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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...

Enjoy!

T. H. B.
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Chapter 1 
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​"I don't like this!" Augie whispered, looking around nervously at the half-dozen men who had positioned themselves near himself and his wife Terry, watching them like vultures.  They were in an adult video store, backed into a cul-de-sac where three peep booths made a corner and put them generally out of sight of the rest of the peep area.  But it seemed like everyone knew they were there, anyway—or, at least, that Terry was...

"Shhhh!  Focus on me.  We've talked about this.  It'll be okay," Terry insisted, looking up at him and hugging herself to him.  They had, too—endlessly, over the past week or so—and Augie STILL didn't like it.

The other men were cautious—Augie was a husky, a small bear.  He wasn't huge, but he was good-sized—but he had high blood pressure, among other issues...

Neither of them was a 'beautiful person.'  Terry was six inches shorter than Augie, and petite in places, but she had thick thighs and heavy legs.  Oddly, her ass wasn't really huge, and she wasn't more than slightly stocky above.  She had large breasts, but they were kind of shapeless, very soft, and somewhat saggy.  She kept her dark hair in a hairdo that was short for a woman but long for a man, combed off to one side.  Augie had a belly and man-boobs, with hair thinning rapidly on top.  He was good-sized in a lot of places—but the exception was their reason for being there...

Slowly, the sharks circled, made wary by Augie's agitation—but the couple was obviously there for something, and there was a short list of possibilities.  Terry kept Augie tied up by kissing him and making out with him, rubbing his heavy flanks and waiting for that tell-tale touch that announced the hunter brave enough to enter the bear's reach in order to sample the flesh under her polka-dot sundress.

Finally, there came a light touch at the saddle of her back, just above her ass.  Augie stopped paying attention to their kiss, so she broke it and held up a finger to keep Augie from driving the intruder away.  Augie settled for glaring at the man, but Terry negated it by reaching back and covering his hand.  "I don't like the look of him," Augie rumbled softly.

Terry looked at the man over her shoulder; he was fortyish, balding, and intelligent-looking.  Turning back to Augie, she whispered, "You wouldn't like the look of anyone here."  Augie deflated.  Terry moved the man's hand down over her ass, revealing to his touch the fact that she wore no panties.  

The anonymous man gave her ass a gentle squeeze.  "What are you looking for?"

"Let's talk."  Terry pointed at the open door of the end peep booth behind her and led Augie inside by the hand.  The other man followed, carefully locking the door of the booth behind them.

"I need a cock," Terry explained...

* * * *
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That was the long and short of it.  Augie's cock approached five inches, erect, but didn't quite make it—and that was when he could get it to erect.  Between his blood pressure, early erectile dysfunction, and performance anxiety, he needed help, regularly.  Augie had never been Super Stud—sex hadn't brought the pair together and wasn't instrumental in keeping them that way; they were in love, period, and Augie's sexual performance was irrelevant to that.  But Terry was in her early thirties, at her sexual peak, and she needed sex—and, hopefully, children.  They couldn't really afford expensive fertility treatments, but Augie was collecting semen regularly for implantation.  The other issue, though, needed handling in the old-fashioned way...

Terry couldn't—wouldn't—cheat on Augie and go behind his back for her satisfaction—so she went looking for a venue where the sex would be anonymous and Augie could be there and participate in a limited way.  Since Terry wouldn't have a boyfriend—just a procession of strangers—and Augie would be right there, it would be clear to Augie that his inadequacies were not triggering an end to their marriage—Terry was just getting her itch scratched.  Besides, Augie needed help to get there, himself, and Terry knew things about Augie that he wouldn't admit to...

* * * *
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​"Show me," Terry directed the man.  Shrugging, he unzipped and opened his pants, revealing a sturdy erection that was probably two inches longer than Augie's.  Terry nodded and backed the man across the booth toward the screen.  Looking over her shoulder, she said, "Baby, get out of your pants and sit down so I can suck you."  Augie bit his lip, watching her, but went ahead and started getting out of his pants.  Turning back to the anonymous man, Terry said, "This is our first time and my man is nervous, so don't do anything too stupid.  I'm going to pull off my stuff and I'm going to want you to fuck me with that.  Here's a rubber."  She handed the anonymous man the foil packet.  "You feed the video.  Straight sex, especially black guys fucking white girls, is a no-no.  Select gay or bi or transvestites—I want my man excited, but not thinking too hard about what's going on with me.  Understand?"

"Yeah."  The guy fished out a five-dollar bill, fed the machine and started punching buttons while Terry threw her sundress over her head, then released her heavy bra, leaving her naked except for her shoes.  Augie took her clothes and put them on the seat beside him and Terry went to all fours, bracing herself on the seat.  

