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​ Author's
Foreword

This book contains adult content – and it crosses
various boundaries even for that. If you are too young to be
reading depictions of sexual activity or have limited tolerance for
such content, including activities that are, well, not ‘vanilla,’
let us say, perhaps you should look elsewhere. On the other hand,
if you consider yourself to be open-minded, well, let’s see...
There is nothing here that hasn’t been done before, after
all...

As I have indicated before, my characters are what
they are, and they speak for themselves, not for me. Don't assume
that because one of them presents an attitude that you find
offensive, or whatever, that I'm providing you with MY opinions –
look around and you'll see another character with a differing
viewpoint.

*-*-*-*-*-*

Every character who engages in sexual activity in
this tale is eighteen or older.

Enjoy!

T. H. B.

*-*-*-*-*-*
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"We've got to put ourselves out there,
somehow, Robin!" Evelyn declared. "There has to be a place
SOMEWHERE that we'll get noticed!"

I smiled ruefully. "Oh, I get noticed! They
go 'EWWW!' and move on!" We'd had this conversation or some
variation on it about a zillion times...

"You know what I mean!" Evelyn groused.

"Yeah, I know -- but nothing has changed -- I
didn't wake up beautiful this morning, or even slim..." I
replied.

"Maybe not, but women uglier than us have
husbands!" Evelyn insisted, "And we don't even have boyfriends!"
She looked away. "We don't even have one-night stands!"

There wasn't much to be said about that.
Starting from the top, I have hair of a color that even streaking
and stuff can't do much for -- and it's thin and just hangs,
looking greasy. Working your way down, you get to my unibrow and
the generally plain, puffy features below that -- highlighted by
the mole off the left corner of my mouth that MIGHT have been a
beauty mark, IF I'd been beautiful. Let's see, double chin... I
have this kind of a hump at the base of my neck... I'm probably a
hundred pounds overweight -- being generous; the love of my life
being a refrigerator, I guess I figured I ought to be about the
same size. Actually I'm probably overstating it, since I'm not as
tall as a refrigerator and not QUITE as wide, but I weigh, well,
let's say over two hundred and leave it at that. My breasts look
like they're just baby-fat -- they're not large, and splayed --
you've seen them on sumo wrestlers. Mine are a bit bigger, but
they're nothing to write home about unless it's a message in a
bottle that says 'HELP!' Needless to say, I've got a couple of
rolls, one of them a spare tire that seems to go all the way
around, giving me a belly and blubbery hips over my blocky ass.
Cellulite and thunder-thighs are a given. In short, there is NO WAY
to make me presentable! Even before the refrigerator and I started
seriously dating -- say, sixty pounds back -- I was a total loss;
now, you couldn't get a dog to date me if you tied a bone around my
neck! I thought about trying that a couple of times -- I'd heard
interesting things about dogs...

As for Evvie, well, we could have been twins.
Her hair is a little darker and she lacks the mole, having traded
it for acne scars. Her boobs are a LITTLE bigger, but not much...
Come on, you've seen us -- we're around. I hope you weren't
eating...

I'm twenty-eight, and Evvie is a year
younger, and we work at a bakery. Everybody EXPECTS you to be fat
when you work at a bakery, but we don't do much out front, because
it helps business if the counter help looks passable. The chunky
chicks out front at least look passable... Evvie and I are
roommates; we get up at three a.m. every morning and go in and get
the bread and the bagels and all that stuff moving for when the
storefront opens at six to begin dispensing them to places like the
coffee shop two doors down -- which was where we were sitting this
morning, just before noon, having gone off shift. The lunch crowd
was just starting to come in, the suits and the young guys in the
golf shirts with the store logos on them and the girls in the hot
outfits that displayed their chests -- cleavage was something I
couldn't manage with a vise, the way my boobs sit.

"Let's go," I grunted, and got up, making
sure my blouse covered my belly and shuffling off to dump my trash
in the receptacle.

Evelyn reluctantly got up to follow, catching
me at the trash can. "I'm serious, Robin -- there has to be
SOMETHING!"

"I don't know what it is..." There was a
picture of the two of us in the dictionary under 'desperate' --
cross-reference with 'fat' and 'ugly' -- which is how I felt that
morning. The weekend had been a total bust; we'd gone out every
night -- even Sunday -- and even at the dives we frequented, we
couldn't even get someone to buy us a drink! Neither of us was a
virgin; both of us had gotten just enough to know we liked the
stuff. But I kept having to lower my standards -- and right at that
point, officially, I would take anything halfway decent up to the
early forties and with something hot-looking like Harrison Ford I'd
shoot for the fifties. Unofficially, breathing was a plus... Some
women sell it for the price of a nice car; I couldn't give it away.
It had been five months and thirteen days since the last live one
-- and he'd been pickled. And, yeah, I WAS counting! Monday night
had been at home alone, as usual -- nobody EVER went out on a
Monday, so it wasn't worth the trouble. Tonight, maybe, we would
hit a bar or two -- and maybe not -- I was depressed. On top of
everything else, my hundred dollar vibrator had died -- the one
that wiggled and rolled and had all those little beads in it and
the little clitty flicker... Oh, come on! You KNOW what I'm talking
about!

