memories
collided in her head: her parents, her childhood, the terrorist
attack, living with her aunt, a love of fashion, designing dresses,
meeting Chen, being shot down, the nuclear explosions. It was all
too much. She finished her beer and asked for something stronger.
Chen went the cooler and got a bottle of sweet rice wine. He opened
it and passed it to Jelma.

"Thanks Chen. Hold me.
Got too much crap in my head... Gotta drink. Be there for me Chen.
Be there..."

"Oh love. I'm here, by
your side. Always..."


Nations
collide

A huge roar and vibration
woke the sheltering duo. Jelma shook away her hangover and
struggled out of Chen's embrace and ran outside. He followed. At
first he couldn't see what it was, so bright was the sun. Had they
slept all night? Then Chen's eyes spotted something. A rising blur,
a black dart against the sun. He fell to his knees and put his
hands over his head and screamed, "No! Not again! Not the bombs
again!"

Jelma was by his side,
comforting him. She knelt down and held him. "If it's bombs, we die
together."

It wasn't nuclear
warheads. It was jet fighters duelling to the death. Japanese and
Red Chinese? Two unidentified fighters roared past their island and
climbed like rockets. Their noise was madness. They had to put
their hands over their ears.

"Oh..." Jelma
commented.

A fighter looped and
rolled and headed back past the island. It cut off two others and
opened fire. It's missiles sped forth and connected. Just like a
video game or what had happened to Chen's Cessna business jet
before. Twice. Chen and Jelma had been aboard then. It was awesome
and deadly and very real. In loud blasts two war machines ceased to
exist. The pilots never ejected.

"Fucking hell!" Chen
retorted, shielding his gaze from the sun.

The planes that had
climbed before now fell upon the single jet. It turned and danced
like a drunk witch. Its pursuers fired their guns. Being so close,
they missed. The single jet almost touched the mirror smooth sea. A
huge flying fish. It was impossible to tell what nation it belonged
to. With a divine touch it turned crazily and got onto a pursuer's
tail. And immediately obliterated it with a well aimed shot. Small
bits fell to the sea. His wingman was mad and thirsted for revenge.
It came quickly! In the blink of an eye the jet flew into the
shooter with a Bang! There was a flash, black smoke and debris
tumbling to the mirror smooth water.

"Look! Oh fuck, a
parachute! Someone escaped," Jelma exclaimed, pointing. In seconds
the 'chute fell into the shallow water, just off the
beach.

Chen acted with speed. He
sprinted into the gentle surf and swam to the pilot. The parachute
had collapsed and was dragging the airman under. But Chen was there
in thirty seconds. With skilled hands, he unclipped the orange
canopy. It was caught be the sea breeze and taken out to sea. Chen
got there just in time. The pilot was going under and swallowing
water. He hooked an arm round his chest and back crawled to the
beach. Jelma stood watching, speechless.

"Help me Jelma. He's
dying. Swallowed water. Help me."

"Yes, ok, ok..." Jelma
helped Chen lie the pilot down. Burns covered his upper body, his
jacket was blackened, like his face. And an arm was missing below
the elbow! Jelma took off her t-shirt and used it as a tourniquet
to stop the blood. She tied it tightly and looked wide eyed at
Chen. He saw the old burns on Jelma's upper body. Standing there in
a blue bra and jeans, she was a still stunning looking if flawed
lady.


Fallen sister

Chen took off the pilot's
helmet. First he had to lift up some kind of visor/sight type
thing. He threw it into the surf. The helmet was hard to remove; it
was a tight fit. Long red hair spilled out and covered the burnt
face. Chen and Jelma were incredulous. They stared at each other
then the pilot.

"It's a girl.
It's a fucking girl." Chen wiped away tears and shook his
head. What the hell is going
on?

"Is she breathing?" Jelma
whispered.

"No... no. Help me." Chen
moved closer to her and pressed her chest. The girl's half shut
eyes were lifeless and looked up to heaven. Was she already
gone?

"Breath into her mouth
and hold her nose. Check the back of her neck first, in case its
broken. Do it now. Hurry before it's too late!"

"Oh, oh, oh," Jelma
complained. She held the girl's nose and took a breath but then
remembered to check her neck before moving her head. If her neck
was broken, any movement would make things worse. Jelma did mouth
to mouth while Chen pumped her chest. If her ribs were broken,
she'd soon wake up!

"Come on, goddamn
it!"

For two minutes they both
fought to save someone who maybe already dead. Chen was tiring
quickly. But he didn't give up. And then...

"Urgh!" screamed the girl
pilot. Sea water poured from her mouth with lots of vomit. Jelma
moved back and was almost sick herself. Chen sat the wounded girl
up and moved the hair from her eyes. Her eyes were a deep
iridescent green. Absolutely beautiful.

"Oh my..." Jelma said.
There were tears in her eyes.

The girl saw Chen and
gripped his arm with her remaining hand. Her body shook in pain and
shock. Then she smiled. Chen ran his free hand through her hair.
She was very beautiful, more so than Jelma. Almost angelic. An
angel of death who was dying, after killing. Ultimate price
bullshit.

"What's your name? Do you
speak English, Japanese or Chinese? We saw you fight. It was crazy,
unbelievable. Where are you from?"

"I... I'm Korean. South
Korea." The girl pilot didn't have long.

"I'm half Korean and half
Malay. I live in Japan. My husband is Chinese. What the hell is
happening? You flew like a demon. No, a witch."

"War. War is happening.
Dear lady, you understand then... you understand... you can stop
this. They fired nuclear weapons. Killed hundreds of millions. You
must stop them before all is destroyed. Do you understand? Oh... my
arm. Pain... angels. I see angels!"

"I already tried to stop
them before. And failed. Do you think they will fucking listen to
me? Do you? We were shot down twice. Our jet is up there..." Jelma
replied, pointing.

"Now I know who you are.
You're Jelma. The leaders, they don't like you. They're after you.
And him. You spoke out..."

"Jelma. I'm Jelma, yes.
No one would listen to me before..." Jelma shook her head and
rubbed her eyes. She embraced the girl pilot and kissed her
forehead. "They tried twice to kill me, us... If I can stop this, I
would. We saw the nuclear explosions in the sky. So
many..."

"You saw the Devil at
work. They work for him. Are evil..." the pilot coughed and blood
ran down her cheek.

"Shh, don't talk." Chen
tried to comfort her. There was nothing that could be
done.

"The Devil? Man and his
weapons are the Devil! They murdered my parents. Fuck the war
mongerers." Anger burned in the fashion designer's eyes.

"Jelma!" Chen
shouted.

"Stop them? How? How
Chen? I make fucking dresses!"

"Calm down. Listen to
me..."

"I don't care for..."
Chen cut Jelma off with a slap on her cheek. It stung and she was
about to rise and run off. Chen held her arm with a vice like
grip.

