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EDITORIAL 

HONCHO 
POTENTIAL 

Come on, fellas. Santa will undoubtedly do such a hot, honcho job 
you shouldn't be punishing him . Or is this just your way of thanking him in 
advance for a Honcho holiday? Actually , the kicky photo at right is one of a 

series of superhot Santas concocted by T.N.T. Designs; the image, and 
twelve other extrahot ones, comprise the hottest set of Christmas cards 

on the market, available at fine card stores everywhere. Honcho and Santa 
here join ranks to bring you a whole bag of tricks this Christmas. What 

are you looking for in your sock? How about a bruiser of a blond? Check out 
page 13 for a very special Target photo spread. Or maybe you want to do the 

spreading. There's no one better than Big Daddy; try him on for size, page 25. 
If this holiday season seems to call for something a little more exotic, 

nothing could sl ing better than Black Zeus , page 51. Or do you think you 
need to bring in the New Year with a big, ass-slapping bang? Then make sure 
you catch "Hard as Hell ," a fiction treat we've stuffed in this issue. If it's time 

to recall days gone by, then dredge up your military career with another 
fiction piece, "The Corpsman ," page 57. 

Photo by Roy Blakey, for T.N.T. Designs 
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DEAR HONCHO: 
BOOTS 
Dear Honcho: 

Your "Talk About Boots" (Septem­
ber 1980) is absolutely great, and I 
hope that you will have more articles 
along this line. Boots are sex-objects 
for many of us, so we can't get too 
much information on the subject. 

This is for me: I like to see motor­
cycle honchos wearing pairs of brand 
new tan boots . They are always a 
turnon for me, and I always feel that 
I'd like to hop on that motorcycle and 
drain its rider as dry as hay. If I ever 
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grow absolutely limp with desire for 
sex , then that is the guy who most in­
terests me. Is it the man or tan boots 
which sets me wishing for immediate 
sex? Maybe it 's the tan boots which 
are the "honey" to attract the "bee" to 
action . Anyway , give me a motor­
cyclist , a cowboy, a telephone repair­
man, or any well-built man wearing 
shiny new tan boots , and I'm ready to 
go. 

I like to see actors on TV and the 
movies wearing tan boots and shoes. 
Please tell me why TV and movie pro­
ducers seem so reluctant to show 

men's feet and/or boots and shoes on 
camera. If they only knew what they 
are depriving me of. 

I hope that the Studs at Honcho will 
be able to diagnose my problem, if a 
problem exists . Am I hopelessly not­
with-it, or are there other people who 
have urges and interests such as 
mine? I feel sure that Honcho can 
come up with the right answer. 

Sincerely, 
a faithful reader of Honcho, 

my favorite magazine, 
G. Mcl. 

Hickory, N.C. 
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SIZE QUEEN 
Dear Honcho, 

I'm writing to you because of your 
Sept. issue of Honcho. I have been 
called a size queen by my friends for 
years, I guess that I am. While over at 
a trick's apt., I happened to pick up 
Honcho. When I came across the nude 
spread called "Miles to Go" I almost 
shit. The face I could live without, but 
that cock! What I wouldn't do to milk 
that fucker dry, then shove it up my 
ass. Have him fuck me for a couple of 
hours, then milk it dry again. 

Please show more of this manly 
meat, so I could cut the pages out and 
put them in my cock size scrap book. 
Sitting here writing you, I have such a 
roaring hard on just thinking about 
him . His name is stuck in my mind for 
good. Could you please show this 
cock & man (notice the order) in 
action. I want to see him work it. 

Thanks for such a memorable issue. 
Keep UP the big cocks! 

J.K. 
Bloomfield Hills, Mich. 

ENCORE, JOE! 
Dear Honcho, 

I just purchased my first issue of 
your magazine and it is the greatest. 
Yes, I have seen others. The guys and 
the articles are super, especially the 
guys. One in particular is the super 
dude on the cover, Joe Porcelli. I think 
he is out of sight and wish I could 
meet him. I got so hot from looking at 
this hunk that I jerked off as soon as I 
got home. 

Please continue to show men like 
Joe and I'll continue to purchase your 
magazine with pleasure. Keep the 
super dudes coming, Honcho, al­
right. ... 

A new reader from S.C. 

ENLIGHTENING 
Dear Honcho, 

I just wanted to express my views on 
this dynamic magazine. It is the best 
I've had the pleasure of viewing as well 
as reading. The photos are especially 
good . I would like to see more figures 
like Mr. McCoy (Sept., '80). I really like 
the build and roughness of his con­
text. I wish there were more cowboy 
layouts. I myself am a cowboy, so you 
can understand why I would want to 

Photo left: Roy Blakey 
Photo right: Usher 
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see hunky, rough cowboys in color in 
this great magazine. Again, thanks for 
enlightening the world & me to 
Honcho. 
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T.A. 
Small town in 

Louisiana 

CIRCUMCISION 
Dear Sirs: 

I bought your July '80 edition and 
got so hot in the bookstore while 
looking at the pictures of your cover­
man, Dave Gold, that I beat off a 

bunch of times that night. I recently 
got circumcised and do I dig circum­
cision! Those photos of Grady of Zeus 
Studios typify the circumcised he-man 
that makes me run to the J/O room 
with the poppers . Keep up the good 
work and a salute of the greased fist to 
the rest of your readers into J/O. 

SOME LIKE 
IT HOT! 
Honcho Editors, 

R. Mac 
Miami, FLA 

Your magazine is hot! I'm 25 years 
old and into blonds . In this Sept. 1980 
issue, your last model spread called 
"Some Like It Hot" was beautiful. Roy 
Blakey really knows how to photo­
graph good-looking men. 

His name was Eric Ryan. He is just 
the type of man that I've been search­
ing for for years. His body is perfect 
and his cock would 'do the job just 
fine. If this is the type of man that 
lives in New York, then I will just have 
to plan a trip there soon. 

If it's at all possible, could you 
please print another picture of this 
blond beauty. 

Thank you for your time, 
R.M. 

Boca Raton, FLA 

YOU HAVE 
MY VOTE! 
Dear Honcho-

I would like to thank you as well as 
compliment you on a beautiful maga­
zine. The articles are always a turn-on 
and leave me hard for hours. As far as 
your pictorials go, !'don't think they 
could get much better. Being a gay 
male of 20 years of age, I would like to 
see some spreads of young innocent 
looking men . Nothing is more exciting 
to me than a well-hung hairless 
chested male of 18 years old. I have 
just purchased your September issue 
and it was great. When I took one look 
at Eric Ryan (Some Like It Hot) I had to 
immediately beat my dick. What a 
stud! Keep up the good work, 
Honcho, you have my vote! 

Photo left: Roy Blakey 

A horny reader, 
Seattle, WA 
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With ~ rgest whirJpool in New York, 
they st in steam, sauna, and bathing 

facilities . .. Our newly opened Television 
Projection Room with t~e hottest shows 

ever seen on screen . .. 

Our seven levels of pleasure ... Our "Dome," . t't · a large, atrium-like room designed for .~t1 enjoyment and relaxation with the open• _ 
-,; ,i'' ness of an airy glass roof, sparkling 

fountains and provisions for lounging ... 

Our size ••. the largest bath facility in New 
York. Our maze, THE original and still 

the most labyrinthine of its kind anywhere 
. ... Our decor, lavish yet homey entugh to, 

. be comfortable ..• Our txeti 
erotic murals •• 

Plus mirrors galore, game and 
refreshment areas .. _f 

Other bath houses may come and go, but 
The New York Club Bath remains the · 

most popular, most respected club in the 
world . . . no wonder you'll meet the 

hottest men in town here! 

CLUB BATHS 
24 First Avenue New York, New York 

(212)673·3283 
IND"F"train at corner 
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By Josh Pease 

Illustration by Cllf Robinson 

In small southern towns there's 
always one "known homosexual." The 
one guy who's out and doesn't care 
who knows it. 

Usually it's a Truman Capote-type 
faggot, lisping voice and flying hands 
barely connected to his body by the 
limpest of wrists. But more and more 
often the man who's obviously gay is 
known not because he's femme, but 
because he's butch. I guess it's the 
times. I suppose it's part of the new 
masculinity of homosexu&ls that 
everyone's writing about. 