"Come on, Baby, scoot your butt to the edge," Terry directed.  Augie did it, but he wasn't happy about it, since it meant that she wanted his ass available for a prostate massage.  Terry propped her arms on Augie's thighs and turned her head to see what the other guy was doing.

Their anonymous third party had found a transvestite being fucked up the ass by one guy while sucking a second.  "How's that?"

Augie frowned, but he had controls beside him on the seat.  "I'll look for something...  Aaaahhh..."  He reached distractedly for the buttons as Terry's lips enveloped his still-lank member—but he ended up watching the other guy kneel up behind his wife and slide his cock into her...

It hurt—bad—but embarrassingly, Augie got hard.  The guy was taking it easy, not joggling Terry a lot so she could suck him, and Terry was playing with Augie's asshole—just touching the opening.  Yeah, all things being equal, Augie was going to get off from this, as horrible as it seemed...  He was rock-solid and sensitive and watching Terry's ass shimmy to the gentle impacts of the other guy's pubic area as he buried himself to the root was entertaining, in a slightly masochistic way.  Terry quickly spun up from silence to "MMMPH!  MMMMPH!  MMMMPH!" around Augie's cock and on to "OGOD!  OGOD!  OGOD!"—a cycle familiar to him from when he licked and sucked her pussy or used toys on her—she was going to cum...

Terry was wildly excited!  Thus far, things had gone VERY well—Augie hadn't gone apeshit and taken a swing at anybody, she had a big, fat cock pounding her pussy, the likes of which she hadn't had since her sophomore year in college, Augie was hard, and the pressure was gathering for that first big 'O'...  Knowing what was coming and that she was going to be unable to suck, she defeated the seal on Augie's anus and slid her finger into his depths just as the wave crested and washed over her, igniting her nerve endings.

"Urrrgh!"  Augie grunted and began spewing all over Terry's face.  She leaned in and wrapped her lips around his cock as it pulsed another two or three weak pulses, but her mouth, open to groan out the pleasure of her orgasm, had caught most of that first, solid jet of his cum, her nose taking the splash that missed.  The weak jets that followed didn't amount to much.  Augie was embarrassed that it took a finger up his ass to get him off these days, and further embarrassed that this guy had to see it, but at least he was anonymous—and Augie had gotten that nut, which felt just wonderful!  He sagged back against the back of the seat and sighed and enjoyed the aftermath while Terry grinned up at him, sucking his subsiding pecker.  Maybe this wasn't so bad, after all...

In a minute or so, Terry, now relieved of any requirement to suck Augie's shrunken member, got that vacant look in her eyes as she spun up to her second orgasm.  The guy behind her kept pumping, his face a rictus while she gasped and groaned and rolled her ass, working it, enjoying the sensations.  Augie watched her, watched him, watched movies, and relaxed—it was done, for better or for worse.

Terry got a second major flash from the unknown guy, and then a small one as he pressed himself in deep, grunting, and filled the tip of his rubber with seed.  When he backed out, she got up and said "Thanks," then turned to Augie, clearly dismissing him, and the guy made no trouble as he pulled his pants back on and prepared to leave.  "Are you okay, Baby?" Terry asked.

"Yeah."  Augie nodded.  There had been some bad parts, but there had been more good parts.  He made to get up.

​"Shhhh."  Terry pressed him back.  "Not yet."  She followed the guy to the door and then stood in it, wearing only her shoes, gazing out at the onlookers.

Augie leaned up to see what she was doing around the partition made by the built-in seat.  "What are you doing?"

"I need more," drifted back over Terry's shoulder.  Augie frowned and collapsed back in the seat.  This wasn't a welcome development...

Terry felt bad, but this was a matter of getting what she needed while the getting was good.  Who knew when Augie would cave again and allow her to come back?  She wanted her itch scratched good—until she was a little sore, preferably.  Pointing at one of the men malingering outside the booth, eyeing her nakedness, she said, "Show it to me."  The guy rushed to expose himself—but he was only a little better than Augie.  She pointed at the next guy, and the first, embarrassed, tucked himself away and slunk off.  A third—a young guy in his early twenties—unlimbered his cock without being asked, and won the toss by an inch worth of length.  "Come in," Terry beckoned.  Closing and locking the booth door, she whispered, "Put money in the machine, get out of your pants, put this on, and fuck me," handing him a rubber.

