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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 five years in his life and personal conquests. Some
were good, some bad. All are memorable. 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!

 


 


 


One

 


Big gals have more to love,
especially BBWs. And more to grab hold of.

 


Joe was single after emerging from a
disastrous three year relationship with a totally unsuitable
partner. Her mother came between them in the worst possible way,
being a real cow. Now Joe was having some well-earned fun, getting
laid whenever he could. He was also still married to another ex,
never being divorced.

 


This is his story from late 2008 to
late 2013. In that time, Joe fucked thirteen women. The first
woman, Kirsty, was a massively overweight one. They met on a mobile
chat site that doubled as a 'meat market', allowing people to hook
up for sex.

 


Joe chatted to Kirsty the day before
they met in late 08. He drove up to meet her in his old Fiat Punto
car. There was thick fog that afternoon; visibility was a mere ten
meters. Sound was muted. It was tricky driving but Joe was a good
driver. It took less than an hour to cover the seven mile distance
by car. Kirsty lived in the next town.

 


Joe parked his metallic purple car
outside her house. It was a typical two up two down council house
situated on a side street. He knocked on the door and waited for
Kirsty. When she opened the door, she filled the entire space; she
was a bulky woman! More to grab hold of! They said hello and she
let Joe in and offered coffee. They made small talk on the weather
and his drive up.

 


Kirsty briefly told her life story. She
was from Ireland and moved to Manchester several years ago. Her
partner died while on holiday in Brazil a few years ago. She was
interested in music and art. So was Joe.

 


They kissed on her long sofa. Her lips
were red and tongue wild. For a big bird she was ok. They were a
tangle of arms and legs for a few minutes. Then Kirsty asked Joe to
stand up. She converted her sofa bed to a bed. And it was big and
round, just like her!

 


‘Maddest bed I ever saw,’ Joe
muttered.

 


‘Quite something, isn’t it?’ Kirsty
laughed, jumping on the huge circular bed.

 


‘That it is. We won’t fall off,’ he
replied, joining her.

 


It was sex time. The reason for his
trip. Joe and Kirsty got on with it. Her hand went to his cock and
she felt it grow in his black jeans. They kissed some more then he
stripped. Her fingers ran up and down his body and grasped his hard
tool. She wanked him then gobbled his manhood.

 


Kirsty licked Joe's dick. She treated
his bell end like a stick of rock. Her tongue traced its way up his
seven inch cock. Rock solid and ready for action! After kissing his
balls she again sucked him.

 


‘Oh fucking hell! That feels great,’
Joe whispered, his eyes shut. He was in paradise, even if the
sucker was a BBW!

 


Kirsty muttered something
unintelligible. It was impossible to talk with her mouth
full!

 


‘Don't stop, keep sucking. That feels
so good. Make me cum...’

 


She nodded and tried to smile. Her
hands tickled Joe's balls. He would soon shoot his load. Before
then she wanted to fuck him. Kirsty removed her black dress and see
through panties; she wore no bra. Her big tits hung down like
overripe fruit, mesmerizing and menacing.

 


‘Come on then, come and get me,’ the
single man commented, with a smile.

 


‘Oh yes, it’s time to fuck…’ Kirsty was
on all fours and crawled to her man. They met and she was on top of
him, holding him, kissing him, grabbing him. With a surprisingly
quick move, she mounted him. His cock went easily inside
her.

 


‘Come on now Joe, fuck me. Fuck me
baby!’

 


‘You got it love, all the
way.’

 


‘Yes, yes. All the way…’

 


Kirsty rode Joe. Her big bulk moved up
and down like a whale. In command and taking her time. It felt like
his pelvis was going to snap. She was too big! Too heavy. Pounded
him too much. But she felt damn good. Why did BBWs feel so
great?

 


‘I feel you, you’re so big. Your cock
must be eight inches.’

 


‘Yes it is my dear. I aim to
please. You feel good. But ouch. Oh my hips, don’t snap them!’ Joe
was in heaven and hell. He was going to come and be broken in
half.

 


‘I’ll be careful, baby boy. Now make me
cum my dear Joe,’ the big lady soothed her man, stating her
desires.

 


‘Yes love.’

 


‘Joe, Joe…’ His name filled the
room.

 


He slowed down and enjoyed the on the
edge feeling. Kirsty swore and begged him to speed up. He took his
time and made her wait. Wait, wait. Then finished her off. They
rode for many minutes and she climaxed three times, he
once.

 


His cock was hard if balls empty.
Kirsty tapped Joe on his shoulder and they changed positions. The
instant relief on his pelvis was great. He climbed on top of the
mountain of flesh and she put his cock up her. He gently moved,
feeling his hips hurt. Biting his tongue, he increased speed and
pounded Kirsty. She moaned and closed her eyes.

 


His was on the zone. Target lock on. He
would soon cum. Not once but twice. It was a technique he once
learnt as a young lover to an older lady. Hold a bit
back.

 


The guy belonged on top, Joe’s view. It
was natural selection. But little did he know, over the coming
years, he would meet many types of women. Some would push his views
and body to the max. But right now, he was coming.

 


He told her to get on top
again. There was pelvic pain but he knew she liked it, like he did
being on top, as much as he did coming again. His balls banged
against her cunt and his cock penetrated fully, real action
satisfaction guaranteed. Joe thought, This
is better than her on top. I can go as fast as I want. Nice
feeling. She's quite tight and so fucking wet!

 


It was girls on top now. As before but
with one difference: Kirsty rode Joe nice and slow. For a while!
Then fast and then slow. They fucked this way for thirty
minutes.

 


‘We cum together.’ Joe thrust upwards
against the weight that assaulted him. The pain in his hips
increased but was manageable. With a bellow, he came. His spunk
shot out of his cock like a laser guided missile. Boom, inside her.
She followed and unleashed her own orgasm. Her screams were banshee
like and loud. Finally, it was over; she simply collapsed on top of
him. He was like a spider pinned by a house brick.

 


Later, they kissed, had another coffee
and chilled. The fog was slowly clearing he would soon depart. He
kissed Kirsty on the lips and they said goodbye. Never to meet
again. The sex had been good...

 


Onto the next conquest.

 


 


 


 


Two

 


What’s your name
love?

Anything you want it to be,
baby…

 


A few women met this man. Things
happened. It was an exchange. Joe was in action. He was a typical
guy from a typical town who enjoyed a right good grind. This is
what he did, amongst other things. Things like drinking beer,
getting tattooed and listening to music. He was a lad's lad. And
never ceased to impress the ladies in or out of bed. His latest
conquest was Sonia.