"Uncommanded ejection."
The pilot exclaimed, "My name is Song. I never planned on getting
out. I want to die. They destroyed everything. You need to stop
them. Before all is lost. I got them all. I got them..." the pilot
whispered and died in Chen's arms.

Jelma violently
broke free and screamed. She ran into the waves and shouted and
screamed and cried out loud. She fell to her knees in the water and
gave up. She wanted to die. She slapped the waves and sand and
screamed insanely. Jelma was almost five years old again and back
in McDonald's in Seoul with her parents. Then the guns fired and
bombs blew and they were all dead. The walls were red, like jam.
Her parent's blood, mixed with other innocents. Pain came.
Oh I feel the pain and I want to DIE! DIE! DIE!
Then be with my parents. No reason to be here now. NONE.


Kazuki dies

In Hiroshima, at Kazuki
the three girls were working on a dress. Sera, Chiyo and Kaito had
varied ideas on paper. Nothing more than sketches. Some were too
surreal, like a glass mirror ball gown dress, and others were on
the money, a desert brown night club dress of figure hugging
material. They were talking about Jelma and Chen, about the war,
about life, about survival, about dresses. Work kept them busy and
focused their minds.

"I think the night club
dress has the most potential," Sera commented, studying the
drawing. She passed the paper to Kaito.

"I think you're right
Sera. It will be figure hugging and a very versatile outfit." Kaito
nodded.

Chiyo was
thinking. Mirrors are the new in thing
though. Look at our American rival company's new designs. I don't
know. I want mirrors.

"Chiyo? What are you
thinking?" Sera asked.

"I like mirrors and
they're now featuring on our rival's designs. I'm not saying we
copy them but we should at least consider it. The brown club dress
is great though."

"Well, mirrors will look
good in a club under the lasers and lights but are very delicate,"
Kaito added. "But the Americans are already there. I think we avoid
that look totally and do the club dress."

"I disagree Kaito. A
compromise is needed. Mirrors on the shoulders," Sera said. She
pointed to the sketch and her own shoulders. "Mirrors here and here
would be great. It shows we're not copying the rival and have our
own take on this new look. You could say that we're leading the
way..."

"A compromise of the two
designs. I like that..." Chiyo commented. Her smile said it
all.

"Kaito?" Chiyo looked
intently at her friend and colleague. A grimace and headshake were
the reply. But...

"You like it. I can tell.
You're smirking!"

"Ah hell! Can't keep
nothing secret from you guys." Kaito was in.

"Good girl, we will make
a work of art, as usual. I'll prepare more sketches," Sera said,
smiling at her friends.

"Right, that's sorted
then. Our next piece. I'll try to call Jelma again. It's bad how we
can't get through to her because of this damn war. All the networks
and internet is still patchy." Kaito got her mobile and dialled
Jelma. An automated voice said the number is out of coverage,
please try later.

Suddenly the sky outside
turned white. It was like the dawn of creation. The touch of God
through the hand of man.

"Get down!" Kaito
screamed. Everything ended then in that moment.


Delicate
thread

The next few days
surreally passed. Jelma withdrawn and depressed. Recent events had
really bothered her. Chen stayed with her, giving her soft drinks
and food when she needed it. He wondered how they would leave the
island. Their Cessna CJ4 was a wreck. It's radios and locator were
junk. What about burning the fuselage as a smoke signal? But that
would destroy their shelter and they were on an island, hundreds of
miles from anywhere. Not even a South Korean rescue helicopter had
been looking for the downed pilot.

The pilot! She was the
key. Chen had a brilliant idea. The buried South Korean Air Force
pilot would have a radio in case of being shot down or crash
landing.

"Jelma. I know how to get
us out of here!" Chen shouted, standing up and stretching his tired
limbs. He looked down at his dozing wife.

"What? What did you say?"
Jelma was on the edge of sleep, where more bad dreams threatened
her mental well being.

"I know a way. The pilot
we buried. She must have a radio right?"

"A radio? But
her plane was destroyed in the collision. It'll be in the sea, in
pieces. Even if you could dive down to it, the radio will be
fucked." Jelma shook her head. Chen must
be getting desperate. Even delusional now.

"No my love. Not on her
jet fighter. I know that will be smashed. I mean on her. On her
uniform. Chinese pilots have a small radio, she will too. We must
look..."

"But... but it means
digging her up. Oh no! We can't do that!"

"Look Jelma, this is our
only chance. I'm sure the radio will be there. It may not work
because of the crash, the water and the sand. But we must try. I'll
get it. You stay here. Ok?"

"Chen..." Jelma's
complaints were no use. Chen left the fuselage and went to Song's
grave. The sand had settled somewhat but her flying helmet was
still on the rough cross he'd made.

"Sorry Song, I really am.
But we need your radio. We can't stay here. We must survive. I know
you'd understand..." Chen whispered, picking up half a coconut
shell and scooping sand away.

In twenty minutes he
returned to the fuselage. Jelma was sat staring into space,
drinking a beer. Chen tapped the metal side and nodded. With a
smile he commented, "We now have a radio. I know it'll work. It's
in a waterproof cover type thing."

His wife looked at him
and gave a rare smile. A real one. "Oh Chen, please get us off this
damn fucking island. Please! Let the radio work."

"We need to
figure it out, how to work it." Must
include Jelma in this. We're here together. A team.

They had the
radio/locator beacon. This was meant give a location to the
rescuers and also worked as a radio. Why hadn't it worked before? A
simple answer. It was turned off so no one could pick up a signal.
Thus no one was be looking here, yet. Jelma and Chen needed to be
rescued. Now they had a way to do it. But did South Korea remain as
a functioning country after the nuclear exchange? It was part of
the fighting. The dead pilot was very real proof. It was time to
find out.

Chen spent thirty minutes
with the radio. It seemed complicated at first but upon closer
study, very simple. When he felt ready, he turned the locator on.
Then he selected the digital radio. All he got was static at first.
Minutes later he heard broken Vietnamese and couldn't understand
it. It seemed a long way away. He picked a free frequency and
spoke, "Mayday, mayday! This is Charlie Juliet Four. Our plane
crashed on a small uninhabited island. We need rescue and help. We
are unsure of our location. Is there anybody there?
Over?"

There was no reply,
nothing. He checked the other frequencies, of which there were
hundreds, and heard nothing. The Vietnamese voices were now quiet.
Chen again repeated their Mayday message. There was no reply.
Disappointed, he repeated it three more times and then shut down
the radio but left the locator beacon pinging away. A red flashing
light showed it was on and pinging. Would it be picked
up?


Guardian
angels

A day after the rescue
radio/beacon was turned on, the helicopter arrived. Luckily it was
South Korean and not a hostile gunship. It circled the island twice
and landed on the beach. The spinning rotors kicked up spray. A
rescue crewman jumped out with two armed soldiers. They were taking
no chances.