The guy nearly killed himself rushing to follow instructions.  Terry asked Augie, "Baby, can I have the seat?"  Augie nodded and got up.  Terry grabbed his hand as she settled on the bench seat in a slouch.  "Don't go far.  Play with the video and my nipples, okay?"  Terry had sensitive nipples and Augie had their treatment down to a science.  Five seconds later, the kid had Terry's heavy thighs over his forearms and was sliding into Terry's pussy.  Augie watched, morbidly fascinated, as Terry groaned, "Ah, yes—fuck me!" and undulated on the kid's cock.  He reached down and started rubbing Terry's right nipple between his fingers and turned his attention guiltily toward the screen, reaching behind himself to hit the control buttons while Terry mewled in pleasure.  Terry liked missionary a lot better than doggie...

The kid had a nice big cock and he was going to town with it, his hips driving him in a steady cycle that might have been too intense if he'd been her first.  Terry could feel an orgasm building in her and rubbed the kid's flanks, but stopped him from leaning up to kiss her.  This just wasn't about that.  Augie, flipping through videos, didn't notice.  Terry knew she'd crossed a line, going looking for seconds, and she needed to show Augie an incentive.  Moaning as the pleasure built toward her fourth orgasm of the evening, Terry directed a significant glance at Augie's midsection.  The kid blinked, shrugged, and leaned over...

"Urk?"  Augie looked down to find the kid's lips wrapped around his shrunken member.  To his mild embarrassment, it began to grow, which, after a moment, changed Augie's perception of the whole deal.  Maybe, just maybe, he could cum again...

The kid was too excited for that, however.  Terry managed to get the orgasm—a good one—but the kid lost it as she was recovering.  Terry figured she wouldn't have made it at all if she hadn't distracted the kid with Augie's cock.  The kid hopped up, chagrined at his performance, but Terry caressed his cheek, smiling crookedly, and said, "Thank you."  As the kid bustled out, Terry took things to the next level, asking Augie, "Find me another one?"

​Augie found himself standing in the door, naked, looking out at the 'talent,' wondering how he'd gotten there.  Pointing at a likely-looking specimen, he grunted, "Whip it out."

The specimen wasn't impressive.  Augie shook his head no, and the guy whined, "Why not?"

Augie, who had hoped to spare the guy some embarrassment, whispered, "She gets enough little shit," fingering his own meat.  The guy took the criticism fairly well, but it was still a downer, no doubt.  Augie shifted to the next guy—who wasn't much better.  The third, a rough-looking character, limbered up a serious hunk of meat with an ugly, bulbous head.  Augie was about to say no on general principles when Terry's voice beside him said, "He'll do."  Sighing, Augie waved the guy inside.

Terry took over, waving Augie back.  "Don't make my man nervous," she murmured.  "This isn't about romance—I want you to fuck me.  Put some money in the machine, put on a rubber, and bring it, okay?"

"Yeah.  Fine."  The guy looked reasonably happy with things.  He put some more money in the video machine and got out of his pants while Terry resumed her slouch on the bench.  The guy knelt up and applied the rubber, grimacing, then took Terry's hips and racked her back with her knees up, and pressed into her depths.

Augie came up and positioned himself fairly close to where he had been for the last guy, reaching for her nipple and rubbing it like last time.  Terry, who was REALLY enjoying the mushroom head of the guy's cock, panted the question, "Do you suck?"

"Nah," the guy grunted shortly.  "I'm a supplier."  Augie and Terry both nodded, Augie grateful to Terry for taking the lead.  He turned a bit away from the guy's working area so he wasn't in his face and started jacking, looking for an interesting video.  Terry was beginning to make second-stage moans already, so he made a mental note that she liked guys with big mushroom cock heads.  He'd watched the penetration with morbid fascination, but Terry's pussy had sucked the thing right in—and clearly it was ironing her insides in a pleasant manner...  Augie was feeling capable and firming up well; Terry ran a hand up the inside of his left thigh and Augie squatted a little bit, opening himself up for her to play with his ass and balls.  The guy leaned up and whispered, "Want me to fuck him?"

"Not this time," Terry whispered back.  "We're, um, not there yet."  She settled back and gasped, "Ah, God...  Fuck me!  Jeezus!"  Then she surged and started undulating as Big 'O' Number Five rolled over her.

The guy was a cocksman; Terry got three more orgasms before he lost it, bashing her a dozen times and burying himself, then slowly sawed back and forth, taking his pleasure from the orgasm.  When he finished and withdrew, Augie was close, but couldn't seem to get over the hump—and was likely to lose it due to the cessation of the live action.  "Got an idea..." the guy grunted.

"What?" Terry asked.

"Have him stick his snoot in your pussy—the smell will probably get him off..."

"Yeah... Okay..." Augie panted, and got down on his knees.  The guy was right—Terry was ripe!

"Don't lick it—just take in the aroma," the guy suggested.  "I'm gonna see if I can hook you up with
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