The known homosexual in my home­
town Is one of these guys. Frank owns 
the local Texaco station. He's a tall, 
heavily muscled brutish fellow. He has 
one of those masculine southern ac­
cents that's as far away from Tennes­
see Williams as the Golden Gate is 
.from the Brooklyn Bridge. When he 
talks with those heavy tones it sounds 
like th·e butchest redneck in Georgia 
speaking to you. 

"Sweat had 
flowed down the 
sides of his 
stomach while he 
bent over to fit the 
nozzle of the pump 
into my car's rear 
end." 

11 



Frank could easily be in the same 
closet I'm in if he wanted. It must have 
been those years in the Marines that 
gave him the balls to spit in the face of 
the rest of the community. And those 
years in San Francisco after he left the 
Corps. No one really knows what 
Frank did in California those five 
years. All anyone knows is that he 
came back to our little hick town with 
a bankroll big enough to choke a 
horse, paid cash for the biggest gas 
station in town, bought himself one of 
the big houses on the hill and then 
told anyone who dared ask when he 
was going to get married that they 
could kiss his sweet ass. He was 
queer and expected to be poking men 
until the day he died. 

His very audacity is what kept any­
one from challenging him. He lived in 
that twilight world of semi-outlaws 
that inhabit so much of the South and 
who are so forgiving of men's individ­
ual idiosyncrasies. Oh, if he had 
wanted to play bridge with the bank 
president, or if he had wanted to be 
elected to the church vestry or some­
thing like that he would have had 
problems. But he didn't care about 
those things. He kept a big account in 
the local savings association and 
couldn't have cared what they thought 
about him so long as they continued 
to address him as "sir" when he 
handed them his money across the 
counter. And church? You've got to be 
kidding. 

No one ever joked about Frank. He 
wasn't the kind of man that you teased 
about being a faggot. And when 
people did talk behind his back, be­
lieve me, they weren't making fun of 
him. No one ever made fun of Frank. 
He was the sort that mothers kept 
their children away from and fathers 

. couldn't quite look in the eye-they 
remembered their own days in the ser­
vice I guess. But they surely did not 
make fun of him. 

One thing that people did notice 
about Frank was the help he hired. The . 
employees at his service station 
seemed to change every six months or 
so. He usually only needed one helper 
for the amount of business he did. 
Then he'd hire students at the local 
college to handle the late shift and 
weekends. But he and one mechanic 
could handle the repair kwork and 
such. 

The men who worked for him also 
lived with him in that big house on the 
hill. No one else was ever invited. No 
one welse ever seemed to see the inte­
rior except a black woman who'd clean 
it two or three times a week. And she 
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wouldn't talk about anything that went 
on there. Seems he paid her a little 
extra to keep her mouth shut, and in a 
town this small they both knew that 
he'd hear if she mentioned a single 
word to a single soul. 

That created a strange situation for a 
small southern community like ours. 
As much as people might avoid Frank 
and not want to talk to him any more 
than he wanted to talk to them, still 
their curiosity was aroused . What hap­
pened was that all these genteel 
southern ladies of the old school 
ended up inviting Frank's house­
keeper, Miz Francie, to sit at their very 
own dinner tables and drink coffee 
with her, hoping she might spill a few 
hints about Frank's goings-on. No 
black woman raised in the rural south 
is that foolish, though, and Frank's 
secrets stayed secret. 

It shouldn't surprise you to know 
that the people who were really the 
most interested in Frank and his hired 
help were the rest of us in the town 
who were gay but still closeted. We 
were actually the ones most 
frightened of him too. I mean, the 
couple school teachers I knew and a 
few of the college faculty and one of 
the ministers and I would get together 
and have our little parties and trade 

and fly off to New York. There wasn't 
any need for them to be aware that 
those vacations were spent in the 
sleaziest bathhouses or the darkest 
backroom bars of the city. They didn't 
need to know what kind of reputation I 
had in Provincetown where I 
vacationed every summer, or Key West 
where I visited every winter. 

Their Dr. Pease. Their kindly bach­
elor physician who they all secretly 
hoped would marry their daughter or 
niece or cousin. That's what they knew 
about and that's all I wanted them to 
know about. 

But, those helpers of Frank's! 
Jesus . He always imported them from 
San Francisco. They must have been 
men he had known in his years spent 
there. I know that not one of them 
could have been under six foot. I know 
that every one of them looked just like 
the men I'd try to suck off whenever I 
went to a place for my "Rand R"­
rest and recuperation from my closet. 

Usually they had beards or 
moustaches. My favorites were the 
ones that also had a lush growth of 
chest and belly hair. Frank must have 
made them wear the same thing. It 
can't be an accident that each one of 
them would walk up to your care look­
ing exactly alike. They'd wear boots of 

"I tried to keep my eyes 
straight ahead, but simply could not 

restrain myself from turning 
and watching Jack push the hard 

nozzle into the open circle 
of the gas tank." 

our few local tricks back and forth, but 
we weren't about to be seen with 
Frank. We were very comfortable in 
our little closets with our occasional 
trips to San Francisco, Key West or 
New York. We hardly needed the local 
heat of Frank's reputation In our own 
backyards. 

Except for those men he hired. 
That was my downfall. I'm a doctor. 

A well-respected member of the com­
munity with a nice enough practice 
and a position to maintain. The people 
weho came to me with their com­
plaints and their traumas didn't know 

-what went on when -I'd board the plane . 

some kind, dirty, greasy, worn-out 
levis with a heavy black leather belt. 
Not one of them ever wore a shirt­
ever, no matter what the weather. And 
they'd have on these Texaco caps and 
dark, reflector sun glasses. 

I'm not sure when I broke. I had lived 
my split life for years without prob­
lems. Or at least I didn't know there 
were problems. I'd stay in my comfor­
table little closet and have my few gay 
friends over for nice dinners and then 
fly off to do "those" things. And all 
during this I avoided Frank and his 
men. I just stayed cool and distant 
from them. If Frank wanted to play 

Continued to page 24 
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TARGET:BLOND 
Every successful studio has to have a range of images 

and models to satisfy the cravings of their customers . Target Studios is 
famous for presenting us with many hot, hairy, hung, dark-haired models 
who've appeared on Honcho's pages. With beach god Tom Hartung they 

prove that they can deliver the tanned -to-perfection blond image just as well. 
Where else would you expect to find this white-haired, dark-skin hunk 

but on the beach? 

Photograph by Target Studios 
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TARGET:BLOND 
The publicity for Tom Hartung says that his hobbies 

include "almost any body-contact sport." Yeah .. . and we can imagine just 
how contact would feel with this honcho man. Just think about those heavy 

muscled limbs wrapped around you, pulling you in, holding you down, 
shoving against you. 

Photographs by Target Studios 

January 1981 / HONCHO 



. -~ 
• 





TARGET:BLOND 

This may be the backside of Tom Hartung, it's hardly the end. 
Target has a set of 8 black and white photos or of six 35mm color slides 

available for $6.50 each. You can get them by sending your check or money 
order and a statement that you're over 21 to: Target Studios, Box 692, Canal 
St. Station, New York, NY 10013. And look for their magazine, Javelin #5 . 

Tom's coming back to you as a star. 

Photographs by Target Studios 
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him. You'll have to come to me, 
fucker. He made a move to walk 
further away. It didn't faze me in the 
least. I knew I had what he was hunt­
ing for. I had the leather armor he 
needed, I had the male cock that 
would come out of the leather pants 
with that taste of animal skin lingering 
in my crotch hairs. I was the man he 
wanted. 

He gave up his foolishness and 
slowly started to walk back. He 
paused again. Go ahead, play all the 
games you want, the very refusal to 
play them with him will establish just 
what I want to establish. I knew it. I 
had it. I had him. 

Finally he walked into my room. 
Only now did I give him the acknow­
ledgement of turning my body to face 
him. I pushed out my pelvis, the half 
hard cock outlined in the shining re­
flections of the moon on the slick 
pants surface. There was what he 
wanted. All he had to do was admit it. 
Go for it. Ask for it. He stared at my 
cock. It hardened with the knowledge 
that he needed it. He reached out and 
put his palm against the rounded 
edge. His eyes met mine. I stood still. 
He'd have to do more. 