Jelma heard the
helicopter and woke Chen. They emerged from the ruined fuselage and
were greeted by the three men. The soldiers pointed machine guns at
them and said hands up in broken Chinese.

"English is fine," Chen
told them, nodding and appearing none threatening.

"How did you get here?
Where is the radio?" one soldier asked.

"We were shot down almost
a week ago. This is our plane," Jelma said in Korean. "The radio
belonged to one of your pilots. Her name is Song. We buried her on
the beach."

"You're Korean?" the
second soldier said in astonishment, lowering his weapon. His
colleague did likewise but watched Chen warily.

Chen let Jelma handle it.
China wasn't too popular just now, being at war with both Japan and
South Korea.

"Yes, I am. I was born
there. I have lived in Japan for a few years. And this is my
husband, Chen." The soldiers twitched when they heard the Chinese
name and were about to raise their weapons. Jelma walked up to
them, her hands held in front of her. "No! No! Chen is my husband.
Yes, he's Chinese. He isn't a threat, he's not in the military.
Don't raise you guns. We were shot down goddamn it.
Twice!"

"I mean you no harm,"
Chen added. He was getting scared. Anything could
happen.

"Shot down twice? In the
No Fly Zone? Are you crazy? And how did you know Song?" the medic
commented, telling the two soldiers to relax. The tension in the
air lessened.

"When we flew back from
Shanghai before, we were hit by an F-15 while over the sea. We
almost died. A Chinese fighter somehow shot down the F-15 before he
could finish us off. We made it back to Japan on one engine," Jelma
explained quietly. Tears streamed down her cheeks. The medic took a
step towards her but she held up her hands. "I haven't finished!
Our plane was repaired. We were flying back to China. Chen wanted
to go home. I wanted to be with him. Then we got hit over the sea.
We don't know by who or what by. We were high up. I helped my
husband crash land here. At night."

"Is all that true?" the
medic queried, in English, shaking his head.

"Yes, all of it. It
happened as my wife said it did," Chen said.

"And Song? And her radio?
Did she just happen to give it to you?"

"We saw her fight the
other jets. After we saw the nuclear exchange. We were sheltering
here when we heard a noise. We thought it was more nuclear bombs.
It wasn't." Jelma composed herself before continuing. "The way she
flew, it was unlike anything I've ever seen. Just above the sea.
She shot down three enemy planes before the last one rammed
her."

"You saw all of
that? The nuclear exchange and Song fight the Chinese planes? What
happened then? You said she was rammed?"

"Song got three of them
before the fourth rammed her. I don't know why he did it. Maybe he
was out of missiles or went crazy, I don't know. Your pilot
ejected," Chen added.

"My husband saved her
life. She was in the water. He brought her to the shore and revived
her."

"You helped me Jelma. I
couldn't have done it without you. Song didn't plan on ejecting.
She said something about uncommanded ejection. Anyhow, she was in
the sea and I got her out. And we got her breathing again. She was
badly injured. She gave us the radio thing. Then she
died."

The medic shook his head
and looked down, putting the words into thoughts. His soldiers
remained silent but alert, their gaze taking in Jelma, Chen, their
rescue chopper and the beach. Jelma and Chen altered their story a
little. Digging up dead a pilot for their radio wasn't the done
thing.

"Sir. Sir, we need to go.
We've been on the ground too long already," the first soldier
said.

The medic held up his
hand. To the couple he said, "That's quite a story. It appears you
both saved the life of our pilot, Song. Even if only briefly. She
gave you a chance to live. We must go now. Where is her
body?"

Jelma started weeping
uncontrollably. She hugged Chen. Then she pointed to the wooden
cross and flight helmet. The medic nodded. He was about to order
his men to dig up the body when he saw the pile of beer and
spirits.

"Bring that with you and
follow me to the rescue helicopter. You two, go dig up Song's body.
Bring her to the chopper. Hurry now."

"Thank you," Chen
whispered to the medic. To Jelma he whispered, "I love you.
Always."

The medic nodded. As they
were leaving the broken Cessna, the medic looked at Jelma. Really
looked at her. "I know you. You're the one who called for peace.
People didn't like that. Watch your back. Him too."

"I called for peace but
nobody listened. Or at least, if they did, it's not peace they
wanted. I hate them! It's people like them who murdered my parents.
Fuck them and their fucking hate!"

Chen looked abruptly at
Jelma and the medic. But the medic remained calm. "There's a big
Asian war. We don't know when it'll end. Blame can wait till later.
So can your pretty dresses. We need fighters now, people who can
fly, fight, who have courage. You, me, your husband, my soldiers,
we're all in this together. Anyhow, get in the chopper. We must go
soon. We're an easy target here."

Jelma was about to speak
when Chen hushed her. "Later love. Later..."

They boarded the rescue
chopper, a mean looking light gray machine with side guns manned by
mean looking gunners. Chen took his pistol from his Cessna. The
booze and case of Jelma's dresses went too. In two hours they were
at a secret island base just off the South Korean coast. Jelma felt
strange, homesick in a distant way. In one sense, she missed Japan
and feared the worst. Was it destroyed? And what of her friends and
aunt? She had so many questions and no answers.


Damaged
fortress

In South Korea, Jelma and
Chen tried to phone their friends and relatives. Jelma wasn't able
to get through to anybody. The only person Chen was able to reach
was an old friend in a remote rural area of China. He spoke of
flattened cities and bases, clouds of radioactive debris, fallout
and black rain. Foreign cable TV and online news reports told of a
conventional and nuclear conflagration which was still ongoing.
Many had died.

They were given options:
stay on the base confined to quarters or undergo military training.
Both chose training. If only to kill the uncertainty of not knowing
who lived and who died.

Chen undertook fighter
pilot training after his background was thoroughly checked first.
No issues were found. He was already a pilot, basic flights in a
small turboprop and jet trainer confirmed this and gave extra
training. If he passed, his posting was to one of the remaining
FA-50 Golden Eagle squadrons. Being married to a South Korean
national had its perks. The war had taken its toll on everything
and everyone, so every skilled pilot was needed.

Jelma undertook flight
training too. Not being a pilot or in the military, she joined the
South Korean Air Force, was enrolled in flight school, given
training and hoped to be a pilot, like her husband. She had a
controlled aggression that gave immense inner strength and a sharp
mind. Given time, she'd make a good pilot.

She still found time to
do her main love, make dresses. The South Korean Air Force
commissioned Jelma to design a new uniform for both men and women
and a Kevlar three piece suit. It included both parade ground and
casual uniforms. She worked on this project; it was a new creative
direction and opportunity not to be missed. Jelma didn't refuse and
was serving her country.

Her citizenship included
South Korea due to her father, Japan from her aunt and Malaysia
because of her mother. She could have Chinese citizenship due to
Chen, if the option was still there, if Red China still existed
after the war. Nobody knew what the future would bring in a war
that touched everybody.