 


They met in a local pub in the town
centre on a rainy mid-summer night in 09. There weren't many people
out and the pub was quiet. Only six people and the bored barmaid.
Joe didn't like her, she was like his mum. Very bossy.

 


Sonia starred into space. Her drink was
untouched. Joe didn't offer her a new one. Instead he did a dance.
It got her attention and everybody else's.

 


‘Hi there. I’m Joe.’

 


‘I’m Sonia. Hello…’

 


‘Why alone?’

 


‘Oh you know…’

 


‘Yes…’

 


‘Nice dance by the way.’

 


Later. They fucked in Joe’s small
house. Sonia needed a place to stay. She’d been camping with her
cousin. Now the weather was bad. A tent was no place for a young
woman. Sonia was no lady. It was an exchange, sex for a
bed.

 


Sonia was naked. Her firm body was
milky white in the streetlights that shone through the window. She
sucked Joe off and he loved it, he came twice in her mouth in less
than an hour. Her tongue played over his penis like a butterfly on
a flower. Ready and willing and getting what it wanted. Joe groaned
and whispered rude words. Some were the names of past lovers, male
and female. Sonia didn’t care; she kept on sucking. Like a skilled
dirty whore.

 


In his mind, Joe thanked his lucky
stars that Sonia had a perfect body and was only twenty five,
fifteen years younger than him. But he was fit and easily kept up
with the majority of his lovers. Including this one.

 


Sonia had a pack of sex cards and asked
Joe to pick one. Each card showed a different position. The
position on it, they would do. He shut his eyes and picked one. It
was standing up. Stamina was needed to do it.

 


It was filthy feel good sex. They
fucked and he came twice up her within an hour. He took her from
behind while standing. His legs cramped and he fought the pain,
concentrating on shagging this unbelievably stimulating lady before
him. She encouraged him by rubbing his thigh and gently slapping
his bum.

 


It took exactly fifty seven minutes for
him to cum twice. Her number was triple that. Afterwards they were
both spent.

***

 


Joe gave Sonia the goods. He fucked her
on top missionary style. It was a simple old skool position that
felt good for the guy. His cock zoomed in and out like the piece of
muscle it was; her pussy readily accepted it. This went on for some
time.

 


‘You get on top love, mount me,’ Joe
said, with a wicked grin.

 


‘Ok big boy. Do you know that I like to
be fucked like a bitch?’ Sonia replied. They changed and
continued.

 


‘No, I didn’t. We’ll have to see what
we can do then.’

 


‘Wow! That sounds like fun.’

 


She was facing away from him, head to
the far wall. Her shapely hips bounced up and down on his
dick.

 


Yes, it felt good.
Joe enjoyed the view of her for a couple of
minutes and then closed his eyes and thought rude
things.

 


Sonia shifted round to face Joe. She
was coming now. Her breathing was fast and sweat ran down her face
and small breasts, giving her an artistic look.

 


Joe glanced at her and placed that
picture in his mind, no camera needed. Then eyes shut.

 


Her sighs filled the room. Animalistic
and hedonistic. She scratched Joe's chest and he swore. Then she
playfully slapped him. He speedily rolled them both over and
rapidly finished their fuck. He shouted as he shot his
load.

***

 


Sonia cooked Joe basic meals; his
cupboards weren't well stocked, being a bachelor. Her cooking was
good. They acted like a married couple, joking, laughing and making
love. Days flew by.

 


Doing a Sixty-niner was fun. Joe licked
Sonia out and she sucked him off. Till each came. Dirty rude feel
good sex. His body shook while she nibbled his knob, she growled
when he bit her piss flaps. Animal time! The starter before the
main course, with lots of dessert.

 


One time Joe took Sonia doggy style. He
wore a condom every time they were intimate for he knew not her
past. The condom slipped off his cock after he came! Sonia almost
panicked; Joe came to the rescue. He had Sonia face him and put his
finger and thumb inside her. There, right at the tip of his
outstretched finger, was the condom. He slowly fished it out. It
was dripping wet! Disgusting. They laughed about it and then
showered together where they made love again, standing
up.

 


During the three late summer weeks that
they spent together, they had sex every single day, often five
times. Her body for his bed. It could only last so long. There was
only so much pumping, groaning, exploring and getting sweaty that
could be done before they tired of one another. When they parted
there was no sadness or tears. The exchange was
complete.

 


 


 


Three

 


No strings
attached…

 


Joe had had sex with Clair on and off
since 2004. She was a relative of a neighbor. They first had sex
during one of Joe’s single depressive stages over a gal who let him
down. The physical act healed his body and took his mind off what
was inside. The loss of a great what if? Now, several years later,
they hooked up again and got right down to it in her
flat.

 


Joe saw Clair regularly, starting when
he moved back north. They picked up from what was before, two
friends who relieved stress, tension, loneliness and physical needs
in bed. Or on the sofa or front room floor; wherever they could.
Clair was one of the two women that Joe had in 09.

 


Over the years they screwed and had
basic sex. Nothing like Joe did with Sonia. She was in a different
league. The positions were just two, him on top and vice versa.
Clair made up for this by being great at tongue lashing cocks. She
sucked like a vacuum cleaner but never swallowed.

 


Joe had been to his mate’s for a beer
on a Wednesday night. After four hours of goth and metal music,
along with eight cans of beer, he was horny. Clair lived five
minutes away from his mate, so it was a simple question of texting
her and calling round while on the way home.

 


Clair loved sex with Joe. It didn’t
matter if he was drunk or sober. On this night, he was
tipsy.

 


He rang the buzzer and she let him in.
They said Hi and she made him a coffee. By the time he drank it,
his cock was hard, it was obvious what was to follow. Joe got
quickly naked and placed his jeans and t-shirt on a
chair.

 


Clair wanked him and tickled his balls.
He held her hand and relaxed, enjoying the attention. She grasped
his shaft, rubbing the end and almost made him cum. Then her mouth
closed round the tip and finished him off. It took just two minutes
for him to spunk up.

 


‘You’re good at that, I enjoy it. Your
specialty,’ Joe whispered.

 


Clair nodded and replied, ‘I know you
like it. So do I. You have a nice cock. Fuck me later.’

 


‘Yes, I will. When I’m hard
again.’

 


Time ticked by and Clair massaged Joe’s
cock. She didn’t mind the dry cum. It was her victory award. More
would follow.

 


His tool grew again. Her hands and
fingers had a life of their own. It was like he was sober, not
drunk.

 


She felt his arousal and speeded up.
For an unknown period she did this, till he was erect. A quick suck
held his size; he could grow no bigger. As if scripted, Clair lay
down and Joe put on a condom. He was on a mission. It was fucky
fucky time.