The palm began a circular motion. 
The cock got fully erect now. I turned 
my face away from him. That wasn't 
going to be enough to get me to re­
spond in any other way. He moved 
closer. He brought his face up to 
mine. He tried to kiss me. I jerked my 
own hand up and grabbed a chunk of 
his hair, I shoved his hea.,d b~ck, re­
vealing his throat, I couldn't help 
thinking about biting into the exposed 

20 

Photograph by Arthur Tress 

veins. A wave of animal fear passed 
across his face. I saw it. It calmed me. 
It gave me enough to control my vio­
lence. I pu l led harder on his hair. A 
beautiful expression of pain controlled 
his face . It was beautiful . 

I spit in his opened mouth. He tried 
to pull away from me. I kept hold of 

· the hair, tightly wrapping it in my fist. 
The minute of rebell ion left him . I 
could see the sudden relaxation in his 
face. He now knew what I wanted. The 
palm left my crotch . His two hands 
went behind his back and joined them­
selves as effectively as if I had cuffed 
them together. I let go of his hair and 
his head drooped submissively. I 
nearly came when I saw the transfor­
mation . 

I had gotten rid of the cocky man in 
leather and had made him into a sub­
missive object. Now I had to find the 
animal in him to tame him completely. 

My hands went up underneath his 
shirt and found the ripe knobs of his 
tits. My fingers dug into the chest 
muscles, my thumbs clawed at his 
nipples. First there was a hissing of 
pain. My hands continued to work. 
Then came the guttural groan as he 
could sense what I was doing-work­
ing him, gnawing into the very soul of 
his physical being . Getting deep down 
into the essence of him, not content 
with the surface. 

His chest heaved with the exertion I 
forced on it. He could have taken tit 
play in a bath house, but this was a 
den of hard men searching out some­
thing essential. This was no game 
playing . His throat caught on the 
sounds he was making. The physical 
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of the shoe. 
I had won that victory too. I took his 

head and let it go back to the top of 
one of my feet , licking against the 
black surface again. I studied the form 
that spread out beneath me. I took my 
other foot and lifted it up, letting it 
rest on the exposed crotch below me. 
He was hard. But I knew it would be 
hard. I pressed down on his groin. I 
kept pressing harder until I heard 
another guttural groan from him. I was 
getting to the place where he couldn't 
control his response. It was where I 
wanted him. I left my foot on the hard 
lump of his cock and started playing 
with my cock again. I couldn't hold out 
any longer. I knew I'd have to come 
now. It had gone on for too long with 
too much excitement for me. 

I took my feet off him and kneeled 
down . I pulled on the hair. His mouth 
opened in pain just as I shot a load 
deep inside his open throat. Half of 
the gism spilled out of his mouth and 
down his jaw. He gulped at what 
stayed in him. I took my palm and 
spread the white cum over his whole 
face, watching the moisture sink into 
his moustache and eyebrows, watch­
ing it crust on his cheeks and fore; 
head. I spit to help spread the goo 
even further. 

I let his hand find his crotch. I let 
him chew on my hand while his jerking 
body told me he was coming. A loud 
moan , the loudest yet, built up within 
him. His stomach contracted , his 
spine lifted him up into the air. A sob­
like sound came from him and then His 
own sperm shot out over his belly and 
laid in little pools of white. I reached 
down and wiped the fresh come 
through his chest hair. Matting it 
down with the weight of the fluid . 

I stood. I looked down at my spent 
sacrifice. My dick hung in an arc of 
half erection again. I strained and 
quickly a warm flow of piss came out 
of my belly, splattering his helpless 
figure with the shower of urine. It 
seemed an eternity for me as the 
stream of piss traveled up and down 
the length of him, resting momentarily 
on his crotch, then each of his sore 
tits, and finally in his willihg face and 
mouth . 

That was it. lhad proven my point. I 
had conquered him. 

I stuffed my cock back in the leather 
pants. His eyes searche.d me out with 
a longing I reveled in . 

"Does it always have to be this 
way?" he ask'ed. 

"As long as you want to be my lover. 
Now get up. I want to get home." 

STAR PUMP 
Continued from page 12 

faggot red neck and antagonize the 
townsfolk, that wasn 't my problem. I 
certainly wouldn 't be expected to 
spend any time with the local service 
station owner. I'd just pull my Mer­
cedes up to his pumps when I needed 
gas and get the car filled up. I got 
filled up only when I was at least 500 
miles from home. 
It must have been Tom who began my 

disintegration. He came along about 
three years ago. The first time he 
walked up to my car it was as though 
the centerfold of one of the gay skin 
magazines had come to I ife. The jeans 
were even tighter than usual. The 
chest muscles even more closely de­
fined. The shining sunglasses were 
even more in place on his handsome 
face. It must have been the tight, hard 
nipples that really got to me. I had 
kept such a careful distance from all 
Frank's boys for so long that it was a 
shock when I felt my cock rising in my 
pants when I looked into Tom's torso 
and saw those matched nuggets of 
brown flesh staring back at me. 

That night I beat off thinking about 
Tom. It had been a part icularly hot day 
and sweat had flowed down the sides 
of his stomach while he bent over to fit 
the nozzle of the pump into my car's 
rear end. When I was pumping away at 
my own cock later, it was the thought 
of licking that sweat off the smooth, 
flawless flesh that filled my mind with 
the lust that tore through even my 
most private inhibitions. 

I did regain some control. I was cool 
to Tom for as long as he stayed in 
town working for Frank. He never did 
know how much he filled my lonely 
hours that year. For that I was 
grateful. 

But something had broken. 
Something had gone wrong. I had 
crossed some threshold of control and 
lost it. I know that because while Tom 
was an inconvenient break in my life, 
Jake, the next man to work for Frank, 
was an obsession. I thought I was 
lucky when he only lasted for four 
months. I thought I was saved by that 
early departure. My problem was that 
every time I went into the station I 
would be hard just from anticipating 
the sight and smell of him . His chest 
was even more developed than Tom's 
had been, the mounds of flesh pushed 
the equally hard nipples even further 
out into the space before my eyes. 
And his beard! Oh, sweet Jesus, that 
perfectly manicured beard that _ 

Continued to page67 
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OUR FANTASIES ABOUT HONCHO MEN TAKE MANY DIF-
FERENT FORMS. THERE ARE THE LEATHER STUDS THE COL-

LEGE JOCKS E BOYS-NEXT-DOOR-AND THERE'S DADDY. 
HE'S NOT OLD H TO BE YOU-A DADDY OF COURSE~ 
BUT THE BIG MAN WITH THICK BODY HAIR LUSH BEARD, AND 
BULKY BODY STANDS READY TO BE CUDDLED UP TO. 

BIG DADDY 
Photograph by Roy Blakey 



BIG 
DADDY 

THE HANDSOME FACE,· 
THE BIG BODY 
THE LUXURIANT GROWTH OF HAIR-
ALL OF THEM ADD UP 
TO A MATURE VIBRANT 
MALE IMAGE THAT SEDUCES YOU 
INTO HIS CHARMS AND 
INTO FANTASIES OF BEING 
DADDY'S LITTLE MAN . .. 

Photographs by Roy Blakey 
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GOOD 
By Al Scott • Photograph by Robert Simmons 

"You fuckhead!" 
Lyle jerked the boy into the weight 

room and locked the door behind 
them. 

"I've got a good mind to beat your 
ass!" 

"Shi-ii-it." The boy tossed his head, 
and a lock of sandy-blonde hair fell 
into his eyes. He set his jaw defiantly 
and narrowed his blues eyes: the boy's 
tough expression was convincing, ex­
cept for an upturned nose, covered 
with freckles, that gave him away. 

"Just a kid," Lyle thought. "Too big 
for his own good." 

"Shi-ii-it," the boy drawled again. 
"Listen, you little turd: you'd better 

cool it! I'll throw you on the floor and 
pound your little butt so hard, your 
prong will drive a hole through the 
cement!" He grabbed the boy and 
dragged him across the gym, Lyle held 
the kid tight against his own hairy 
chest as he twisted the boy's arm. 