Time slowly moved
forwards. Battle lines became static. Nuclear destroyed cities,
bases and other targets remained radioactive wastelands. Nations
collapsed as political entities but still fought at a tactical
level and were still very dangerous. People continued to die. It
was an Asian war, spanning all of South East Asia and beyond.
America remained on the sidelines, only fighting when their bases
were in danger or attacked. When the Chinese nuked Okinawa, America
nuked Hainan. How it stopped there and never went global was a
mystery. Even so, hundreds of millions in China and Japan were dead
from the nuclear exchange. Japan was the newest member to the
nuclear club. It used its weapons with vigour when attacked. There
were also casualties on the Korean peninsula and in other
countries.

Jelma
remembered Song, the dead pilot's, last words and vowed to stop
this nightmare before the conflagration spread. There was only one
way to achieve this; not military, political or economic. No,
witchcraft! Of that, she was sure. Something her aunt once told her
decades ago still rang true: There are
times Jelma, when you have to put faith in other things. Things you
can't see. But if you believe and if you have the skills, you may
command them and put your intent into motion. That way, you can
achieve great things. For good but beware, also for evil. Be
careful in your intent my dear child. Only use magic for good and
to make the world better.


War fail

Jelma did a verse/song
spell that she had written to stop the war. She put her full
intent/will into it. The second nuclear attack on Hiroshima was on
her mind, along with the deaths of her loved ones and loss of her
business. Jelma wouldn't, couldn't fail now. Not after knowing the
devastation in Japan and China and elsewhere. The fashion designer
turned warrior scribbled away in a small pad. When it was done, she
sang it in a small forest near the air base. Her voice had a
keening sound, like a bird at dawn seeking her lost mate, and
echoed through the trees:

"Oh Great
Moon Goddess, stop the war.

No one is
listening

By the power
of the moon

She is
listening

Eternal
Mother of us all

Watching over
us

We, Her
children

How we
misbehave

Mother help
us

---

War over
burning deserts

War over
freezing ice lands

War in the
skies

War in the
oceans

Burning the
world black

Red blood
torrent of corrupted and of innocents

---

No one is
listening

Stop the
war

No one is
listening

Stop the
war

Oh Great
Mother Luna

Are you
listening?

By the power
of the Moon

Stop the
war

---

War over
burning deserts

War over
freezing ice lands

War in the
skies

War in the
oceans

Burning the
world black

Red blood
torrent of corrupted and of innocents

---

No one is
listening

Stop the
war

No one is
listening

Stop the
war

Oh Great
Mother Luna

Are you
listening?

By the power
of the Moon

Stop the
war

---

War over
burning deserts

War over
freezing ice lands

War in the
skies

War in the
oceans

Burning the
world black

Red blood
torrent of corrupted and of innocents

---

Mother Luna
is listening

By the power
of the moon

She is
listening

Eternal
Mother of us all

Watching over
us

We, Her
children

How we
misbehave

Mother Luna
will help us

---

Stop the war
Mother Luna, Mother Luna, Mother Luna, Mother Luna, Mother Luna,
Mother Luna..."

In time, it actually
worked. The fighting died down and then stopped. Destroyed
militaries, exhausted ammunition and huge damage were also factors.
Maybe Jelma was being fanciful or maybe she really was a witch.
Maybe...


Assertiveness

Time advanced. The war
had a cost, like all wars do. Both personal and material. The
fashion designer lost many things, just like before. Two of Jelma's
friends were dead, as was her aunt, Tooka, and Jelma's business,
Kazuki, was in ruins. Her Yakuza contact was alive. He was the one
who got word to her of their deaths. When she found out, it was the
worst day of her life. Her friends had been more than that, they
were her life. Now they were gone. But Jelma was a survivor and she
had Chen and her colleagues in South Korea. Terrorists had tried to
murder her before and failed. Jelma had survived, even if badly
injured.

Jelma's pilot training
was progressing slowly but surely. She first flew a small prop
trainer, completing six flights which included aerobatics and basic
navigation. Then Jelma moved up to the Woog Bee, a turboprop with
sparkling performance. It was a joy to fly and took more effort
because everything happened faster. Ten flights gave a huge range
of training opportunities from dogfights to low level navigation.
Jelma was a natural.

Chen was already an
experienced pilot and he quickly soloed, gaining experience on each
flight. He was posted to an FA-50 squadron. It was at the other
side of the airfield. The couple were given simple married
quarters; a single room fitted out with sofa bed, microwave, toilet
and shower. It wasn't much but they were together.

***

In her little
spare time, Jelma sketched a new dress. Sometime soon she hoped to
be able to make it. Even if only one was made, it kept her fashion
passion alive. I'm determined to keep my
love of fashion design alive. It's what my friends and family would
want. Their memory will live on. And it's what I want. In these
dark days, it's not only Chen who keeps me going, it's my first
love. What the terrorist attack left me with after it stole my
parents, fashion. I won't ever stop. They'll have to kill me! Lord
knows, they've tried already...

***

Chen flew his first air
combat patrol over the radioactive South China Sea. The area was
further north than their crash site. In a flight of four jets, he
flew over blackened islands, once bases for one side or the other.
Several smaller islands were untouched. One had a small naval base
in a little harbour. In the harbour were two little missile boats.
All were a target.

Their Golden Eagle
fighters were armed for war. Each carried two look and shoot
wingtip mounted X model Sidewinders. These were aimed by a clever
helmet sight. Under wing were six Maverick missiles, in tiers of
three, to target barracks, the enemy boats and any other target
worth a missile. Inboard of these were extra drop tanks, adding to
the belly mounted one. There was no mid-air refuelling tankers left
after a sneak Chinese bombing raid, so it was a long flight.
Lastly, there was a small cannon for shooting up anything
left.

Jelma had seen Chen off
and kissed him before he flew into battle. Her name was painted on
the side of his plane. She was very nervous and hoped nothing bad
happened to her baby. Her squadron commander understood this and
gave her the day off. She worked on her dress. It was a yellow
affair, with layers and a look of life, born from war. She decided
to name it Duty. It was a fitting name.

The four fighters took it
in turn to fire Maverick missiles from five miles away. This way,
most ground fire and surface to air missiles were avoided. Locked
up by infra red, the base, boats and troops were obliterated.
Nothing but a sea of flames and smoke remained. Soon there would be
no targets left worth an expensive and lethal missile.

There was no need for the
fashion designer to worry. Each of the four jets returned, on the
last of their fuel. All the missiles had been fired, as had some
cannon shells. When Chen climbed out of his cockpit, Jelma was
there. He was sweaty, shaken and happy. Even if it meant killing
his own countrymen. His first combat mission was over. A kiss and
embrace from his wife was the reward.