 


His actions were basic and to the
point. Clair was already happily whining. She was in the zone. Joe
pumped away and thought of slim sexy gals with long bare legs in
short denim skirts. The opposite of Clair’s bulky build. Sometimes,
a guy needed a bit of rough.

 


They fucked like strangers with a need.
She came quickly, not being an easy gal but one easily pleased by
the right sexual partner. In this case that was Joe. He was one of
several she frequented. There were no complaints.

 


Joe’s butt moved like a live thing and
his cock gave Clair’s pussy what it needed. A right good fucking!
When he shot his load he kissed her and drunkenly grinned. Sex
while pissed was the best. Especially with an ordinary
gal.

 


With a final kiss, Joe withdrew his
cock, took off the full condom and placed it in tissue, then washed
his dick. Clair had fallen asleep when he returned to get dressed.
He spent a few minutes chilling out, watching over her before
leaving. It was a thirty minute two mile walk home through a
dangerous part of town.

 


He would fuck Clair again whenever he
got the urge. Till then, it was goodbye and he could remember their
sex and relive it by hand. And in future, call up to make more
future memories with his fuck buddy. No strings attached sex
without come backs.

 


 


 


Four

 


The wheels on the bus go
round and round…

 


2009 ended and 2010 began. Joe kept his
eye open for new encounters. The first of this year was a while in
coming. When they met, it was on the bus! Joe was going to a gothic
metal gig to see a local band called Evil Beneath. He was alone;
his mates were skint and Joe could only afford four
beers.

 


A nice lady caught his attention. She
was sat alone. Her tattooed hands caught his attention, as did the
fact she was a stranger, not from round here. He looked at her.
When she got off in town, he followed her and introduced himself.
She wasn’t like local gals. There was neither hostility nor
threat.

 


‘Hi, I’m Joe, how are you?’

 


‘Hello there, Joe. I’m Del.’

 


‘Nice to meet you. Where are you
going?’

 


‘I’m off to my boyfriends. He lives in
the flats over there.’

 


Joe was gutted. She was very sexy. ‘Oh…
ok. Bye then.’

 


‘Yes, see you…’

 


Joe went to his gig alone.

***

 


A few days later, Joe got a nice
surprise! Del phoned him up. She was in the local supermarket and
wanted to see Joe. They agreed on the following evening.

 


He met her in town and they went
straight back to his place. Joe had some wine and food laid on. A
lady needed treating right. It turned out to be a crazy time. They
immediately kissed and Joe put his hands up Del’s top. She had nice
breasts! Small but terrible.

 


When they made love, it was slowly.
Later on, it was fast and violent. For some reason, Del had a real
edge. She rode Joe’s cock and bruised his thighs. He took her from
behind and played with her clit while doing so. She collapsed on
her elbows and took the pounding. It was like a competition, who
could out fuck the other.

 


The evening was a memorable and long
one, with breaks for coffee and washing their bits. They had sex
five times. Joe came seven times, two of which were during oral
sex. Del came much more. What had she been through to be so rampant
in bed?

***

 


They next met on Tuesday night and went
to the pub to see a live band. Del wore a smart hat like the
actress in Cabaret. In a certain light, Del was exceedingly pretty,
looking barely twenty. In reality, she was almost forty one. That
night was a beer session, Joe downed ten pints of John Smiths and
Del drank six.

 


Both were pissed and after the pub,
both had kebab and chips. To finish off the evening, they fucked
like dogs in an alleyway that stank of piss, stale beer and vomit.
The darkness held the lie of feel good illusions and illicit
pleasures.

 


‘The thrill of dirty sex, outdoors.
Doesn’t it turn you on? Fuck me now babe,’ Del
whispered.

 


‘Right now, my dirty whore. We fuck
right now,’ Joe replied, grabbing his whore.

 


‘Oh yes, use me. Use me, fucking use me
babe. I’m a real bitch.’

 


‘Oh yes, you dirty bitch…’

 


‘Don’t ever forget it.’

 


Del lifted up her short black leather
mini skirt and pulled her purple thong knickers aside. Joe popped
his cock out and shoved it up his girlfriend’s pussy. She was
already wet and wanting. They leant against the wall and screwed.
Their moans added to the drip of water off the roof tops and
distant shouts from drunken teenagers.

 


Joe gave Del a big love bite on her
neck. Then he shot his cum up her and it was over. She climaxed
twice and fell into his arms. He rearranged his jeans and her skirt
and walked her home. There would be many more such
nights.

***

 


The couple rapidly started a
relationship. It was to be Joe’s only one in more than five years.
The weeks turned into months and Joe was happy and stable in life.
The sex was fast and passionate. There was little Del wouldn’t do
in bed. Her only refusal was a threesome or swinging club. The idea
of these turned Joe on. But for now, he must wait to do those.
Being open minded was Joe’s best attribute.

 


Del had many children but a perfect
body. How was it possible? She told him. Her past was bad. She was
relocated to protect her from a psycho ex. He had fathered all her
kids. Oddly, he turned gay.

 


Now, social workers were involved in
her life. They were worse than traffic wardens, real fucking cunts
that did a loathsome job. Joe got to meet Del’s social worker on
one occasion. It was like being interrogated by the Gestapo and was
the beginning of the end of their four month
relationship.

 


They met a few more times, went to the
pub, saw some bands and watched a few films. The sex was the same
and things rapidly fell apart. Del left Joe by text message one
sunny spring afternoon. He’d just bought her two vest tops and some
perfume. He was upset and very disappointed but had to be honest
with himself; it would never work. What grated on his nerves was
Del refusing to meet him to talk. To be ditched by text, it was the
coward’s way out. What a bitch…

 


 


 


Five

 


Same name, different
girl.

 


Joe’s next conquest helped
him get over Del. Madly, this new girl was also called Del. Joe
called her Del Number Two or D2. Joe met D2 while walking to a
friend’s from his flat one summer’s evening. What caught his
attention was the bare legs and short denim skirt.
I’m gonna fuck her, he
rudely thought. It took him two weeks to do so.

 


‘Why did it take you so long to call
up?’ D2 asked, shaking her head.

 


‘Oh you know, I was busy and good
things take time,’ Joe grinned back.

 


He arrived prepared. He opened a bottle
of vodka to mix with some Pepsi. D2 provided some glasses and they
started drinking. It would be drunken sex. She smoked a cigarette.
He shook his head when offered one. They sat on her brown
sofa.

 


Joe wanted some good music
on but D2 explained her so called ‘friends’ had stolen her CDs to
sell to buy drugs. Shit! That’s bad. Del
mixes with druggies. Hope they don’t call round tonight or its
fight time.