"Jeez, Lyle! Owww-ww-ww! Fuck, 
don't," the boy whimpered. "I'm sorry, 

"It was big. It hung down 
the boy's left thigh, looking dark 
against his creamy skin. A fuzzy, 

blonde bush glistened 
between his legs ... " 

His bare chest was broad, his arms 
beginning to bulge with new muscles. 
Two patches of blonde hair were 
nestled in his armpits. He spread his 
feet and swayed back on his heels. His 
legs were covered with a fine, golden 
layer of hair. He wore a pair of terry­
cloth swim trunks-still wet, they 
clung to his skin transparently, and 
the outline of his fat, boyish prick 
pressed against the tight, red and 
white material. 
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Lyle! Don't!" 
Lyle towered over the kid as he held 

his captive's wrists firmly behind his 
back. He let his hand slip down the 
teenager's back, until he could feel the 
cool, firm ass-cheeks inside the wet 
swim trunks . 

"You've got some balls, Ross! Takin' 
a piss in front of all those little Baptist 
girls! You shitfuck!" 

Ross snickered. Lyle jerked his arms 
upward, and the teenager gasped. 
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"Shut up, Ross! Maybe if I took your 
little pecker out and whacked it coupla 
times, hard, you wouldn't be so 
anxious to whip it out in front of all 
those little ladies!" Lyle felt his throat 
tighten as he thought about getting 
his hands on Ross. 

"Lyle, ple-ee-ease .. . " 
"Please, do?" 
"Please, my arm!" He lifted his head 

and looked at the counselor , 
imploringly . 

"What you got probably ain't worth 
showing , anyway. " He released the 
boy's arms: Ross didn't move; he 
stood with his half-naked body 
pressed against the counselor. 

" It ain 't bad, " the boy replied 
sullenly . " It's enough." 

Lyle's mind was racing as he 
stepped back and examined the six­
teen-year-old: he was big for his age, 
definitely the hottest number at Camp 
Friendship. But Lyle didn't like to fuck 
around with the campers- too 
dangerous. His mouth began to water. 

"Maybe what you need is a little 
slappin' around, and then you 
wouldn 't be so eager to wave that 
thing where it shouldn 't be waved. 
Whatcha got, punk? Two, three 
inches? That when it's stiff?-C'mon, 
Ross, let's see it. Am I gonna have to 
beat your fuckin' ass into the ground , 
or you gonna pull it out like you do for 

do? I oughta knock that little thing off, 
and I bet then you wouldn't be such a 
cocky little brat! " 

Ross stood still. Lyle walked up to 
the boy and swatted his prick with the 
back of his hand. The boy gasped; a 
glassy look clouded his eyes. The big , 
round head of his cock turned bright 
red, and bobbed up and down . 

" Like that?" the counselor snarled . 
He swung at the dangling chunk of 
flesh with the front of his hand , and let 
his fingertips linger ever so briefly on 
the plump , boyish rod . Ross's cock 
bounced up perceptibly ; it was at a 
right angle to his thighs. A slow blush 
crept up his face , and his eyes grew 
larger. 

Lyle spoke quietly, hypnotically: 
"You like that?" He swatted it again , 
but not hard. " It's not so small," he 
murmured. "Still not a mouthful, but 
it 's growin'." 

The juicy dick reddened as it 
straightened itself upward . One small , 
crimson vein ran up the fully-erect 
dick, from the tight , almost-hairless 
balls to the big, reddened head. 

Outside, the bell rang for the begin­
ning of rest period , and the counselor 
jumped . "What the hell am I nervous 
about?" he asked himself. "The door's 
locked ." He touched the hard cock , 
and the camper winced as if an electric 
shock had jolted his body. "Not so 

"Lyle pressed his muscular 
body against the boy. He wrapped 

his strong arm around the boy's waist, 
and rested his hand in the hot, 

. t k " mo Is crac ... 
the chicks?" Lyle sauntered forward. 

The boy stepped back quickly . His 
hands went to his waist. He looked 
squarely into the counselor's eyes and 
slipped his thumbs into the elastic 
waistband. 

It was big. It hung down the boy's 
left thigh, looking dark against his 
creamy skin. A fuzzy, blonde bush 
glistened between his legs; a few 
straggly hairs crept up his firm belly . 
Two less-developed balls swayed 
beneath the wet dick: they squirmed in 
their sack as the red and white trunks 
dropped to the floor. 

Lyle felt his prick stiffen down the 
leg of his Levis. "Jailbait, " he told 
himself silently. He tried to sound 
casual as he spoke. "That all it can 
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small at all. There's a lot you can do 
with a prick like this." He began to 
stroke it. He lingered at the glistening 
head and circled it with his finger. He 
unconsciously ran his tongue across 
his lips. 

"You gonna beat me?" 
Lyle looked at the boy . 
"You still gonna beat my ass like 

you said?" Ross asked. 
Lyle reached for the boy's arm and 

eased it slowly up the soft crescents 
of boy-ass. He let his finger scrape up 
the tight crack, and Ross's buttocks 
twitched sharply . The adolescent 
trembled and leaned against Lyle's 
hairy chest. 

"I think maybe, I might want to be­
have better .. . if I got punished-Hard." 

Lyle pressed his muscular body 
against the boy. He wrapped his 
strong arm around the boy's waist, 
and rested his hand in the hot, moist 
crack, where he could feel the spas­
modic twitches of the virgin sphincter. 
He tightened his grip on Ross's arm 
with one hand and gripped the fleshy 
cheek with the other. Ross groaned. 

"You want me to beat that little ass 
of yours, Ross?" 

Ross nodded. 
"You want it nice and hard on those 

hot cheeks?" 
Ross nodded . 
"You want it till it hurts?" He picked 

up the boy and carried him across the 
room to the workout table. He turned 
the slim , naked body over, and laid 
it-stomach down-on the vinyl table­
top. The boy's legs dangled off the 
edge. His virgin buns rose in full, 
round orbs from the lightly-muscled 
legs; saucy cheeks aching for their 
first taste of a I ittle abuse. 

"I 'm gonna teach you a lesson you'll 
never forget. I'm gonna beat that gor­
geous I itt le ass of yours so hard that 
you're gonna ache for more. So 
hard ... And so good ... " 

The counselor tightened the webbed 
belt of the cal f-exerciser across the 
naked boy 's waist : the metal buckle 
snapped shut with a click, and he tied 
a knot with the excess webbing. He 
slipped the boy's legs under the 
padded crossbar, and tightened the 
bolt. Ross was trapped; he could go 
nowhere. 

"I 'm gonna beat those hot buns of 
yours , and your prick is gonna explode 
on the other end." He unbuckled his 
belt and ran his hand over the cool 
flesh . His Levis slid to his ankles . The 
kid turned his head to look: the coun­
selor's fuckstick was rock-hard. Lyle 
doubled the leather belt and snapped 
it against itself. He raised it into the 
air. 

"Spank me ... " Ross moaned. 
" .. . Spank me ... " 
Ross heard the leather crack as it 

slapped across his exposed ass , and 
he flinched a little. His butt-cheeks 
grew warm where the belt had struck. 
He held his breath a second, then 
raised his quivering buns a few inches 
off the table. 

The man's belt hissed as it streaked 
through the silent afternoon. It bit into 
the boy's skin; he gasped; he 
squeezed his eyes shut to hold the 
hurt inside. The pain subsided 
quickly, and sent a warm tingle 
through his body. 

" . .. Harder .. . " he breathed. 
Continued to page 42 
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STANDING HIGH ATOP THE BACKDROP OF CITY SKY­
LINE, THIS MAN OF STEEL EMERGES AS THE VIS­
CERAL PROMISE OF STRENGTH AND RUGGED SENSU­
ALITY COMBINED. HE SCANS THE SURROUNDINGS 
CAREFULLY, A FEIGNED INDIFFERENCE MASKING A 
DEEPER RESERVOIR OF INTEREST AND DESIRE. THIS 
MANOR-LORD ABOVE HIS CITY . 

PHOTOGRAPH BY MALCOLM HOARE 







HIS HARD, WELL DEFINED BODY SEEMS 
NATURALLY POSED IN AN ALMOST GEO­
METRIC STANCE, SO SIMILAR TO THE 
STEEL CONFIGURATION WITHIN WHICH 
HE STANDS. BUT THEN THERE IS THE 
UNMISTAKABLE ANIMAL GRACE; THE 
HANDS THAT APPEAR MORE GENTLE AS 

HE TOUCHES THE METAL COLUMNS 
ABOUT HIM, SOFTER STILL IN CARESS 
OF HIS OWN BODY. 
AND THERE IS A TENSION CREATED, BE­
TWEEN THIS FLESH AND STEEL. AS IF 
THERE IS SOMETHING OUT OF BALANCE, 
SOMETHING SO SUBTLY, YET SO UNMIS-

. ----~·----.... 

