
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
My Husband the Whore
Collection

Jimmy Boom Semtex

 


 


I M P R I N T

My Husband the Whore Collectionby 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 2016 Jimmy Boom
Semtex. All rights reserved. This volume 2021.

 


Only a single paragraph maybe
reproduced for reviewing purposes. In any article list Jimmy Boom
Semtex as author.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental.

 


Cover photo and other photos by Jimmy
Boom Semtex

 


 


Contents

Stories 1

Stories 2

Stories 3

Bio

 


 


Stories One


My Husband the Whore

 


[image: tmp_b1932fd78b4c4ae95a5455d43ed6fb44_maysaE_html_m2df468dc.jpg]

 


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





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





tmp_b1932fd78b4c4ae95a5455d43ed6fb44_maysaE_html_m2df468dc.jpg





tmp_b1932fd78b4c4ae95a5455d43ed6fb44_maysaE_html_468fe907.jpg
s





