Judging Books
by Allen Baker

Of course I had grown up hearing the old adage. Everyone does. But I don't think I'd really given it much thought before meeting Aaron. And if I had, I was too naive about myself to realize that I had the fault. "Don't judge a book by its cover." When I think of it now, I get depressed wondering what all books I've missed out on.

Last week was my twenty-fifth birthday, and I considered myself a worldly-wise, experienced person. Until yesterday. Until I met Aaron.

After working third shift, I always find it hard to go home and straight to bed. Hard to go home alone straight to bed. The habit has developed that I first stop at Sadie's for breakfast. There I am, in my factory-smeared jeans among the three-piece wall-streeters. I sip my coffee and day dream about the nifty three-pieces hidden by their newspapers and briefcases. And briefs. That gets me all stirred up. So I leave Sadie's and head to Adult News.

At seven-thirty in the morning, the booths are often deserted. But if someone does show up, you can bet you're going to score. And you can count on having privacy, too.

Yesterday, I looked at some mags and then strolled back through the beaded doorway to the movies. Nothing. No one. I sighed, entered a booth and dropped a couple of coins. I watched until my trousers got too tight, then unzipped and dropped them to my ankles. Why be shy? And besides, my boys like their freedom. I played with myself: stroking, pinching, squeezing. I think I was near on to coming when I heard coins in the neighboring booth.

Through the glory hole, I could see a man's hands demurely folded over his groin. In the flickering lights, that's all I could tell. I inched my finger to the opening and ran it around the rim, then gave an inviting gesture.

At first no response. Finally, he rubbed his crotch and slowly unzipped. Impatient, I gestured again. This time he stood, hauled out his meat, and forced it through the hole.

I was stunned. I had never seen anything like it off the screen. Short -six or six and a half inches. Uncut. Unbelievably thick! It barely fit through the wall. Two, two and a quarter inches in diameter. And it wasn't even totally hard yet! Beer can descriptions were no longer far fetched. I could only stare. It was fantastic! Thick, deeply ridged veins mapped about its surface. A curtain of skin stretched over its corona, then loosely ruffled about the tip, hiding it from view. It bobbed and beckoned.

Tentatively, I reached out a finger and gently traced a vein from the base out to the flange of overhanging flesh. It quivered appreciatively at my touch. My brain was in a sensory overload. My crotch rigidly saluted the presence of its superior. What was I to do with such a monster? Surely my mouth couldn't open that wide. Suddenly, I was motivated by the challenge and my lust. I leaned forward and licked. Then nibbled on the foreskin. The aroma and taste of uncut meat always send a jolt to my crotch. I slipped my tongue inside the skin tube and sucked out his natural coatings. I groaned in pleasure. An answering groan came from the other side of the wall.

At last, I grew brave and stretched my mouth to attempt the head. A very tight fit, but I finally managed. There was no room whatsoever to use my tongue. Hesitantly, I moved forward a little, then back. Slow and steady. I began to find I could take about a third of it before his cock's girth ran out of room at the back of my throat.  I picked up the

pace, glorying in the feel and taste. His prominent vein ridges rippled back and forth past my stretched lips. The head soon expanded and suddenly spat out its thanks. It hadn't taken long, but the ache in my jaws said it was long enough. The pounding hand in my crotch plastered a responding volley of white juices against the wall as I drank down the ones being forced into my throat. I'd never been so content.

As he pulled away, I began to wonder if my ass could do this beast justice. I nearly whimpered thinking this guy was about to walk out of my life forever. Then I heard a whisper from my neighbor that made my heart throb in unison with my crotch, (I don't live far away. Do you have any plans for the morning?"

(I do now."

He chuckled. "I hope you don't mind a mature, older man?"

"At this point, I don't care what's attached to that cock. I've got to sample more of its abilities."

"Then let's move on."

I quickly reassembled myself and entered the hallway. He emerged from his booth and offered a hand, "Hi, I'm Aaron." Then he smiled at my shock.

His arthritic gnarled fingers still had surprising strength in the handshake. Nearly bald, the few remaining grey strands didn't even attempt to hide his pink, age-spotted skull. The thick lenses aided his weakened eyes. The genuine smile showed near-perfect dentures and warmth. He wasn't just mature: he was old. Even before he told me he was eighty-two, I would have guessed mid-seventies or so. He was old enough to be my grandfather. No, great-grandfather!

His trouser cuffs were typically puddled about his shoe tops. His trench coat had slightly frayed cuffs. Underneath, he wore his cardigan half buttoned. An old, felt hat was crushed in his left hand. But he wasn't street-person looking. He was clean. Neat. An aging professor on his way to the library. On the street I'd have passed Aaron by without a glance. And to think that attached to this anemic, ninety pound body was a heavy weight champion. That image was enough to overcome my initial surprise, and I was eager to follow him anywhere to climb between the sheets. My ass hole twitched in anticipation of entertaining his virile member.

I spent the rest of the morning in ecstacy in his bed: excited, aroused, content. Never again would I judge a book by its cover. I intend to become a card-carrying member of the library and check out every one.