 


She solved the music problem by
switching on her TV to a radio station and Chuffhunter dance music
blared out. She raised the volume to maximum and the speakers
almost blew. Joe wanted some metal on but kept quiet. He was here
for the sex, nothing more.

 


‘Let’s dance. You have nice legs,’ Joe
said, taking a drink and standing. ‘Really? Thank you. Wait till
you see the rest of me,’ the slut commented.

 


‘That’s why I’m here. Come, let’s
dance.’ He held D2’s hand and she stood up.

 


They whirled round her front room to
the un-danceable ‘music’ which was urban dance music for idiots,
chavs and stupid people. It was an odd scene. They were totally out
of step. Joe kissed D2 and ran a hand up her smooth toned thigh.
All the way up to her pussy which was shaved. Without hesitation,
he put a finger inside her. She was warm and wet. And ready for
him. She groaned.

 


‘Sexy lady. Fuck me. On the floor,’ he
muttered. Three fingers were now up here. She could hardly stand.
She nodded and fell into his arms.

 


He guided her and they lay down. One of
his hands rubbed her legs and the other fingered her. His cock
twitched and was hard. They kissed. She tasted of vodka and cheap
cigarettes. He withdrew his hand and sniffed it; she smelt fresh.
She must have recently showered. They kissed some more.

 


Neighbours were banging on the wall and
front door about the music. The lovers ignored it. It was a strong
reinforced door. They had more important things to concentrate on.
Joe undid his black jeans and shuffled out of them. His boxer
shorts followed. There was his cock and guess what? It was hard as
fucking nails.

 


‘Look at that. It’s a big one,’ the
girl said.

 


‘You got it. Pass me some more vodka.’
She kissed him and passed the bottle. He took a big
swig.

 


More kisses and fake
compliments followed, leading to the main event. D2 drank some
vodka and sucked Joe’s cock. There we go.
Part of what I want…

 


The same age old dance between guys and
gals, as old as time. Same old actions and lies. But each time it
was different yet the same. Why was that?

 


D2 nibbled Joe’s balls and
then did something extreme. She went lower and licked his
butthole! She seems to know what she’s was
doing. An expert? Bloody hell. It feels… good.

 


‘I knew you’d like it. I can read my
lovers like one does a book,’ D2 commented, in-between
licks.

 


‘Fucking hell. This is a new thing for
me.’ Joe lay back and closed his eyes.

 


Dee Number Two’s hand closed round his
cock and slowly wanked him off. Rude images of unprintable things
collided in his head. They became intense when she went back to
licking his balls and sucking him off. Her fingers probed his
arsehole and entered, as he did her pussy before. They found what
they wanted; the male erogenous zone!

 


We met in the street and
now, this… Joe came in a welter of cum. His
shouts filled the room, drowning the awful repetitive dance music
out. He felt he was in an insane high G turn in an F-16 Viper.
There was no respite. She mounted his erect yet empty organ and
fucked him. He moved with her, the cheap blue carpet irritating his
thighs and his cum messing his lap.

 


D2 looked down at her latest conquest
and grinned while grinding him. She bucked him slowly and played
with her clit. Her smile was real. She sped up and breathed through
her mouth. The noises she made were of a slut. A real fucking slut.
That was what she was. She started to climax. Her shouts now filled
the room. Her flat was a one person whore house.

 


She dismounted him and spat
on her hand. Then put his dick up her butt! All of a sudden oh my
fucking God. Up her fucking
butt!

 


‘Oh no fucking way. Up your butt. No
fucking way…’ Joe cried, incredulously.

 


‘Yes, big boy, up my fucking
butt. I love it…’ D2 increased speed. Joe climaxed again and his
seed went up her bum! A bum fuck. Up her
bloody bum. A real butt fuck. Damn. His mate would never believe
this. Well one might, he needs to fuck her too…

 


 


 


Six

 


Age old dance, whore of the
night.

 


Joe told his friend about the slut,
Dona Number Two. His mate called up and had mixed results. On the
first visit, D2 was on her period. His mate got a tit grope and
pussy tickle. No more. The second time he called up, two Salford
drug addicts were there. Both were wannabe hard bastards off their
fucking tits on drugs. They warned him to leave. He did
so.

 


Joe found out of his mate’s
lucky escape when he saw him for their twice weekly beer sessions.
It dawned on Joe, Mother trucker, that
could have been me.

 


They drank and listened to extreme
metal music. More women would come by, sooner than Joe
knew.

 


After that mid-summer Saturday night
session, Joe walked home to his home. He saw a slim young woman by
herself. It was odd because of the time and location. It was
mugging central.

 


‘You ok love? Being all alone like
that,’ Joe did his best to sound sober.

 


She met his gaze. Hers’ were one
thousand story eyes. What had she seen? She answered. ‘Yes, I’m
fine. Except a customer let me down. He never showed up. I must get
back to Salford. There are no busses and I’m skint.’

 


‘Sorry to hear that, love. There won’t
be any busses for hours.’

 


‘Yes… Listen, I can do you a deal. Give
you a cheap one. If you want?’

 


It dawned on him what she
was. A hooker! And her client had done one. Can’t turn this opportunity down. Here we go.
‘Yes love, I’m definitely interested. For the
right price. I know a quiet place we can go. Follow me.’

 


‘Ok. We can sort the price later.
Pretend we’re together. The police won’t stop us then.’

 


‘We don’t want any cops. Not round
here. It’s crime central. Come on then…’

 


The ‘couple’ walked down the side road
to a field. Here, it was secluded. The grass was overgrown and
trees hid the view. Privacy guaranteed; a perfect place to fuck at
3AM when no one was about.

 


Joe took down his jeans and
underwear. The whore grabbed his meat and tossed him off then
wasted no time in going down on him. She sucked his unwashed cock;
it felt good. Her tongue twizzled over his Jap’s eye and his
cock. She’s nice and slim, must only be
twenty seven. Shame she’s a hooker. Her body looks great. I wish it
was daylight.

 


The hooker stood and took down her own
jeans. Joe was prepared. He got the condom from his wallet and tore
the wrapper. In seconds it was correctly in place. She leant over
and guided him into her from behind while standing. Being a tall
woman made it easy. They started to have sex.

 


Her pussy feels tight. But I
bet thousands of cocks have been up there. Dozens a day. Good job
I’ve got a rubber. Joe held her waist while
they screwed. A warm feeling entered his body from the tip of his
dick. There was something fantastic about forbidden sex.

 


He reached down and stroked her thighs;
they were milky white in the darkness and silky smooth. She was a
lovely creature and knew how to fuck. One of the higher class
hookers.