Payback

Communicating with the
Yakuza contact was difficult but not impossible. Jelma had a job
for the Yakuza gangster. A very important one: to assassinate both
the Red China and Japanese leaders. They were both responsible for
this huge Asian war and had to pay the price. Only the gangster
could do it. He had certain 'skills' and now was time to use
them.

First the Red
Chinese leader was targeted in his secret underground bunker near
Beijing. Japanese nuclear weapons had flattened much of the
historic city and killed tens of millions. The nuclear
bunker underneath the city was untouched. A hypersonic thermonuclear warhead,
with a depleted uranium ground penetrator took care of that. The
leader of a smashed nation and his remaining government were all
vaporised. It was an easy job.

The Japanese leader was
hiding in a rural area in a log cabin. A dozen ninja trained
samurai were his bodyguard. Each and every one was slowly killed by
the Yakuza. The leader was sliced and diced. Video film of both
leaders being killed was posted online. There would be no comebacks
from this.

With both leaders were
successfully assassinated, the world could move on from this war
which still simmered here and there. Sadly, the Yakuza man was
killed. He knew it was a suicide mission from the get go. Himself
and Jelma brought peace to South East Asia. Now she could rebuild
her business and pursue her first love, dresses. Chen was by her
side.


Ceasefire

When the guns finally
fell silent and peace returned, the world had changed. So had Jelma
and Chen. They had endured the storm and emerged stronger. Jelma
never did train on the FA-50 Golden Eagle fighter. She flew the
Woong Bee a few more times, finally soloing on it and getting her
wings.

One day, Jelma wore her
new yellow dress, called Duty, for a very special occasion. Chen
took his wife up for a flight in a two seat FA-50. It was strictly
against regulations but no one intervened. They were a celebratory
couple, loved by all. For an hour they looped, rolled, climbed and
pirouetted like an angel. The best bit for Jelma was when Chen let
her fly the plane herself; she loved it. It was over all too soon.
Jelma would remember this moment forever.

They would remain in
South Korea for the foreseeable future, Chen flying and Jelma
designing. She had all the time she needed. The South Korean Air
Force commissioned Jelma to design a new uniform for both men and
women. It included both parade ground and casual designs. She
worked on this project; it was a new creative direction and
opportunity not to be missed.

With peace, which she
helped bring, no more pilots were needed. Enemy forces were
decimated. Rebuilding was now priority. In this new fragile
vulnerable world, people would need dresses. Of that, Jelma was
certain...




Poetry Section

 Picnic

Dedication

Jimmy wants to dedicate
this book to Ryan the tattooist. Cos Ryan is Jimmy Semtex's daddy.
Without Ryan, Jimmy wouldn't exist. The Boom came later. :)
'V'


Poems


Haircut

Jimmy went for a haircut.
The lovely transvestite transgender transsexual from Transylvania
cut his hair. A nice number 2 crew cut. You've never seen scissors
or clippin' snippers move so damn fast. In seconds Jimmy had a new
style - all off above the fucking neck. Isis style. Blood spurted
from Jimmy's severed neck. He was a bloody stump sucker! The
hairdresser stuck Jimmy's bod onto a rusty spike. Then he put a big
fat cigar in Jimmy's gob and lit it. Jimmy looked smart. Shame his
body, which ran round headless chicken style, couldn't appreciate
it. Maybe this new style would catch on? Transvestite transgender
transsexual from super cool Transylvania. Now living in downtown
Miami and getting a tan.


He

He dropped the 1 megaton
nuke on the city. 5 million people died. He had his reasons. Later
he repented. He saw the priest and he regretted his sins. Forgive
me in the eyes of Jesus. He got away with 5 million deaths and
destroying a city. No bad karma.

Forgiven in the eyes of
the Lord. So the priest said.

But I ask. Did karma ever
exist at all? Did he really get away with it? Or is more at stake
here? Other things our petty lives don't comprehend? Are we mere
pawns in this eternal karmic dance? Or nothing but silence?
Eternally quiet. And what about him? The bomb dropper?


Ratter

They say that wherever
you live, you're only thirty metres from a rat. And that they out
number us two to one. That scary crawly evil vermin. Get a trap,
get some poison, buy an air rifle.

Let's go rat hunting.
We're out to rid our homes, our towns and our lives of this vermin.
Just like pigeons, rats with wings.

You got one today.
Trapped her in the cage. Then drowned her. Get it over with. Her
mate is even bigger. Need a bigger trap. Good luck in your quest.
Ridding our planet of rat vermin.

Then it's the turn of
pigeons, cockroaches, ants, mosquitoes and mice to be eradicated.
This is war.


A Choice

Some people wake up and
decide to commit suicide. Simple as that. And they do it. Their
friends and family are left wondering why? Why didn't their loved
one talk to them?

Those same friends and
family may have thought nothing was wrong. And then it happened. So
swiftly like a bomb going off. Unlike a bomb there's no answers
just questions.

It's not all like this.
Some people are depressed or anxious or stressed or bipolar or
neurotic or psychotic or were bullied or a worse unknown reason.
You can see they're in trouble and help.

Committing suicide is
often called the ultimate sin or most selfish act. But the person
doing it often has no choice. They can't see past their current
situation. And death is the only way out. If only there was a way
to sort it out...


Wanderings

You built a stone castle
upon your house of cards. Then you invited us along to the party
while it collapses. Me, I want a parachute so I can watch it all
fall in glorious bloody red before I die.

Are we born blank note
pads, empty, or is our emotional state already programmed in? If
so, was my programmed faulty and then hacked into? As my operating
system is wonky and needs fixing.

Are you the pecking
snail? I can hear you growling in the night. You've been at my eggs
again and not left me any. Why are you so selfish? I wanted to cook
us an omelette. Now we'll starve.


One Way

They're like
bomber planes over Germany. 2 went out and only 1 came back. It's
in little pieces in Germany. Does that mean
it's now more than one? I think it does. One thousand pieces of
bomber plane. Thank you Herr Hitler.

Now those
words mean so much... You can only (legally in most countries) have
one wife; only one life; only one original draft of a
novel/poem... So a big THANK YOU to
HITLER.


You're saying means so much to
me. You INSPIRE me no end to dream of
dropping more bombs on you and your kin...


Can't Get A
Girl

His name was Johnny. He
looked like any other teenager of his generation. Hair longer than
the norm, a bit of acne, favourite band t-shirts and a love of
beer. He didn't smoke, do drugs or fight.

But he liked speed and
drove his cheap second hand cars fast. Too fast, so there were
numerous crashes. Like a phoenix, Johnny emerged unscathed and
thought he was invulnerable and bought another banger.

There had been only one
girlfriend during his teen years. She was a skinny girl called
Dawn. They only kissed and never had sex. Years later he learnt she
was gay. Was he the reason? He did wonder.

In the years before her,
Johnny was forced to experiment. He could only get a thrill with
his mates. They tossed one another off while hiding behind the
garages. It sure felt good but not like a girl doing it. And it
fucked Johnny's head up.