So we went home, and I took a three hour nap
and showered and told Evvie I was going to the store to get a new
vibrator and maybe a couple of videos. She still likes to pretend
the porn shops are horrible places and dens of iniquity. That's a
laugh! 'Given our situation, we ought to be living in one,' I
thought to myself as I pulled into the parking lot in the one in
the next town over. 'Maybe they need counter help...' OUR town
didn't have porn shops -- the city council spent a lot of time
listening to the noises of dried-up old biddies with morals out of
early in the last century and acted like they were a voting bloc,
rather than an almost extinct species, so they kept such bad
influences out of town in an effort to get re-elected. Every two
years, like clockwork, we had prostitution stings two weeks before
the election so the Chief of Police could get re-elected, the
hypocrite. Then things would go back to normal...

It wouldn't do me any good to tell the clerk
the old story about buying something for a bachelorette party --
he'd heard it all before and seen me too many times. I just
swallowed my embarrassment and went to the racks of toys and
settled in to look...

There was something unnerving about the whole
deal, and it took me a while to isolate what it was. Suddenly, I
had two guys totally absorbed in the contents of the vibrator rack!
It couldn't be, could it? One of them stole a glance at me and I
nearly fell over -- it WAS! They were there to look at me!

I froze up. One of them tried to start a
conversation, but I just couldn't carry it -- Hell, I didn't know
HOW! They didn't have anything new and interesting, anyway, and I
had run totally out of guts, so I got out of there.

Up the road a few blocks. I got an ice cream
and sat there, ruminating, while I licked it. The guy who tried to
talk to me hadn't been any too terrible to look at -- and he was
the first to even try in how long? Of course, he was undoubtedly a
pervert and a lecher and... Hold it a minute... Didn't that mean he
wanted sex? Other positives: He wasn't drunk. Despite the fact that
the store was well-lit, he STILL gave me a shot. Apparently, he
liked porn -- and he must be SOME kind of social animal, because he
COULD sit at home and download the stuff and jerk off in peace.

I couldn't go back -- it would be too
embarrassing -- but there was a bigger place in the next town over,
the town that represented the no-man's-land on the outskirts of the
big bad city. I'd been there once, so I could go again... I got in
the car and pointed it toward the place, girding my loins, so to
speak.

The place occupied a fairly large building
and had a good-sized parking lot out back -- which was where the
entrance was, undoubtedly for the privacy and convenience of the
customers. There were quite a few cars in the lot, too. I went on
inside and nervously began to patrol the video racks. There weren't
that many guys visible in the place for the number of cars in the
lot -- only three -- but one of them suddenly took an interest in
the rack of videos on the far side of the one I was looking at. He
was slick, but he wasn't looking at videos -- he was scoping ME
through the openings in the racks! I spent four or five minutes
wandering around, confirming this, ignoring him while NOT ignoring
him; he was thirty-something, I figured, balding a bit, but not
much. If I'd seen him in a bar, I'd have gone for it -- or been
available, anyway. Was he a perv? Well, DUH! But did it matter?
Maybe that was a drawing card...

Then a guy came in and walked right up to the
counter and said, "The theater, please."

The counter help -- a probably
seventy-year-old woman with a couple of missing teeth and an
evil-looking smile, said, "Ten dollars," made change, and watched
him shuffle off toward a curtain. A buzzer sounded and he opened a
door and disappeared.

Amazed, I gravitated to the counter. "There
is a theater?"

"Yes, there is, Honey." Grandma gave me an
appraising glance.

"What's playing?" I asked. Grandma pointed at
a couple of boxes sitting on the counter just outside her little
plexiglass window. I looked them over -- one was a 'blacks on
blondes' -- not the title, more or less the genre. Huge, horse-hung
black guys doing white women were popular. The other feature was
some rough-looking muscular gays. I looked up from studying the
boxes and into Grandma's washed-out
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Robin couldn't get a bite in a bar or a club ~
looks were what got you attention in those
places and she had nothing to use for bait.
But she stumbled onto a place with
different standards, where the right
atttuce was more important than looks.