 


‘That’s right. Enjoy me while you can,’
the unnamed woman whispered.

 


‘Definitely. You feel great and have a
lovely body and legs. I’d love to fuck you all night long.’ Joe
increased his speed and was starting to cum.

 


‘I bet you would. We’ll swap numbers
later.’

 


‘Sounds good to me love.’

 


He increased his speed to warp factor
nine and was almost climaxing. Then it happened. The condom slipped
off inside her and his cock popped out of her pussy! Fucking hell!
Joe swore.

 


‘I was almost coming.’

 


‘That’s ok. I’ll finish you by
hand.’

 


‘Ok love.’

 


The lady of the night did just that.
She wanked Joe off in the middle of a summer’s meadow. It was an
idyllic setting. She worked rhythmically and knew her job. He held
onto her lovely upper legs and held her close. Joe’s orgasm rose
and greeted him.

 


‘That’s right. That’s right my dear. Oh
yes. Look at that,’ she whispered. She finished him off.

 


Joe wiped his dripping penis on some
tissue and fastened his jeans. ‘You were great. Thank
you.’

 


She nodded and made herself decent. He
opened his wallet, took out some notes and got some change out of
his pocket. ‘It’s all I’ve got, I’m afraid.’

 


‘It’s fine. Some men do a runner after
sex or hit me. You’re not like that.’ She was really
grateful.

 


‘They’re bad men. I’ll never be like
that or one of them. Come, I’ll walk you to the road.’

 


‘Thank you. You gave me back some faith
in humanity.’

 


‘And thanks for this. I needed it. It’s
been a rough summer.’

 


They were at the road now. They stood
facing one another. ‘Take care. What’s your name? I’m
Jennifer.’

 


‘You too. Town is that way. Make sure
you get a taxi, ok? I’m Joe. Here’s my number.’ They swapped
numbers.

 


‘Here’s mine. Text me Joe if you need
me again. Goodbye.’

 


‘Bye Jennifer. Safe trip.’

 


Joe turned and walked down the road to
his home. When he glanced back, Jennifer had vanished. Did she ever
exist at all?

 


 



Seven

 


Damaged goods. Totally
fucked English female.

 


Joe met his first conquest of 2011 on a
dating site. She was called Nova. And she had already gone bang,
numerous times. Her fall out debris pitter pattered far and wide.
Joe dallied with her and caught some of her crap.

 


It was summer and Joe travelled by
train to meet Nova. She lived near Birmingham. It was his first
trip there and the city was as glum as he expected; full of gray
people and gray buildings. Putting this aside, he did his best to
be polite and positive. They went back to her council house. It was
big for one person.

 


Over coffee, Nova explained her past.
It was a typical negative one. A single parent, who had been
involved with a bad man and suffered years of abuse, till she
finally kicked him out. Sadly he took her kids. She fought tooth
and nail for these and was close to winning custody and moving to a
new house.

 


‘There’s a saying, it’s a cliché but
true. If it doesn’t kill you, it makes you stronger. This is me
now,’ Nova explained, adding that she was bullied and dealt several
bad problems by life.

 


Joe nodded and imagined her journey.
‘I’ll do my very best to not be anything like your ex. That, I
promise.’

 


‘If you do become like him, I’ll kill
you. That is a promise.’ There was no humour in her eyes, the
threat was real.

 


A shiver ran up Joe’s back. He looked
away and blinked. Then spoke: ‘In that case, we best go upstairs so
you can check me out. Let’s get it over with.’

 


‘There’s no need to go upstairs. Here
will do just fine. It’s a comfy settee. And please, trust me. I
must be strong. I know you understand.’ She rubbed his arm
reassuringly and indicated the large settee.

 


Joe smiled and held her hand. ‘It’s
fine. Really. I was shocked, that’s all. I’m sorry. For that and
what you went through. Nobody should endure hell.’

 


Nova sighed and became teary eyed. She
rapidly nodded and hugged Joe. ‘I do trust you. I do…’

 


They kissed and lay on the chair
together. He held her and she cried. Her tension slowly ebbed
away.

***

 


It was dark when they both awoke,
having fallen asleep. Silver moonlights illuminated the room. They
kissed. Nova’s long brown hair hung over her face and she looked
very pretty. Yet there was an air of tragedy about her.

 


She took off her knee length paisley
pattern summer dress. Her big breasts flopped out of her overly
small black bra. Joe gently kissed them. Her nipples were huge and
were pierced by silver bars. Above her left breast was a tattoo of
a swordfish.

 


‘Nice piercings and tattoos. I like
them,’ Joe commented, kissing her upper chest and lips.

 


‘Thank you. The tattoo was done by a
friend who lives down the road. And the piercings were done in
town. I want to have more of both.’

 


‘You should do. I think tattoos are
great and look good on a lady. As do piercings.’ He blew smoke up
her butt. In reality, Joe wasn’t a fan of piercings but he loved
ink. His erection grew. Naked flesh…

 


‘Shhh. I feel you growing hard. Let’s
make love.’

 


‘Ok.’ Joe got undressed in seconds and
lay next to Nova.

 


She kissed him. Her hand found his dick
and she played. He closed his eyes and almost fell into the
unbelievably comfy cushions. Nova brought Joe to orgasm. Her moves
were neither fast nor slow. When he came, she licked the cum off
his belly and cock.

 


An open minded lady. Looks
and feels good so far. Time to satisfy her… Joe got down between her legs and found her most secret place.
He kissed her upper thighs and her pussy. After a few minutes, Nova
moved with him and sighed.

 


He placed two fingers up her while he
tongued her clit. She wriggled and laughed; it was her erogenous
zone! They went on this way for ten minutes until she came. Joe
stopped when she screamed. He thought she was in pain. She shoved
his head back down!

 


After Joe made her cum four times, she
told him to fuck her doggy style. Her big fat arse stuck up like a
mountain. He grabbed it and guided his cock up her from behind. She
was tight and dripping wet and smelled of fresh fish.

 


‘You feel fucking good, Nova,’ Joe
said, grinning. He slapped her ample butt.

 


‘Cheers love. I like it rough,’ she
replied. Their sex got rougher.

 


Nova threw a cushion at Joe and
scratched his hand. He slapped her butt again and increased his
action. She stood on his foot and growled at him. The dance
continued…

 


They committed little acts of violence
against one another, a bite, a scratch, a slap, a grab too tight.
Mixed up with this were the orgasms; when Nova came, she could be
very sweet. When her ecstasy vanished, she became psychotic again.
Joe struggled mentally to deal with her and her intensity she put
across. He knew it was due to her past and that she still carried
the shell shock of the events. It reminded him of his family break
up but ten times worse. The pain was always there. What mattered
was how you dealt with it.