TAKABLY MISSING. THOSE DARK EYES 
THAT STARE OUT AT YOU-THEY HINT IN 
SILENT INVITATION THAT HE MIGHT NOT 
WISH TO REMAIN ALONE. 
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TOO BIG FOR 
HIS OWN GOOD 
Continued from pag·e 32 

Lyle's cool hand rested on his 
sweating ass. "You want it harder, 
Ross?" 

"Yes, sir. I promise I won't never do 
it again. Spank me good!" 

Ross's prick throbbed as he braced 
himself for another blow. The leather 
strap flew through the air and hit him 
full-force. Ross bit his lip; it didn't 
hurt at all this t ime. He wiggled his 
horny ass, raising it higher. The belt 
slammed against his naked flesh , and 
his cheeks were alive with a sensation 
he had never felt before. He could 
barely feel the blows, now. 

Again. His huge cock ached as Lyle 
spanked him harder and harder. 

Again. He struggled to get his red 
ass closer to the savage belt. 

Again. 
"Spank me ... !" he cried as the 

lashes fel I faster and faster. 
" .. . Spank me ... !" The belt ripped 

across the top of his legs, and his en­
tire butt burned with the sting . 

" ... You lousy shithead ... !" His ass 
was on fire. 

"Spank me .. . !" he heard himself 
scream. " ... Spank me ... !" 

Then it stopped . The belt hung life­
less in the air. Ross's butt trembled 
with exhaustion . He realized that there 
were tears in his eyes. 

The man's face was next to his; he 
was kissing the boy's ear, and cheek, 
and dampened eyes. The boy turned 
his head and looked up at the man. 

"It's okay, baby. You're gonna be all 
right." 

The counselor's mouth moved closer 
to him, and Ross closed his eyes, as 
he felt gentle, moist lips meet his. The 
counselor kissed him , and wrapped 
his strong arms around his naked 
body, and massaged his flesh . Ross 
felt Lyle's tongue fill his mouth, and a 
warmth flowed into his body. 

Lyle untied the belt , and released 
the metal buckle. He unbolted the 
crossbar and released the boy's legs. 
Gently, he rolled the kid over. The cold 
vinyl felt good on Ross's sore ass; he 
sighed . Lyle held him as he lowered 
his lips to one of the boy's nipples; his 
tongue circled it first, before his lips 
caressed it, and began sucking . Ross 
groaned as his nipple hardened. He 
felt Lyle's hand run down his stomach· 
a finger dipped in his navel, moving ' 
down his abdomen, closer to his 
prick. Ross raised his head ar.id looked 
at his own big , limp piece of meat, 
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stirring with signs of life. He saw his 
counselor part his lips and head for 
the warm, juicy cock. 

Ross growled as his dick was swal­
lowed by the hot mouth. Wet lips slid 
down his virgin flesh to the smooth, 
wide base. He unconsciously thrust 
his hips upward. The tongue circled 
the ridge of his prickhead and probed 
deep into the glistening slit. The hand 
caressed his hard, tight balls, then the 
mouth swallowed them, too, filling his 
groin with a wild , tingly feeling. His 
prick suddenly shot up; it pushed 
against the back of his counselor's 
throat, growing long and hard . Ross 
grunted, trying to yank his dick out of 
the mouth, but the mouth kept suck­
ing . The big tongue licked at his nuts, 
and he writhed with pleasure. 

His hot counselor lifted the boy's 
legs, spreading them open. Ross felt a 
finger slip between the cheeks of his 
ass, until it touched his sphincter. 
Shivers covered his spine as the finger 
gently massaged his asshole. The 
finger parted the young lips and 
pushed into the crevice. Ross raised 
his legs higher. 

The warm mouth released his 
swollen prick, and the tongue began 
searching under his balls; it slipped 
between the trembling cheeks of his 
buttocks . An electric tingle seized his 
body, and his muscles tightened sud­
denly, as he felt the tongue lap against 
his hole. The tongue probed the tender 
opening, and with a great sigh, he re­
laxed, and his hole opened wider. 

He felt his legs being pushed higher 
into the air. The tongue dug deeper 
into his slit , and the boy began grind­
ing his hips against the face. A finger 
pressed into his bung; it was shoved 
up his ass, titillating the moist sides 
of his chute. It explored the wide cav­
ity deep inside his hungry butt. He 
jammed his hips harder against the 
finger. 

"Just relax, baby. You're gonna be 
all right. .. " Ross opened his eyes and 
~tar~d at the enormous dick glistening 
in his counselor's hand: thick, purple 
veins engorged with blood jutted out 
from the dark flesh. As Lyle massaged 
his steely shaft with saliva, Ross 
wondered what it would feel like to 
have it fill his hole. He closed his eyes 
and groaned as he felt the hot, hard 
shaft of flesh push against his 
sphincter. 

His moist asslips relaxed as the big 
dick stretched him open. The huge 
head slid into his butt, dragging 
against the sides of his chute, and 
sending fiery pulses through him. It 

pushed deeper, and filled his hungry 
hole with wild vibrations. 

"Fuck me ... '' he whispered . " ... Fuck 
me ... " 

His man grabbed his legs, and the 
huge fuckstick drove deeper until the 
hot , hairy balls were rubbing against 
his butt-cheeks. Suddenly, he jerked 
his cock out and shoved it in again, 
driving the boy's hips into the air. 

" ... Fuck me ... " Ross groaned, as 
the cock filled his entire insides. It 
yanked out of his bung until only the 
big, thick head penetrated. 

"Fuck me, you fuckin' queer!" Ross 
cried. "Fuck me!" The enormous dick 
slammed up his asshole, and his wild 
counselor's balls slapped against his 
white buttocks . It forced itself in and 
out of his tight little fuckhole. Harder. 
Harder. It rammed into his body again 
and again. . 

He felt his own aching dick swal­
lowed by the mouth. Lyle ate his 
throbbing eight inches as the huge 
cock rammed up Ross's shithole. The 
mouth sucked hard. The hot, fat prick 
stretched the fuckhole open while the 
boy's burning rod was driven deep into 
the smoldering mouth. 

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me fuck 
me fuckmefuckmefuckme-fuu­
uu-uu- " His body t ightened as the 
hard cock dug into his body with a 
manic force. He writhed with pleasure 
as the big, fuck ing dick pounded into 
his virgin hole. Ross's cock shot out 
an enormous blast of cum and he 
screamed . His hot, horny counselor 
drove the final wild, furious thrusts as 
far into the fiery asshole as possible 
and erupted with a groan that turned 
into a scream . Their bodies jerked to­
gether with violent spasms. The hot 
cum squirted up the boy's ass, and he 
could feel his own jism surge deep 
into Lyle's throat. The two trembled as 
their prick exploded with the hot, 
thick liquid. 

" ... Fuck me ... " the boy moaned. The 
dick jerked in his butt one last time . 
He felt his own meat shoot one last 
bolt of juice. 

" ... Fuck me ... " he murmured to 
himself. 

He watched his man as the mouth 
slipped off of Ross's still fat prick; the 
tongue licked up the final , tasty drops 
of boy-cum . His hot man raised his 
head and smiled at the boy. 

"Shi-ii-it, " Ross drawled and tossed 
his head. A lock of sandy-blonde hair 
fell into his eyes . 

"Just a kid ," Lyle grinned as he 
thought to himself. "Too big for his 
own good. " 
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PETER'S 
BUILT 

By Joseph Patterson • Illustration by John Mack 

My first great love affair ended back 
when I was a young and vulnerable 22. 
I smile now when I think of the fiery 
dramatics that ended the relationship 
with Jeff. I was convinced that the 
world ended when he walked through 
the door and announced that he never 
intended to return with all the dripping 
emotions of an adolescent Loretta 
Young . He t,ad found someone else, 
and I was no longer adequate. 

In today's rough and tumble gay life 
we both would have done a better job 
of splitting up. I would have been 
much better prepared for his depar­
ture. And he would have been much 

between two men, unable to reconcile 
himself to creating pain. 

Oh, the drama was magnificent. The 
parts were played to the hilt. The 
script was torrid. The tears were un­
ending. The whole thing was full of 
shit. 

