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To live in peace, prepare for
war

 


 


Dedication

 


Dedicated to strong women everywhere. I
know who you are, so do you. In so many ways, you are all sisters.
At times, there are no words. Stay strong and happy. It’s ok to
cry. All the best.
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Introduction

 


This story is partly based on Joe’s
quest for love and a search for something. What? Good times, sex,
the missing link? All of the scenes are false but based in reality.
It’s up to the readers to define which. It’s one fictitious man’s
journey over several years in his life and personal conquests. Some
were good, some bad. All are memorable.

 


This story predates Whore 1
by several years. The main events detailed here took place during
1994 to 2006, with an emphasis on 2002 to 06. In reality, none of
this really happened. It’s meant to appear real. Does it dear
reader?

 


Guys and gals, we have all been there.
Keep on looking. And when you find what you want, keep hold of it
before it’s gone. Joe does not exist except in us all. Good
luck!

 


 


 


Background

 


Joe just came back from
Tampere, Finland, after a romance with a goth girl, Nuna. On the
back of the ashes of their thing, he got a flat and met a gal,
Sienna, from the next town. They got on well at first in late 02.
After the New Year in 03 they rowed like hell and he ended it. She
fucked her ex, cheated on Joe and a new war threatened to start. He
was set for flat defence with varied weapons.

 


Fall out: In 02 Joe fell out
with his old mates over an ex-mate being best mates with Joe’s ex
Dooshka. His ex-mate fell in love with another of Joe’s mates, a
punk gal called Tessa. This lasted a decade, they married and had
six children. Happiness out of war. The ex-mate was also best mates
with Tessa’s rally car mates, Peter and Diana. Joe hated Diana and
it’s reciprocated. Peter was ok, being a cool guy because he liked
Ladas like Joe did. In a rally car crash, Peter lost a leg and arm,
Diana was killed. Joe rejoiced and told them all, ‘I’m glad the
bitch is dead.’ Her widow, Peter, agreed and explained that Diana
split him and his wife up and was a real bully, that there was no
love and she was after his cash. Karma paid her back, her life.
There were many other fallings out in the group, eg Diana ordered
Tessa not to see a guy from London, John. Both women then fell out.
Joe watched his six over the following years.

 


To live in peace, prepare for
war

 


Joe watched his back while
fucking as many women as he could. He wanted romance but a fuck
would do. He lived in his flat from Oct 02 to Dec 05.

 


Mag ads/replies: Erotic
adverts in Skin Deep tattoo and Metal Hammer heavy metal magazines.
Place an ad or reply via text, letter or email.

 


Music: Joe was a big fan of
gothic metal like The Gathering, Lacuna Coil, Tristania, Sirenia,
Within Temptation, After Forever, Without Face, Nightwish and many
more. He saw TG twice in 03, met the singer and had exclusive
tattoos.

 


 


Stories One


One

 


Real alternative
wench.

 


All through his life Joe was
an almost achiever. At school he was at the bottom of the class.
Bullies put him down for a variety of reasons. They called him
Frankenstein, saying Joe's head was square. Anything related to
this was used too. Block on the landscape, Frankenstein behind the
line, Joe can only get big girls etc. He fought back after years of
abuse, using his hands, words and weapons.

 


When he left school, he
eventually proved them all wrong. Jimmy's first girlfriend went to
a Catholic school. All they did was kiss. It lasted 3 months. She
left him when he refused to let her fuck his mate. He could have
fucked hers too but it wasn't the point. Years later Joe heard
she’d turned lesbian.

 


After that Joe got a big fat
girl pregnant. It was his first time ever. He was very depressed
over that and almost suicidal for a long time. The bullies at his
garage job had a field day; it was like the old days again. Long
term damage was done.

 


He hated the bullies, his
life in his teens and being in the wrong job. A strong dominant
mother was to blame, as was being so shy. Many hard knocks made Joe
into who he was. A car crash, while street racing high performance
cars from the garage, almost killed him. One of the bullies was
injured. It was indirect payback to his hurtful words and actions.
Joe was fired from his job.

 


Time moved on. He worked in
a big bakery for the entire 90s and became a man. He was still
quiet; his work mates were all older but responsible. The old joke
was still there: Joe will only ever get a fat girl. Then in 1992,
everything changed. He met Katya. She was a lovely lady and the
only woman that Joe's strict mother ever liked.

 


Katya had already had a
life. At 29, she was divorced, had two young children, worked in a
shop, lived in a council house and had lots of life experience. She
chose Joe. There was resistance at first.

 


In a club, he asked her,
‘Why do you want me? I can only ever get fat gals.’

 


She replied, ‘Be quiet, I
like you. Drop the old view.’ And he did and they were together for
six wonderful months. Katya taught Joe everything a woman wanted
and needed. She kicked out his old ways and brought in the new. It
was a wonderful time that was over all too quickly.

 


Other girls came along, some
big but nice, others slim and sexy. Then Joe met the lady who
became his first wife. She was called Brittany and was very
alternative, just like Joe.

***

 


Brittany was into most types
of rock music except goth. He soon changed that. They went to gigs
and clubs. She liked nature, going to museums and art galleries,
was into films, books, writing and more. There were several very
cool interests: witchcraft, paganism, contacting spirits and
divination.

 


Within Joe, Katya saw
someone who could be trained, so that’s what she did. The old ways
appealed to him and he learnt them all, from reading Tarot cards
and runes, studying paganism and being at one with
nature.

 


His mates thought he was mad
but that was nothing new, he thrived on it. In time they married,
not a pagan wedding, a normal one. He was unsure why. Joe started
writing and getting tattoos. He found his true self, for a
while.