 


After romping on the settee, they went
to bed, to sleep. Both were tired. It was morning when they awoke.
There was a morning cigarette for Nova and a coffee for Joe. Then
another violent sex session. The bed smelled of sweat and sex. Joe
kept quiet; he didn’t want to set Nova off. He was alone with no
support here.

 


Afterwards, they showered together and
she gave him a blow job till he came. She swallowed it. He replied
by fingering her and making her cum, then he rubbed her clit with
the loofa. When he’d done, the mad lady had to crawl over the floor
to get the towel. Joe laughed and laughed.

 


‘You’re a bad man. I thought I was
nasty.’ Nova glared and grinned at her lover, then threw the soap
at him. He ducked and it thudded against the tiles.

 


‘You could say we’re bonding,’ he
chuckled. ‘How’s your legs?’

 


‘Yes. I’ve never thought of doing that
with the loofa. Good idea. My legs are still weak.’ They kissed and
went to the bedroom.

 


‘On the bed this time…’

 


There was time for one last fuck before
Joe got his train. Joe removed his towel and his erection twitched.
Nova nodded in agreement. He needed to keep her sweet to leave her
house alive…

 


 


 


Eight

 


We don’t like you. We’re
gonna blow you up…

 


The second lady of 2011 was also from a
dating site. She was also different and had an unfulfilled wish: to
have a threesome. Joe and his friend helped her out with this. Her
name was Marge and she was from the Emerald Isle, Ireland. Her ex
had been a driver for a certain group of bad men. She was not a
lady to annoy.

 


Marge was in her early forties and of
medium build. She lived in England and did various jobs. Her blond
hair and green eyes made her looks above average. As did her big
breasts and visible cleavage.

 


She was staying Joe’s pals flat in
town. Joe gave his mate Marge’s details. They regularly swapped
women’s numbers and had fucked many women this way. It was good fun
and everybody was satisfied. Joe called round at weekend to have
sex with Marge and do a threesome.

 


 


Joe, Madge and his mate all drank
coffee. They planned out what to do. Joe would fuck Marge first,
then his mate would, and later, they would do the threesome.
In-between, they would have beer, wine and pizza. Alternative music
would play in the background over the TV. It was a plan and they
were on it.

 


‘I’m a bit shy so please be gentle,’
Marge told Joe.

 


‘I will do. You’ll be fine,’ Joe
replied, embracing Marge.

 


She smiled and they kissed. He led her
to the bedroom. His mate stayed in the main room, drinking beer and
eating pizza. They sat on the bed and made small talk for a while.
After a few minutes, Marge was more relaxed.

 


‘I want to watch you undress,’ the
Irish lady whispered, overcoming her shyness.

 


‘Ok,’ Joe nodded, ‘enjoy. I don’t mind
you watching.’

 


He bared his flesh bit by bit, first
his All About Eve 1991 tour t-shirt, then his black Lee jeans, his
socks and finally, his boxer shorts. Marge got a real eye full and
enjoyed the show. Joe held out his hands and slowly turned
around.

 


‘Do you like what you see
Marge?’

 


‘Yes. You’re very sexy and have great
legs. And fine tattoos. Must have cost a fortune.’

 


‘You can’t put a value on art or
beauty. And you’re beautiful my dear Marge.’

 


‘All art is precious. Thank you Joe.
Come closer, I want to touch you.’

 


Joe walked over to the bed and joined
Marge. She embraced him and ran her fingers over his toned chest,
touching his tattoos and feeling his brown hairs. She smiled, a
little shyly then kissed him. He fondled her large breasts and
teased her nipples. Her hand moved lower to his cock and grasped
it. He grew in her hand. They kissed again.

 


Marge pulled the quilt cover over them
and they became a kissing tangle of arms and legs and sexy bits.
She wanked Joe off and he sucked her nipples. They were like
bullets. Then they made love. He got on top of her and she eased
him inside. She felt tight considering she was a mother of
two.

 


‘You feel damn good. Nice and tight
Marge,’ Joe murmured as he pumped away.

 


‘And you’re just the right size, dear
Joe,’ Marge added, with a kiss.

 


She giggled and he speeded
up. Marge is lovely and has a very nice
pussy. She feels great. Good job I’m keeping her sweet, with her ex
being a terrorist. Don’t want him to blow me up!

 


Ten minutes later, their sex session
was over. Joe washed his cock and got dressed again. He joined his
mate in the main room for a beer. His mate asked how Marge was. Joe
gave a thumb’s up. Later on, his mate took Joe into the bedroom for
sex. Joe watched TV with the sound down and listened to Iron
Maiden, with the volume low. He wanted to listen to them fuck. It
turned him on. He slowly wanked himself through his
jeans.

 


After Joe’s mate screwed Marge and more
beers, it was time for the main event, a threesome. Marge had been
shy again at first but that soon vanished. There were no secrets or
inhibitions.

 


Joe skull fucked her while his mate
shagged her pussy. He straddled her neck, being careful not to
strangle her with his muscular thighs. Very carefully, he moved his
lower body and did his job. She readily accepted him into her
mouth. One time she gagged when he shoved it all the way in to his
pubes.

 


‘Oh yes babe, suck me. This feels even
better than fucking you. Isn’t Marge a good fuck?’

 


‘You bet Joe, she’s bloody amazing.
With a lovely pussy. Lovely. We’ll swap over when you’re done and
I’ll skull fuck her.’

 


‘You bet.’

 


Joe started to cum. He held Marge’s
head with one hand and increased speed, ignoring the pain in his
knees and stiffness in his back. With several fast pumps Joe
spunked up in her mouth and she swallowed every single bit, leaving
his cock dry. Meanwhile, his mate came and filled Marge’s cunt with
his own spunk, just as she climaxed and added to the party. There
were groans, moans, sighs and murmurs aplenty. Joe burst out
laughing when he turned round and saw his mate thrusting away. A
funny sight!

 


Then they swapped over and did it all
again. It would be a long weekend.

 


Marge got her wish with Joe and his
mate of doing a threesome. She loved it.…

 


 


 


Nine

 


Social Media
frolics.

 


The year was 2012. Joe
fucked a rough middle aged woman called Imogen. They met her on a
social networking site. He saw her photo and decided to nail her.
It took several days to seduce her. She looked every bit her forty
six years. Joe’s mate once said: A certain
type of woman has a certain use. Joe put
that saying to the test.

 


Imogen lived in a nearby
mill town. Joe had to catch three buses to get there. It gave the
word nearby, a whole new meaning; his trip took four hours!
All this to empty my balls. It better be worth
it.