The bullies always
targeted Johnny, from age 4 to 18. So much abuse, unreal pain. He
became good with his hands and mind. But the damage was done. No
one was there to help him. Not even his dear mum.

Those were the reasons
why he jumped off the huge bridge into the river. They never found
his body, only a note to his mum explaining why he had to leave.
Johnny's forlorn death left a jungle of illusions.


Slanderously Defamatory
Libellous

You called me a twat. So
now I'm going to sue you. Take every penny you've got. Bankrupt
your arse. I won't let you name call me for no reason. And I'm not
a twat. You'll soon see what I am. A real fucking cunt!


Mia

The Mia Man was mad.
Someone had stolen his pet dog. This was an automatic credit. He
would get even. No matter the time line. The stolen dog was
handsome and intelligent. His name was Peter.

Word went out a white and
black dog was missing. 'Such a body', was the thief. Everybody knew
him. Nobody dared move against him. Only the Mia Man could, should,
would. He took his time. It was a big hangover.

Time to banish the enemy
to the moon. The Mia Man knocked on 'Such a body's' door. Two riot
guns, both Winchester and Remington, got a result. Mia Man pressed
both triggers and kneecapped his enemy.

In seconds it was over.
'Such a body' was bundled into the space cadet capsule and the fuse
was lit. The Mia Man upended the big steel kitchen table and hid.
After a minute the rocket launched. Fizz, boom, whoosh!

'Such a body' was on the
way to the moon. The dog didn't matter; he wasn't real. Peter the
dog was made in Taiwan and plastic. With a fake woof and growl. Mia
Man had just eradicated an enemy. Time for a beer.


Picnic

I eat the mackerel
sandwich. It tastes really yummy. I've put the tomato sauce into a
bowl and pour some over the fish and bread. Any left I dip the
sandwich in. It's well nice. You should try it. I don't like eating
the back bone. I've removed this. It's quite big. I wonder when
someone or something eats me, will it be the same way? Removing the
sauce and my back bone? And just eating the meat? When will I be
eaten?


House

I see my lady asleep
beside me. A figure of tranquillity. Blue shorts hardly cover her
there. A touch. Unsaid thoughts. Keep silent. It happens. A caress,
a kiss, a sigh. Destroy slumber! Onwards for destiny. My shorts are
off, bottom of bed. Her hand on my cock. Inner being molten. I
grow. Her shorts move south. A kiss, a caress, I enter her. Move
house. Old house vacant. New house cosy. I am home.


Tea Bagging

Eat my shorts. Lick my
balls. Suck my cock. Finger my arse. Tickle my toes. Massage my
back. Hold my hand. Kiss my lips. Squeeze my heart dry.


Rice Wife

My dear wife. Hurry back
to me. Don't catch a cold. I don't want you ill. Don't work today.
The rice can wait a day. Hurry to me my dear. My love will make you
better. Hurry hurry hurry.


In The Head

Of all the things in my
head I write about, some that makes me feel better as a person is
doing poems when I feel stressed/anxious/depressed. A nasty
combination.

Sometimes even people
close by don't know how I feel or if they do, how to deal with it.
But being a writer has a small coping strategy - doing a poem on
it. Better than any pills or false fix.

Even if the work is
dark/abrupt/strong in topic, it's a creative thing outa almost
nothing (negative mental states).

And if someone sez: 'Oh,
you wrote it as I felt once...' that's good...

The hardest thing is
this: confronting your own fears and then having the guts to write
about it and then share it with the world. As it can be a very
nasty world at times. But also understanding too...


I'm Thrilled

I'm thrilled to hear that
you got 3 month inside. You did bird. Do you know how happy I am? I
want to shout from the highest steeple and jump with joy. You did
7+ years of crime: drug dealing, smoking weed, assault with a bb
gun, smashing your mum's house up, nearly killing her and
more.

That was the worst,
shoving your mum's head into the sink. Concussion could of killed
her. You dropped out of school so have no grades. Maybe if you kill
someone, you can study inside?

I think your next crime
is murder. But who? Yourself? Not saying my views. Tho 1 less chav
will be here, a reign of terror over. You used to take your mum's
cash and spend it on drugs. Then hit her when there's no
heating.

You made the front room
your bedroom, ruled her life with terror. Was told, 'If you lived
in a different city, you would be in jail now." That took a while
in coming but finally happened. I'm thrilled.


Concept

Imagine a cave in which
you see yourself. There are many versions of you there. For
example, you having 8 beers, you reading a book, you doing a
drawing, you listening to music, you doing many things. A dozen
versions of you, a hundred, a thousand. All unaware of each other.
They can't talk but can they see each other? Or are they oblivious
to each other? Is this cave real or in your head?


Other Woman

Meet the other woman.
She's one of a kind. Very sexy, as you'd imagine. All her curves
are in the right places. Her abilities are one of a kind. It's not
what you think though.

The other woman and
me.

You see, my wife got her
me. And she's a plane, an F-20C Tigershark. The best. I named her
'The Other Woman' and that's what she is. Even my wife spends time
with her.

Imagine that, my two fave
women, together. Every man's dream. Flying in the sky, not fucking
in bed. Though there was the time when we fucked on her
wing...


Make An
Exception

This is what I want you
to do. Make an exception because this is ME. I want you to make an
exception each and every time. I'm unique and not like the others.
I'm no sheep or herd animal. I reserve the right to be an
exception. This is my personal right. And I'll use it every
time.

Don't group me with the
rest. They are them and I am ME. There's a big difference there. If
I want to listen to gothic rock music, I will. No crap boy bands
for me. If I want to send a story about fixing cars to a cookery
magazine, I will.

It's me who got the
ladies all hot and bothered with a 22MM spanner. Because I'm the
exception. Not the only exception, the actual exception. My full
tattoo coverage confirms this. As does my harsh words when life get
tough. Do I want to be perfect? No. Maybe you all should be. Then
I'm even more of an exception.


Putin's Dreams

Two years ago this brand
new airport terminal was Eastern Ukraine's jewel. Built to take
football fans to the Euro 2012 games. Glass sparkled everywhere.
Decades of use was expected with the facilities.

It wasn't to be. The
prophesy was wrong. War came with the most unexpected enemy -
Russia. Old ally now new opponent. Their terrorist fighters
destroyed the terminal and wrecked the airport.

No more flights would
land here. No more football fans arriving to see their games. No
foreign tourists venturing here to see history. Only Russian backed
terrorists and dead Ukrainian soldiers remain.

With the terrorists now
winning, talk of American weapons for the army is rife. Will these
arms deter Russia or make it worse? The Neo Soviet army can't be
beaten but it can be bled white.

Payback for invading
Ukraine, for supporting terrorists, for wrecking the east, for
ruining the airport, for killing innocent people. And above all,
for lying, and saying NATO and America started this war. It's Putin
The Dog's fault and his Neo Soviet dreams.