But, that's where I was in those 
days. My friends all gathered around 
me after Jeff left me. They knew the 
part I was playing and each of them 
took a "helpful" role. Whispered con­
versations ensued. People visited and 
fed my self-pity with their own stories 
of the men who had left. It was a con­
tinuing serial. 

"I have to admit that by the time 
I met Peter, I was getting very tired 

of my role and its limitations. 
If nothing else was bothering me, 

I was getting very horny." 

more honest about why he was 
leaving. But in those days of wine and 
roses and television soap operas we 
both had roles to play and we played 
them to the hilt. I was the devastated 
younger man, caught unawares and 
left by my one and only passion. He , 
was the guilt ridden older man-he 
was 25-who was giving into baser 
needs and desires, forced to choose 

One element of my character had to 
be asexual. The devastated young man 
couldn't possibly go out and trick the 
way he'd do it today. The emotional 
"pain" had to be too great to allow 
promiscuity. I would be invited to par­
ties and would sit there as though I 
were a eunuch. No one would have 
thought of tricking with me. I wouldn't 
have thought of sex with another man. 
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Until I met Peter. 
One of my bit parts was to spend 

great amounts of time alone, bicycling 
through the park, communing with 
nature, a force much more compatible 
than human beings. One of my 
favorite things was to spend a whole 
day wheeling through a nearby state 
park where I actually did enjoy myself 
with summer days of exercise and 
sun. 

I have to admit that by the time I met 
Peter, I was getting very tired of my 
role and its limitations. If nothing else 
was bothering me, I was getting very 
horny. And besides, I already had 
enough drama, the story was played 
out. The idea of being like characters 
in Boys in the Band was too tired. The 
world was changing and I was begin­
ning to understand that I wanted to 
change with it. 

Those were among my thoughts as I 
rode through the state park that 
summer. I was wearing a jock strap 
and a skimpy pair of shorts. My skin 
was tanned a deep brown and my 
muscles were in great shape from 
weeks of riding. 

I was so innocent that I had never 
really picked up that one part of the 
park was a heavy cruising ground. I 
had just ignored the obvious stares 
and gestures that the dozens of men 

perfectly white teeth and a luxuriant 
moustache. 

I don't think I was really aware of 
cruising him when I first met him. It 
was more as if I was shocked by the 
sight of this perfect man. I stopped my 
cycle and tried to act as though I was 
taking a rest. Actually, nothing about 
me was resting. Far from it; I was very 
glad I was wearing a jock strap that 
was tight enough to hide the growing 
erection I was getting. 

Peter isn't one to be taken in by at­
tempts at subtleties. I don't think he 
even knows what they are. All he saw 
was a man who was interested enough 
in him to stop and get off his bicycle. 
And he decided that he in turn was in­
terested. His response was to start 
rubbing his crotch. His hand's mo­
tions produced a growing bulge in the 
tight blue jeans I was wearing . 

And I? Well, there was still a bit of 
the television starlet in me. My mind 
began to whirl, first with the emotions 
of being insulted. Then with feelings 
that I couldn't possibly be interested 
in any man who would treat me with 
disrespect. What did he think he was 
doing? Standing there trying to entice 
me with a piece of human salami in his 
pants. But, things had been 
happening in my mind. I was aware 
enough to force myself to admit that I 

sexy. And no matter how much I might 
have wanted the seduction and the 
drama of seduction, this wasn't it. 
This was a sexual onslaught. There 
was only one thing Peter wanted from 
me at that moment, and there was no 
doubt what it was. 

Decisions like that are clear, obvious 
and easy to make. I could either get on 
my bike and ride away, or I could go 
over to him and take care of the full 
hard prick that he was waving at me. 
To this day I think I would have left if it 
weren 't for my own erection. Honest 
to God. It was so painfully trapped in 
the tight pouch of that jock strap that I 
didn't think I could possibly climb on 
the bike without ruining myself for 
life. 

And so I went over to him. And 
reached out and took hole of that 
sweet prick that would become so im­
portant to me. It took up the whole of 
my fist. The skin was soft and 
smooth, such a contradiction to the 
steel hard flesh underneath it. My 
mouth began to water. I was actually 
salivating at the thought of tasting 
that human flesh. 

Peter just stood there. He's a cocky 
stud. Actually , he crossed his arms 
over his chest and thrust out his pelvis 
to make sure that I could get a good 
hold on his meat , and to make sure I 

"My tongue reached out 
and lapped at the hairs, trying 

to comfort the wound, trying to taste 
the flavor of his sweat." 

were throwing at me. I could do that 
so long as none of them were Peter. 
But then one day, there he was. 

This was long before the clones had 
become fashionable. Back then the 
Peterbilt hat he was wearing was a real 
curiosity. I'd later learn it was his 
trademark. What I did notice was the 
heavily muscled torso that he was dis­
playing through an open denim shirt. 
The whole well-developed chest was 
covered with a fine rain of black body 
hair. It all certainly combined to grab 
my attention. And once the body had 
done its thing, the face took over. 

Peter automatically gives facial ges­
tures that would do the hottest male 
model justice. He sort of cocks his 
head to one side and glances up at you 
from underneath the bill of that cap of 
his, mouth slightly opened to display 
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was the one who had stopped, after 
all. I was the one who began the whole 
process. Just because I was being coy 
was no reason for me to deny my re­
sponsibility in the whole process. 

And he was handsome. 
He was very handsome. Well, maybe 

not "handsome" in the usual way, but 
hot. He looked around quickly and my 
own eyes swept the small field sur­
rounded by trees where we were both 
stopping. There was no one else in 
sight. He decided to escalate his ap­
peal. Before my unbelieving eyes, 
Peter undid the buttons to his pants 
revealing no underwear, only a lush 
growth of pubic hair as dark and rich 
as the covering over his upper torso. 

Out sprang a large, thick shafted 
cock, topped by a heavy round knob of 
deep purple cockhead. Jesus he was 

knew just what was supposed to 
happen. 

Jeff and I had never had sex out­
doors. Christ, we never had sex with 
the lights on. And here was this stud 
standing there waiting for me to get 
down on my knees in broad daylight. 
And I did it. Oh, God yes, I did it. I 
think it was the smell of his undeod­
orized body that finally overcame what 
few hesitations I had left. I just 
couldn't resist that sweet mansmell of 
his. 

I didn't just get down on my knees, 
either, I fell to my knees when that 
odor overcame me. And I didn't just 
give him a blowjob, I swallowed that 
heavy prick as hungrily as I would have 
gobbled down a Thanksgiving turkey. 
It was hunger. It was need. It was 
animal. 
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Peter responded quickly. 1-'iis broad 
hands came down to my naked chest 
and took hold of my little brown tits 
and rolled them back and forth be­
tween his calloused hands. No one 
had ever done that to me before but 
without a second's hesitation I lifted 
my chest up to make sure those hands 
would stay there, continuing to send 
their electric shocks through my body. 

Peter began to get so involved in the 
hot mouth work I was doing on him 
that he couldn't be content to let my 
inexperienced mouth do the timing. 
He began to pump at my face. He 
tucked it as hard and thoughtlessly as 
though it were my ass . He thrust 
deeply, making me gag and forcing my 
spit to run out of my mouth and down 
my cheeks . My own prick was so des­
perate that I had to take my hands 
away from his lovely tool and pull 
down the shorts I was wearing to work 
on my own need . The sight of my 
naked butt was too much fo r Peter. 
Whatever pleasure was being given 
him by the sl imy hole of my mouth 
was no comparison to his sudden con­
viction that his dong belonged up my 
ass . 

He actually snarled as he threw me 
back onto the grass, away from his 
mouth . I actually snarled at being 
forced away from this new source of 
life I had found. I fought my way back 
up to my knees and lunged at his 
crotch . Instead I met strong hands 
that grabbed my shoulders and lifted 
me up and over as qu ickly as any 
wrestler I ever saw. A thud emerged 
from my chest as I felt the heavy bulk 
of his body come down on top of me. 

"You fucking an imal ," I screamed. 
"You better believe it , asshole," was 

his only answer. 
His chest pushed hard against my 

back, his knees roughly forced my 
legs open. I felt a quick rel ief as he 
lifted up to spit on his hand and lubri­
cate his prick. I struggled on ly a l ittle 
bit until I felt the enormous cockhead 
push against my underused hole. 
"Miserable bastard ," I cried out. I 
fought more convincingly. And when 
the wide knob of his dick forced its 
way inside me with a sudden pulse of 
pain , I reared up , trying to buck him 
off, only giving him just the right 
moment and just the right angle to 
bury all of his cock deep inside me. 