 


Imogen met Joe at the bus
station and took him home. Wasn’t there rules about taking
strangers home? What if she
was a serial killer? Then he was dead…

 


‘Ignore the dogging references on my
profile. Someone hacked my account before. I’m not into dogging,’
Imogen said.

 


‘Yes, I wondered what it was
about. I’m not into it myself. You’ve got to watch those hackers.
Change your password regularly,’ Joe replied. Does she think I was born yesterday? I bet she goes dogging
every weekend.

 


‘Yes, I now change it every few weeks.
Anyhow, do you want a coffee? I’ve just been shopping.’

 


‘Cheers, a brew would be great. I like
it sweet and strong. Just like me.’

 


‘Just like you, eh? One coffee coming
up.’

***

 


Joe fucked Imogen. Her feet were past
his shoulders and his dick pounded her cunt. He gave her what she
wanted and he got another bedpost notch.

 


‘Give it to me, fuck me babe. That’s
right Joe. Oh, oh…’ Imogen gasped like a stranded fish.

 


‘Too right, I’ll give you a damn good
fuck. Oh yes.’ Joe was the walking cock. He provided a service. And
it was well received.

 


He felt her smooth legs and enjoyed it.
Her thighs were creamy white, smooth and very nice. Her pussy was
freshly shaved and she smelled of flowery body spray. Quite a turn
on. Shame about the face but you never looked at the mantel piece
while poking the fire!

 


They did it doggy style. Her big butt
poked upwards like the moorland above her northern town. Joe poked
her from behind. She liked being poked!

 


Joe groped her tits and caressed the
nipples. She had a fair pair. It was ejaculation time. His balls
slapped on the back of her arse, the sound of progress. He shouted
and collapsed on top of her.

 


‘That was great, Joe. But I’ve not cum
yet. I never do when doing it doggy style,’ Imogen
commented.

 


What the hell? But every
woman cums from behind! Joe thought,
perplexed. ‘Ok. I’ll soon change that. Here, move
round.’

 


‘What will you do?’ Imogen asked as she
changed position.

 


‘Finger your pussy.’ Joe did just that.
Good job he wore a condom!

 


He thrust three fingers inside her and
fingered her in a fast shoving action. She instantly gasped and was
in the zone. Seconds ticked by and the rough woman moaned and moved
with Joe. He touched her G-spot. Her sensitivity increased and her
pent up orgasm erupted. A jet of cream liquid spurted forth, all
over Joe’s arm! Imogen sighed and laughed. He kept up his action
and rubbed her clitoris with his other hand. She stopped laughing
and shut her eyes.

 


‘You dirty woman, go on, cum
again…’

 


He gave it to her for another twenty
minutes. She climaxed four times and four more lots of juice
covered his hand. A result.

***

 


After showering and resting,
Imogen’s daughter and older female friend called round for a beer.
Her daughter was a young sexy mouthy twenty two year old who
thought she knew it all. I know she doesn’t
trust me and thinks I’m here for one thing. I’ll bullshit her.
Little mouthy cow. Her mate is nice though. I’d love to fuck
her.

 


‘I think you’re just here for one
thing. Am I right?’

 


‘And what would that be? Do tell
me?’

 


‘To use my mum and have sex with
her.’

 


‘Oh really? Well young lady, you’re
wrong. I’m here because I really like your mum and she invited me
up. I’m not here for sex.’

 


‘Ok. Well, I still don’t believe
you.’

 


‘That’s not really my problem, is
it?’

 


‘Love, leave it. Joe is here because
he’s my friend. Don’t spoil the night.’

 


‘Yes, please don’t, love. We want a
good night.’

 


The mate was thirty seven and liked to
fuck younger men, the daughter’s age. None of the names mattered.
They all drank together. Joe, Imogen, the annoying daughter and hot
friend. Later on, a very rough alcoholic turned up too. He brought
some ten percent strength lager with him and jealously guarded it.
Joe didn’t like any of the group except the sexy older
friend.

 


When I fuck Imogen later,
I’m gonna think of her daughter’s older friend. I’ll pretend I’m
twenty four and she rides my big hard cock…

 


Joe drank eight cans of bitter, Imogen
had cider and her sprog consumed vodka and coke. It was dance music
time. It filled the house with its awful sound. Joe hated it. But
like so many times before, he was here for one thing. A
jump.

 


The hours passed and the
party from hell slowly wound down. The daughter and friend left, to
go to a club. The friend wanted to pick a younger man to
fuck. Lucky bastard!

 


The alcoholic banged on about how
important his ‘acquaintance’ with Imogen was. More like a useless
piece of space. He finally fucked off when Joe forcibly told him
they needed sleep.

 


Imogen and Joe were alone again. It was
sex time. Hot images of the daughter’s thirty seven year old mate
filled his head and his cock grew. He stripped his clothes off and
they fucked on the sofa. He was on top and she the bottom. An old
dance, till he came. All the time, images of only one lady were in
Joe’s head: the sexy older friend. Her legs were wonderful and body
perfect. And she was pretty and polite. And sexy. Oh so
sexy.

 


He was still erect. ‘Suck
me.’

 


‘No, I don’t like it. It’s
dirty.’

 


‘But it feels good.’ He really wanted
his cock sucking.

 


‘No…’ And she meant it.

 


They kept on fucking. Standing up,
missionary, on the table, doggy style? She took it up the arse and
only because Joe was pissed! He wanted to do it doggy style again
but she shook her head. Up the bum it went. Only the second time
Joe had done it. It was ten long bum fucking minutes till he shot
her, areshole style. Then he pulled out and washed his did. He
never even kissed her.

 


‘I love it up my bum…’

 


‘You may do but I don’t like doing
it.’

 


‘I don’t like sucking cock.’

 


‘We have some major
differences.’

 


‘Yes, we do.’

 


Finally, their weekend sex session was
over. Joe promised to see Imogen again. It was all lies. He used
her for sex and got what he wanted. Bye bye rough woman. Onto the
next one!

 


 


 


Ten

 


Foreign exotic, local
attitude.

 


Joe met a hot sexy half-caste lady on
yet another dating site. He went to another local town to meet her.
She was a lovely feisty lady. Cultural differences were overcome in
bed with the universal law of sexual attraction in another sexual
adventure. Another memorable story!


She was very attractive, with jet black
hair, blue eyes, big breasts and shapely legs. She wore tight pink
jeans and a loose jumper, along with small black shoes. Joe met her
at a petrol garage near her house.

 


‘Hi there, I’m Joe. Nice to meet you.’
He shook her hand and kissed her on the cheek.

 


‘Hello. I’m Yvonne. A pleasure meeting
you,’ the lady replied, with an infectious smile. It was easy to
see that Yvonne was a people’s person.