Young Eyes

The ten year old child
sat by the water. They saw what was happening and it wasn't good.
Affecting them greatly, bringing nightmares and nasty flashbacks.
Things their young mind struggled to comprehend. Seeing the Syrian
soldiers shoot at the Lebanese fishermen, killing some. 'It's what
we do, open fire. Ask questions later,' commented a soldier. He
seemed nonchalant, even happy.

The child witnessed many
things, some random, others not. All were harsh events. Against a
backdrop of beautiful blue water, history was made. A rickety
biplane clattered by. From its belly dropped a tin fish - a
torpedo. It entered the sea and thudded into a Turkish ship. And
with a boom detonated. The ship sunk, first ever by torpedo from a
warplane. What of her crew?

The child saw another
ship, quite low in the water, sail from a harbour. Many people were
aboard. They weren't happy, it was no holiday cruise. One teenage
girl cried. Her mother explained that her father was killed by the
North and he'd worked for the Americans. Now they fled for their
lives and needed a home. They were Vietnamese boat
people.

The child was fed up of
seeing sad things. This didn't mean they weren't still a witness.
Now a different boat full of unhappy people fleeing bad events. On
their way to Italy and Europe in search of new lives and again,
happiness. Many boats had sunk with hundreds drowning. Lampedusa is
full of illegal immigrants, outnumbering the local
population.

We ask, how can a child
see so many things, all tragic, from so many locations? It's a
surprising answer: we, the reader, are the child, the 'observer' of
events. We see it firsthand or on the news. And things are worse,
not better. What will we observe next? Something happy? Or a new
Titanic? Our ignorance can be naive, doing nothing isn't innocent.
It's incomprehensible.


News Time

Upon waking I checked the
news online. And was shocked to see a plane crashing. The photo
showed it clipping a motorway bridge. It looked like a whale about
to die. The cart wheeling crash ended in the river. Survivors
struggled from the wreckage but most died. Caught by stormy weather
from the nearby typhoon. It doomed their plane, stealing
lives.

If that wasn't enough,
seeing the Jordanian F-16 pilot captured by ISIS was utter hell. If
being shot down and held prisoner wasn't enough, the Muslim
extremist terrorists burnt him live in a cage. All caught on video.
Was this because he was an enemy pilot who bombed them? What will
his widow think? Jordan's revenge was immediate. Several terrorists
were hung.

What will I see next?
Something even worse to shock me? What happens if I become
desensitised? And aren't affected by the evil reported events? I
must keep my humanity close.


The Lady From
Afar

(verse 1 by Jimmy Boom
Semtex/Nick Armbrister. Verse 2 by P.J. Reed)

I see the lady from afar.
She looks away, not from me but from something else. I'm unsure
what. It appears to be known only to her. Some malady tormenting
her that others can't see. Is it in her mind or something else? A
mischievous spirit or malevolent demon? With the power to tarnish
this lady's reputation, hound her senses and crush her will to
live. A frightful expression forms upon her pretty face. Shadows
drop over her light green eyes. Real or imagined? Fantastically
cruel or fakery beyond doubt? Her long black dress once looked
elegant. Now it's stained ever darker - blood! Her own or
another's? If another's, what happened? A fight with a lover? A
duel with her sister? An insane mother finally coming unhinged? Or
herself, falling to the abyss?

She
approaches; trailing lavender fields and golden summers through the
amber streets. A thousand years of ancient wonder in the greeness
of her eyes. Drifts of ebony hair wave to me as she walks. An
intoxicating eastern beauty I reach out as she glides by. Black
dress caught between by fingers, crumbles to my touch. I breathe
her ash, it cuts my throat, makes my eyes bleed red. I choke in
penance for my lust and fall screaming to the ground as I see in
the distance the lady from afar.


The Lady From
Afar

(condensed version. Verse
1 by Jimmy Boom Semtex/Nick Armbrister. Verse 2 by PJ
Reed)

I see the lady from afar
look away. Not from me something else. What? Known to her. Malady
tormenting others can't see. Her mind something? Mischievous spirit
malevolent demon? Power tarnish reputation hound senses crush will
to live. Frightful expression forms upon pretty face. Shadows drop
light green eyes. Real imagined? Fantastically cruel fakery beyond
doubt? Long black dress once elegant. Stained ever darker - blood!
Her own? If another's what happened? Fight a lover? Duel with
sister? Insane mother unhinged? Herself falling to the
abyss?

She
approaches; trailing lavender fields and golden summers through the
amber streets. A thousand years of ancient wonder in the greeness
of her eyes. Drifts of ebony hair wave to me as she walks. An
intoxicating eastern beauty. I reach out as she glides by. Black
dress caught between by fingers, crumbles to my touch. I breathe
her ash, it cuts my throat, makes my eyes bleed red. I choke in
penance for my lust and fall screaming to the ground as I see in
the distance the lady from afar.


Luna's
Water

The moon is
in the pool. The water glows. Did the witch draw down the moon?
There's a drawing she did. It's of us when we're older. Walking on
the frozen lake by night. Under her gaze. We can't, won't,
escape.


Purple
Clouds

I met my Ulop
XX at sunset when the purple flash shatters the sky...


War
Blame

I was told not
to blame certain people or religions for starting wars. I think
this is bullshit. Nothing is more untrue. Take Ukraine. Putin The
Dog started that war, so he's to blame. I'd be told,
No, it's mitigating circumstances all coming
together. Putin is only one aspect.

I'm like, are
you on fucking drugs?

Putin The Dog
and his Neo Soviet cunts started it. Simple as that. So for that, I
won't be in your group, sharing my work. But you inspired me to
write this. My poem on war blame. I blame Putin The Dog for his
little Ukrainian adventure, how can I not?

Maybe you'd
like my mate's view, he lives over there. Maybe it wasn't Putin who
'persuaded' him to move house. On blame, I think you take this to a
hippy metaphysical level. All are
innocent, even the top generals. The same
generals who order thousand to their deaths.

I think you
wriggled out of this, trying to be so nice. You fake
man.

Does the
slain F-16 pilot's wife agree with you, we mustn't use blame? Of
course someone started it, committed the evil act. So there is
blame. Be it religion like ISIS use or a military leader like Putin
The Dog.

To not place
blame is to not know why. And is a cowardly act; it takes the
reasons away. Why? Why is the world fucked and those people dying?
What do you think of Syria? Do you blame Assad, the FSA, ISIS etc?
I blame them all and I blame you for being spineless, to not allow
blame be placed.

Who's the
coward? Not me; I speak out.


Lady

Two people
'met' in the most stupid of ways. A young mother, 27, enjoying a
night out. First time out in seven years. Having a laugh with her
mate. Her partner babysits their kids.

Drunken chav
drinks all he can. Out with his pals. Been here and there. Walking
down the street with a bottle. Hard man Tries to enter the pub,
bouncer says no. The chav was too pissed.