My mouth opened in a guttural 
scream and then came down open 
onto the nearby hairy forearm that was 
beside it. I didn't even mean to bite 
him, but the open mouth clamped 
onto his tendoned flesh and chomped 
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down . I tasted blood as his prick 
started to pump hard and deep into my 
dry ass . 

" Miserable sonofabitch ," he yelled 
in my ear. " I'm going to make you pay 
for that. " 

I was stunned by the flavor of blood . 
And by the fury of the two of us. I was 
quickly embraced with a tight wres­
tler's hold that trapped my body in the 
vice of his arms but let him continue 
to savage my ass. 

My legs were as t ightly bound by my 
lowered jock and shorts. I was in utter 
bondage, unable to release myself 
from the assault that continued to 
plunge against me, inside me. It didn't 
take long for my own cock to erupt 
from the rubbing against the cool 
grass underneath me. Or for his to 
send a series of waves of cum into my 
gut. 

I was exhausted. I lay there on the 
ground and felt the heaving of his 
chest as he lay on top of me. The body 
odor that had been so seductive be­
fore , was now overpowering from the 
exertion of our sex . He didn 't release 
his hold on me, but once again his 
forearm was right beside my face. I 
could see the angry red marks my 
teeth had left , and could study 
closeup the hairs that created such a 
rug over so much of his body. My 
tongue reached out and lapped at the 
hairs, trying to comfort the wound , 
trying to taste the flavor of his sweat. 

He let my mouth move up and down 
the forearm , and then softly released 
his grip on me as one hand went up 
and cupped the back of my skull . 
"Yeah , lick it up, baby," he whispered 
in my ear as he gu ided my hungry 
tongue up the arm and into the incred­
ibly wet , smelly armpit. I sighed as the 
flavor of that man entered my mouth . 
The food he was feeding me was as 
welcome as mother's milk . I was to­
tally docile as he led my mouth down 
over the chest and onto one of his tits 
where he let it rest for a couple of 
minutes. I was putty in his hands as 
he then guided it down to lave the big 
balls that rested in his sac . 

It was dusk before we left the park 
together. His body with my teeth 
marks, my ass with three loads of his 
cum. And it wasn 't good-bye then . We 
went back to his house-a run down 
tenement in one of the worst neigh­
borhoods in the city . Sex continued 
until dawn . 

Those twelve hours of sex left my 
body rough and raw . And it left my 
mind in turmoil. How could I have 
done all those things with this totally 

strange man wearing a Peterbilt cap if 
I really was so in love with my dear, 
longed tor Jeff? If I had been aban­
doned in my private mental world I'm 
sure that I would have fallen back into 
the mental anguish that I had been 
wallowing in . But the scraped skin of 
my body and the hot pain in my 
abused asshole kept me from forget­
ting just how much physical pleasure 
had been experienced. 

I found it unbelievable when I re­
turned to Peter's house the very next 
night. I couldn't imagine that the per­
son I had thought I was would go back 
to find a brutish man like that on his 
own accord . While the need to see him 
again drove me to his door, the com­
pulsion I felt frightened me. 

I knocked hoping he wouldn 't be in . 
But the door was opened in a matter of 
moments. He stood there wearing a 
tight athletic t-shirt and the same dirty 
blue jeans. He was barefoot. The cap 
was still on his head , riding high up 
over the thick mane of black hair. 

He gave that posed smile when he 
saw it was me. I thought we could 
talk . I thought we could at least estab­
lish an intellectual rapport before we 
had sex again . I thought the sex could 
be more human , more caring. Instead, 
he didn't even give me a chance to sit 
down after he closed the door. His big 
hands reached up and grabbed the 
collar of my shirt , jerking quickly to 
pull it open , ripping off half the but­
tons. His paws found my still sore tits 
and pulled me hard up close to him, 
forcing my mouth to greet his open 
lips and his running spit. 

"Couldn't wait?" 
I tried not to answer, but his hands 

gripped harder on my wounded 
nipples. " No, I couldn't wait. " Unbe­
lievably I started to respond to his 
animal kissing again . My cock pushed 
hard and hungry into his own bur­
geoning crotch. My arms threw them­
selves up to enwrap his neck and draw 
him closer. 

His palms travelled over my body, 
up and down my sides and finally 
rested on my ass , kneading the 
mounds of flesh with hard urgency. 
One hand stayed on my backside, the 
other came around front and discov­
ered my zipper, pulling it down quickly 
and shoving its way inside the cotton 
pouch of my jockey shorts . "What the 
fuck are these for?" he said suddenly. 
It was as though the shorts offended 
him. " Men don 't wear this shit, only 
little boys. " 

Both hands came around front and 
grasped hold of the band of the under-
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PETER'S BUILT 
wear, pulling harder and harder until 
the strong fabric finally gave way and 
a loud ripping sound filled the room. 
He left the shorts tattered, hanging by 
tiny strips of cloth around my privates. 

"Real men go naked under their 
pants, feel their own cock and balls 
hanging low, rubbing against the 
cloth, getting themselves hard, keep­
ing everything going hot and ready." 
He grasped me in his arms again 
rubbing his denimed groin against my 
nakedness. Quickly I was thrown to 
the floor by the whole of his weight 
pressing down on my vulnerability. He 
grabbed my wrists and pulled them up 
high over my head, his own head slid­
ing down over my body and pressing 
into my armpit. 

Illustration by John Mack 

soaked skin. I was beginning to think 
this was all some crazy, sick S&M 
game that he was playing. He was try­
ing to convince himself that he was 
more of a man than I was-that I was 
only a piece of shit for him to play 
with. Those thoughts brought on a 
surge of anger and rebellion. I could 
go back to my old life if that's all he 
was offering me. I could not accept 
any stupid role playing as the center of 
my existence. 

My soap opera role started to creep 
back into my thoughts. Jeff would 
take me back when he saw how degen­
erate I had become. He'd save me from 
these base thoughts and calm me after 
these experiences. I could show him 
wounds when this animal was finished 

"I went from living a soap 
opera script to a starring role 

in a pornographic movie." 

"Fucking faggot. What the hell kind 
of perfume you got on?" 

There was no perfume-only a nor­
mal deodorant. But I didn't know what 
to say. I kept silent. He couldn't rip 
that off me! But there was a way to get 
rid of the smell of civilization that 
upset him. He lifted his body up and 
over mine until his knees straddled my 
chest. He unbuttoned his pants and 
took out his nearly stiff cock. I was 
speechless while I saw him aim the 
prick at my chest and watched his 
stomach muscles tense. His dick 
started to produce a trickle of warm, 
deeply yellow piss that ran onto my 
bare chest. The flow turned into a tor­
rent that he sent splashing into each 
exposed pit, the vile smell of the urine 
overwhelming the odor of the de­
odorant spray. 

His smile turned into a near smirk 
when he was finally done and flicked 
the last few drops of piss onto my 
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with me. I could show him real, phys­
ical pain that I had suffered for him. 

But Peter wasn't into giving me that 
evidence. He wasn't going to just let 
that all happen . It wasn't the script he 
was working from. Instead of more hu­
miliation and pain, his smile turned 
almost warm . He opened that wet 
mouth of his and started to lap up the 
cooling piss that was puddled on my 
torso and trapped in my body hair. 
" Now that tastes like a real man," he 
growled at me with his own urine 
sticking his moustache to his face. 
"That's what I like to taste. Man. A 
Real Man." 

Fuck the soap opera, I thought. I 
knew that the warm fluid had felt won­
derful on my flesh . Even I in my inex­
perience knew that there was some­
thing manly, something fully mascu­
line about the sensation of man that 
filled the air between us. I shocked 
myself as the two of us laid there, him 

on top of me, now groin to groin, 
staring deeply in each other's face. My 
own stomach muscles clenched and a 
hot, wet warmth started to soak into 
his pants and my own as my piss 
flowed between our bodies. 

"Yeah, man, piss on me. Piss on 
yourself. Get it going stud. Get this 
fucker hot!" His hands went down and 
felt the soaking clothes, sending 
waves of the urine up across our 
bodies. 