 


They went on holiday to
Mediterranean paradises like Malta, Turkey and Bulgaria. In
England, day trips to dozens of places gave life added interest.
They met many interesting people and were very much in synch for
the first few years.

 


But a hidden darkness was
always there within, it threatened to destroy everything. One night
it did; Joe lost it. The result was a big fight after hours of
drunken rows in the pub, with his wife and other people. It was the
perfect storm. The reasons: taking old mirrors to the tip so he had
no sleep after work, being stressed from work, having an aggressive
nature and too much beer.

 


Joe didn’t then know this
side of himself or why it happened. Years later, a psychic told him
that he could only move on if he had the answers to hidden
questions. Like his life, it was all riddles...

***

 


Joe and Brittany never had
kids. She asked him for a baby; he backed away. The more she asked,
the further he retreated. It was events from his teens. It was
still inside, the fact he had a daughter with a fat local slapper
and the shit it caused.

 


Brittany was five years
older than him and he let her go. In time, she found what she
wanted, as did he. She had a family and remarried; he travelled,
met other gals, had sex, lived his life and became a man of the
world. Many events moulded him, still did.

 


Their love life had been
normal. Twice a week in two positions, it was enough. Only in later
years, would he become highly sexed. Then he was
rampant.

***

 


One thing Joe did like was
war, history, weapons and aircraft. His wife had been a Cold War
warrior. She had worked in a missile factory as a secretary from
the late 80s to early 90s. Joe had applied at a sister factory to
make printed circuit boards in 87 but never got the job. Nor was he
successful at the plane factory. In a way he was a little jealous
of her.

 


In late 98 she went mad at
him once for buying a Hitler magazine that came with a free video.
He also enjoyed watching Operation Desert Fox on TV, the bombing of
Iraq. Brittany called him insane. Yet she had worked in a weapons
factory; he was the enthusiast and historian. Who was
mad?

 


Looking back, Joe should
never have asked her out, never have gone into her small New Age
shop and said, ‘Hey, let's go out.’ But he did. There were many
things in life that Joe shouldn't have done. Marrying a witch was
just one. His mother went fucking crazy...

 


 


 


Two

 


She’s fucked well over three hundred
men. Go get her Joe…

 


Joe worked with a gal called
Perry. The first time he and his wife split up in summer 98, he
sought her out for sex. Nothing happened because the timing was
wrong. It was six months later when they finally split for good. He
seduced Perry, who was 11 years his senior and had a perfect body.
A work mate passed on her number and it went from there.

 


Joe called her and got two
buses to Derbyshire to see her. There was confusion on the days so
it was a wasted trip. He simply went back the following day and
stayed over. They met in a pub in a town a bus ride away from where
Joe lived. First they had a drink and broke the ice.

 


‘Hi Perry, how are you? You
look great in black leather jeans.’ Joe looked Perry up and
down.

 


‘Hi Joe, thanks. I’m fine.
And you?’ Perry replied.

 


‘I’m good. I’m glad you came, after I
got the day wrong.’

 


‘Yes, I did say tonight.
Anyhow, I knew you wanted me. Ever since last summer,’ Perry
observed with a smile. She watched Joe.

 


He took a drink of his beer and nodded,
‘Yes, last August to be exact when my wife and I split for a month.
I tried to find you but could never get you alone. Not like
now.’

 


‘Not like now, no. You’ve
waited long enough for me. Why did you split up?’

 


‘We kept arguing and wanted
different things. Earlier this year we went our separate ways.
There was no way to work things out. It’s for the best.’ Joe looked
a little sad explaining this.

 


‘Hey big guy, these things
happen. I think it’s for the best or you wouldn’t be here and being
with someone and unhappy is no good. I’ve been there. It’s why I
don’t have relationships.’ Perry linked Joe’s arm and looked up at
him. Her gaze was so kind and understanding.

 


‘You’re right. Exactly
right.’

 


‘I know I am. Anyhow, we’ll have some
fun tonight.’

 


‘Damn right. Past is past. How many men
have you shagged? I just wondered.’

 


‘Party on dude! How many men? Let me
see…’ Perry looked into space, working it out. ‘Well over three
hundred.’

 


‘Holy cow! That’s a lot…’
Perry’s fucked well over 300 men. She takes pride in
this…

 


‘Yes, it is. I always carry
a condom. One conquest was the Captain of an ocean liner.’ She
pulled out her keys and on them was a keying holding a
condom!

 


‘A ship’s Captain? Wow,
fucking hell! A helluva lot.’

 


‘It is. And you’ll be an
extra one, later.’

***

 


They went to Perry’s
friend’s house in a small Derbyshire village. It was a lovely area
with nearby hills in the distance, yet only an hour from
Manchester. Her friend was on holiday in Belgium and she was
minding the place.

 


Perry made some coffee and
got changed into shorts and a sexy top. She put some music on and
sat with Joe on the sofa. His eyes never left her.

 


‘You’re thirty eight and have a body
like a teenager,’ he commented, smirking.

 


‘Yes, I’m thirty eight, what, eleven
years older than you? I look after myself and eat well. I go
running three times a week too.’

 


Joe nodded and moved closer
to her. He put his hand on her thigh and squeezed it; her legs were
toned and perfect. He kissed her and they embraced. Her breasts
were small with big hard nipples, they poked through her top. She
took it off and he felt them.

 


‘You’ve nice boobs,’ Joe whispered,
amongst kisses. He got a murmur in reply.

 


Perry undid Joe’s jeans and
took them down. She touched him and he grew, allowing her to wank
him. She brought him to climax and laughed when he ejaculated on
her tits. He wiped it off with his shirt.

 


She led him to the bedroom.
They finished taking
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