Drunken chav
launches the bottle into the pub. It hits a wooden pillar and
shatters. A jagged bit of glass hits the young mum in her neck. She
bleeds to death in 2 or 3 minutes.

The drunken
chav was eventually arrested and charged with manslaughter. He got
a few years. Her husband has a bit missing. There are many
questions. Most unanswered.

One thing is
certain, a fact: a lady is dead.


Some
One

Life's a funny
old thing, to use a cliché. A series of events, incidents if you
will, one leading to the next. Some you win, others lose. Some
draw. Some people claim to see/read the future. The mystic woman
selling flowers, the local witch, an old lady down the road. They
see only one version of the future. Why? The future is of infinite
possibilities/versions. One can be seen, infinite minus one can't.
Use your wits, take on life. Get on with it.


Lucy

Lucy was my
mum's rescue cat from the shelter. She was company for us,
including my mum. My mum loved cats and dogs, as did we. Her
previous cat, Katy, died. And my mum was sad for weeks. There was
only one solution.

Get a new
cat!

Not a
replacement. No, Lucy was Lucy. With a quiet meow, she liked to eat
cheese. Just like Becky the poodle did. Lucy was both black and
brown and very cute. She liked to sit on my shoulder and tickle my
ear.

Now that's
she's gone, we all miss her.

We thought she
was fine. She defeated the first cancer attack and had many happy
months. Then it came back and it was the end. One day Lucy, we'll
meet again on the other side.


Wilderness

We finally
finished our album. I'm so happy. It will be on sale in 200 record
shops in Norway. I hope our music speaks to people. I want them to
experience that feeling when they listen to it. I want to change
things. I'm not sure if my band members feel it or would agree with
that? I can touch that feeling, like something's being born. I know
it's possible and with luck will happen. My record, my singing, my
words changing things and setting Norway on her new path. In a
hundred years when I'm just dust, people will remember me and my
record. I started the revolution from within. The wilderness
understands.


Eternal
Happenings

Oh how my
dreams wandered far and wide, not knowing why. Till I caught a hint
of something more than nothing. A faint fragment of crystal caught
in the eye of a woman, where? Existing or caught in the ether?
Faraway and none existent?

Then I woke
up, no; I never slept that night. Yes, no sleep then. Hindered by
that, guided by 'something', unsure of what. My Pagan Goddess as my
co-pilot? Showing me the way to where you are. That took time. A
long time.

Longer than
far off continents being formed. Longer than painting the clouds in
the sky. Longer than melting candle wax to make the moon. Longer
than her fingers performing magic, making the stars. Longer
than...

Then I was
there, by your side. There I've remained, through the seconds,
minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, years. Lifetimes and forever
will be added to that. Legend says we must seek our other half. Do
we?

I have found
the answer to my great eternal mystery. What I have looked for all
these decades. That answer is simple. Do you know what it is? The
answer is you, my dear wife. No more searching or yearning for you,
my Carole.


War
Loss

Lose the hate,
spike all the guns, cripple all the warships, clip the warplanes
wings, today we're gonna all get on like there's no
tomorrow...


Delete
Me

Wotpad wotpad
who the fuck are you? A place full of wannabes and cornholios who
think they're fucking it. Wanna sell a million? Go join wotpad.
Myself, I think they're full of shit. Deleting my profile due to
Spam.

Spam spam spam
spam spam spam spam!

How banal of
you. You anal cock sucking bum holes. Take it as you receive, up
your fucking arse. You could have deleted me due to my erotic
stories and Fire Extinguisher Man's big black 14 inch cock. A hint
of jealousy here dear wotpad wankers? Penis envy?

Your site was
shit anyhow.


Actionable

The blond
girl with amber eyes was with her lady lover. In the forest, making
love on a bed of leaves. It was a wondrous sight. You really had to
see it. Their bodies contorted this way and that. How was it
possible? A passion play of self indulgence.

They explored
every orifice with hands, fingers, toes and tongues. Made every
possible noise: moan, groan, sigh, hiss, whimper, scream, shout,
whisper. Each sound meant something to the owner and recipient.
More than intimate.

Their pussies
were shaved, looked tight, had lovely lips. Those breasts were
small with pointed nipples and big aureoles. Curvy slappable
grindable butts. Long legs wrapped round one another. Prisoners of
absorbed exultation.

I felt my
cock grow hard as I voyeured. I hope they're both bisexual. I'm
going to join them. Had they ever seen a man before, who was naked?
Ever experienced a penis? Been fucked? Time to emerge from behind
my bush. I want some action!


Jimmy

Jimmy is
Jimmy. Brought into the world by Ryan the tattooist. Does this make
Ryan Jimmy's daddy? That's an interesting thought. Jimmy Semtex
added the Boom. Now he's born of writing by way of tattoos. Someone
unique and explosively different. Jimmy Boom Semtex. Like Ryan, a
unique and talented soul. Creating poetry and stories rather than
tattoos. But the urge to tattoo is there. Watch this
space...


Unwilling
Participant

Out of the sky
from a far away planet. Coming closer to home, near us. A piece of
space dust belonging to an alien. An alien called Kevin with a bad
attitude. He never wanted to be an alien nor go into space. Or be
called Kevin. But was forced to at laser cannon point. Don't want
to go, we'll fry your big alien balls. Climb aboard your space dust
and fly away. His trip took many lifetimes. Finally he arrived.
Totally pissed off. So the alien visiting earth, named Kevin, is an
unwilling participant in furthering earthling and alien relations.
Even though he has a bad attitude and hates space.


Transvestite

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. See how he runs down the track.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Observe how athletic he is.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Be amazed at his stunning stamina.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Watch him move like a speedy rocket.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Look at how he stretches his leg
muscles.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Notice how slim and toned up he is.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. The same build as your nice sexy
wife.

Transvestite
in a yellow dress. Imagine what's going on in his mind. Does he
like you?


Golden
Triangle Snow

Old skool rock
and roll on the decks. Takes me back to before I was born. Smoking
the best fucking weed in 'Nam. Swimming in the river. Worshipping
dark Gods. Making love to even darker women. Those were the days.
How I miss them. But they're not gone for I was never there. I go
back and visit regularly. I take the green pill from the stream and
off I go.

Piloting my
Huey gunship and hosing Charlie down with my guns. Easy as
listening to Hendrix and importing white magic from the Golden
Triangle. Easy and profitable days. Got my own army in the bayou
delta. Most of them girls who I fuck. Trained killers to a lady. My
high level stateside contacts allow me to import my snow in
bodyless coffins. Done it a hundred times. Easy as killing
gooks.

Hard to
believe that I've got my own drug empire, a fleet of gunships and
billions in the bank. Everyone can be bought, even you. Name your
price. Jane Fonda doing her work out with me and my troops
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