 


‘You’ve got a great smile.’

 


‘Thank you.’

 


They held hands and went to her
house.

***

 


Back at her place, Yvonne acted
unladylike and sucked Joe off three times on their first date. She
was on her period so no full sex but easily made up for it. He
laughed out loud as she nibbled his cock like a stick of rock. Her
teeth at the end did no damage. She’d taken off her jumper and her
shapely boobs looked lovely. She was a goddess.

 


‘You never said you were ticklish,’
Yvonne said, taking his dick out of her mouth.

 


‘You never asked…’ Joe replied, with a
silly grin.

 


She went back to work. He kept on
laughing. Then she started laughing. It interrupted her action. She
playfully slapped his thigh and continued. After a few minutes, he
came again. Then he pounced upon her and tickled her. She squirmed
like a baby. Afterwards, they stopped for some coffee.

 


Joe massaged Yvonne’s
breasts with raspberry scented/tasting oil. He spent an hour doing
it, enjoying them. He finished with lots of licking and
sucking. Very nice. Shame I can’t use this
on her pussy. It will have to wait.

 


‘I like having my nipples sucked and
boobs kissed…’

 


‘I bet you do…’

 


They had a lot of fun that night before
Joe left to get the night bus.

***

 


In the week that followed, Joe and
Yvonne talked by phone and exchanged raunchy text messages. She
explained, in-depth, what she wanted to do to him and vice versa.
It was quite a list and all X-rated.

 


They met again and went to the pub, to
drink and dance. She wore a sexy short green dress. He put his hand
up it and fingered while they danced. She wanked him in his
trousers. People saw and looked away. No one interfered.

 


What a big turn on. I can
still pull younger birds. Yvonne’s only twenty seven. Fifteen years
younger than me. Dirty as hell too, Joe
thought as he came in his pants. Yes, dirty
as hell!

 


Their night was almost over. They left
the pub and made love outside, in the park by the war memorial. It
was an intimately emotive scene. What would the old soldiers
think?

***

 


The day after, the couple nursed their
hangovers and chilled out all day. Mostly, they talked and drank
coffee.

 


‘I’m from an island in the Pacific. It
used to be a colony. There are long beaches, lots of sun and
coconuts. We moved here a few years ago. I brought my son. I was
still with my husband then,’ Yvonne explained.

 


‘Why did you move? It sounds like
you’re from paradise,’ Joe said.

 


‘There is little work and what work
there is, is low pay. I got a job as a receptionist in a large
company when I moved to England.’

 


‘Sounds like you did well for yourself,
a new beginning.’

 


‘It was fine, for a while. Then the
company went bust and I lost my job. I tried to get another one but
failed. We had no money and my husband left me and moved to
Cornwall. He works there in a factory.’

 


‘Sorry to hear things never worked out.
I hope you find a new job soon, one that you like,’ Joe added, ‘and
you met me.’

 


‘Thanks, that’s nice of you to say. I
keep applying. I feel happy with you…’

 


They kissed and made love. Yvonne’s
child was asleep upstairs.

***

 


 


The weeks sped on by and Joe was
feeling happy. He trusted Yvonne and let her in. It was more than
sex. He really liked this exotic erotic lady from overseas. Joe met
her sister and they got on a little too well. She was unbelievably
nice, even more foreign than the other. Luckily she was happily
married so nothing would happen in that department. But it did in
another, almost fatally.

 


Tina’s ex, a big hulking muscle man
aged 56, was staying with her! It was a foreign thing, not the
English way! Joe explained this to him, fearful of a fight. The
man, Yvonne’s ex, begged to be allowed to stay. Joe relented this
one time.

 


I feel really uneasy about
this. He will know where the knives are downstairs. He could easily
kill me. And then his ex. What have I gotten myself into?
Joe supposed.

 


Joe was fucking Yvonne; she
screamed and rode his cock. Her ex banged the wall and swore. They
increased tempo, the bed squeaked louder and she cried out even
more. Joe thought, What the hell am I
doing? All this for sex? Oh yes! I’m coming. Fucking hell, Yvonne
feels good.

 


‘I hope you’re ok with my ex being
here. He’s nowhere else to stay.’

 


‘No love, I’m not ok. This is England
and we just don’t do that. It can cause trouble.’

 


‘Oh dear, what a mess…’

 


‘I don’t want him staying here again.
He can stay with your sister or get a hotel.’

 


‘Ok, I’ll tell him.’

 


And that was that. Issue dealt with.
The next issue was the real killer…

***

 


Alarm bells rang in Joe’s head. Yvonne
went on about a guy she met in the pub. She explained, ‘We never
had sex. You stopped that. I met him three weeks before we
met.’

 


What? I don’t believe this.
First, it’s her damn ex staying and now this crap. I can cope with
her sister liking me but this is too much. What if they’ve been
fucking when I’m not here? How do I know they haven’t been fucking
each other?

 


‘I can’t believe this Yvonne. Why tell
me now? How do I know you’re not together? And leading me on? Or
having sex with him as soon as I go home? How can you do this to
me?’

 


‘You’re making it out to be a huge
issue. Stop it, Joe…’

 


Yvonne and Joe went to the
park for an hour but it made his mood worse. They continued talking
but he was very unhappy. He stormed off, his moods utterly ruled
him. She called after him and he ignored her, turning his phone
off. Damn well leave me alone!

***

 


Day passed. Joe was in a bad mood.
Several things caused it: darkness within, the guy Tina ‘met in the
pub’, and her ex. Joe texted Tina and ended it.

 


She replied back: if u gave me more
time then mayb id b into art poetry+planes.

 


He knew she’d been fucking the other
guy. But he played along. She mentioned planes, poetry and art
again. He replied: I no uv fukd the othr guy.

 


She countered: fuk off joe! I blame u
for me fukn the othr guy.

 


Joe blocked her number and it was
over.

 


He fucked her, fucked off and moved on,
looking for new conquests. Under no circumstances, would he start a
relationship, it was just sex. He was a good liar so he would use
that skill with no conscience.

 


 


 


Eleven

 


How much? Naughty
naughty!

 


Joe fucked a real whore. He went to her
house and fucked her then paid for sex. Such was his disgust at
being used by Yvonne. He now saw women as sex objects. Prostitution
was the world’s oldest trade. Joe didn’t mind having a bit of it.
After all, it’s only sex for money. No harm in that,
right?

 


The hooker lived twenty minutes from
Joe. His mate previously used her services and recommended her. He
got her details online and had been there twice. Now it was Joe’s
turn.

 


Joe found her terraced house. He
pressed the
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