Peter suddenly stood up and 
stripped off his clott]es, looking down 
at the ending of my pissing. He 
reached down and roughly pulled of 
my jeans and socks and shoes. Then 
he ripped what was left of my shorts 
and shirt from my body. I was left 
naked in a puddle of our mingled piss. 

My legs were spread apart, leaving 
my cock, balls and ass open to his 
view. My cock raged with a physical 
intensity I had never felt before in my 
life. "That's a real man," he whispered 
as he looked down at me. Then he 
dropped to his knees and swiftly 
gulped the length of my hardon down 
his throat. He rubbed his hair and 
nose in my urine drenched pubic hair 
as he forced himself to take more and 
more of my prick down his throat. 

I was driven to the edge of orgasm 
time after time. But whenever he felt 
me getting that close he would back 
off , letting the cock drop from his 
mouth. He'd just look at me, taking 
in the sight of the mounting urgency 
in my face. He knew what he was 
doing-getting me hungry. Making me 
starve for the feel of his hot mouth on 
my cock . Making me need to come. 

I couldn't continue my passivity for 
that long. Finally he took his mouth 
off of me for one time too many. I 
lunged up at him, clenching my jaws 
into his throat , biting almost as hard 
as I had the other day, stopping just 
short of drawing blood this time. His 
scream was one of release, not anger. 
My actions were from need, not 
simple desire. I suddenly stood up and 
grabbed a handful of his hair, wrench-

continued to page68 
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Wilcox was a good marine corps­
man, no doubt about it. He was tops 
in everything during the first tough 
weeks of boot camp, and now that our 
training was almost over, he sfill was 
number one. He came into the Corps 
with a damn fine body. Firm, muscular 
arms and legs, a broad chest and 
meaty shoulders, a tough gut and a 
good round ass. Blond, blue-eyed Wil­
cox was a stud, the kind of guy you 
see on the recruiting posters. More 
than one horny 'cruit had eyed his 
long, thick shaft and heavy balls as we 

cially the taste of some corpsman's 
hot cum as it slid down my throat. I 
started !poking forward to sucking-off 
my buddies and having one of them go 
down on my own hard cock. 

Wilcox never took part in the suck­
ing, as much as I wanted to take his 
cock in my mouth. Trouble was that 
Wilcox was the meanest bastard in the 
barracks. His ego was bigger than the 
nine inches of meat swinging between 
his legs, and he had a temper to 
match. At least seven guys had fought 
him since training began, and he beat 

"His ego was bigger 
than the nine inches of meat swinging 

between his legs, and he had 
a temper to match." 

stripped down to shower in the bar­
racks. He had a light cover of blond 
chest hair that went down his front, 
down the firm ripples of his gut, 
covering his crotch and balls. 

A few of us guys had gotten it on 
during boot. First, it was just jack-off 
sessions in the showers at night. Five 
or six guys standing under the water, 
working their tools, pretending not to 
be too interested in each other. Grad­
ually we got into playing with each 
other's cocks, bringing each otber off 
and spraying our cum on the shower 
wall. And then a couple of guys 
started sucking each other, right there 
in front of us all. It was a new expe­
rience for me, and I took awhile get­
ting into it. First off, it seemed weird, 
putting another guy's meat in my 
mouth. But I learned to like it , espe-

the shit out of each one. It was like he 
was trying to prove something to 
everybody, like he had to let us know 
he could kick our asses if he wanted 
to. He didn't have a buddy in the whole 
barracks . Even though I wanted the 
taste of his manjuice and sweat, I 
avoided him like the rest of the guys. 

But Bartlett couldn't avoid him . 
Bartlett was the drill instructor. He 
was tall , lean and solid , as much of a 
stud as Wilcox. His broad chest and 
shoulders tapered to a firm waist, 
thick veins covered his arms and 
hands. Except for his armpits and 
crotch, his body was almost hairless. 
He worked out nights in the barracks, 
wearing a jockstrap under his sweaty 
shorts. From my bunk, I'd watch him 
work with the weights, imagining what 
it'd be like to suck his tool. A couple 
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of times I almost asked to wrestle him 
on the barracks mat, but each time I 
backed off, satisfied with a handjob in 
my bunk once the lights were out. 

Bartlett had taken Wilcox aside a 
few times to try to straighten him out. 
He put Wilcox through physical tor­
ture, running him to the point of ex­
haustion. But it didn't change him. If 
anything, Wilcox seemed meaner. 
Sweaty, dog-tired, and gasping for air, 
Wilcox would smile and ask, "Any­
thing else, Drill Sergeant?" It was like 
a challenge, but the DI wouldn't go for 
it. Instead, he'd say, "Wilcox, you got 
a lot to learn about being a marine 
corpsman, and I guess you're going to 
have to learn the hard way." 

One afternoon we all hit the barracks 
showers at the same time, coming in 
from a,long day on the obstacle 
course. Twenty or so lean 'cruits 
crowded into the head, bareassed, 
filthy and tired. The smell of man­
sweat and soap filled the shower room 
as we lathered up. It was the best part 
of the day, one of the things that had 
drawn a lot of us to the Corps. The 
shower area was small, and cocks and 
asses couldn't help but touch as we 
tried to wash. I hoped a soapy 'cruit 
would goose somebody up the ass, 
signaling the start of some horseplay 
that might turn into·a circle-jerk or, 

bump into me, wiseass," he said, "I'll 
let you bump into me. I'll let you bump 
your fuckin' faggot head on my fist. 
How 'bout it?" 

Bartlett, stripped-down and ready to 
shower, walked into the area. "What's 
going on here?" he asked. "You up to 
some more shit, Wilcox?" 

"This guy tried to feel up my god­
damned ass," Wilcox said, "I want a 
fight with him. I want to settle it with a 
fight." 

Bartlett sized up the situation, run­
ning his hand through the hair in his 
crotch. "You always want a fight with 
somebody, Wilcox. Wash up," Bartlett 
said, motioning to the frightened 
'cruit. 

Wilcox decided to keep talking. 
"Well, if not him, how 'bout you, Ser­
geant?" Wilcox grinned, looked Bart­
lett in the eye, and said, "You been 
rid in' my ass in front of these guys 
long enough. I want a shot at you. I 
want a fair fight in the gym. Gloves 
and a goddamned referee. How 'bout 
it?" 

Bartlett's face was expressionless, 
and he continued to pull at his crotch 
hair and the head of his uncut cock. 
"I've been waiting for this, Wilcox," he 
said, "but it's not going to be in the 
gym. It's going to be right here in the 
barracks where these guys can see 

"I've been waiting for this Wilcox 
but it's not going to be in the gym. 

It's going to be right here 
in the barracks ... " 

better still, a suck-off session. As 
tired as I was, I wanted the taste of 
marine cum on my tongue. 

Wilcox crowded In with the rest of 
us, his heavy balls bouncing against 
his legs. A guy accidentally brushed 
his cock against Wilcox's ass. Hot and 
sweaty from one of Bartlett's extra as­
signments, Wilcox turned on the guy, 
punched his shoulder and pushed him 
hard against the shower wall. 

"Get your fuckin' cock off my ass, 
you goddamn queer!" Wilcox shouted. 
We all got quiet, waiting for Wilcox to 
explode. The guy looked frightened. 

"What the fuck are you doin'?" he 
said, "I didn't mean to bump you, 
man." 

Wilcox pushed him again, daring 
him to make a move. "You wanna 
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you get beat. You know how to 
wrestle?" Wilcox nodded. "Then get 
your bareass onto the mat, 'cause I'm 
going to pin you." 

"I need a jockstrap," Wilcox said. 
"No, you don't," Bartlett said, grin­

ning. "What's the matter? You afraid 
to wrestle bareassed? Afraid you'll get 
a hardon?" 

Without warning, Wilcox lunged at 
Bartlett's legs and dropped him to the 
mat in a hold. Soon Bartlett was free 
and working his strong arms and legs 
around Wilcox's shoulders and crotch. 
The two men struggled hard, their 
muscles tense and straining, each 
seeking a chance to pin the other. 
Bartlett's shoulder pressed into Wil­
cox's belly and crotch, rubbing 
against his shaft. 

"Kick his ass," a guy called out to 
Bartlett. "Pin his fuckin' ass, Ser­
geant!" 

Bartlett caught Wilcox in a strong 
hold and had the 'cruit's shoulders 
turning, their cocks rubbing against 
each other, their sweat glistening and 
filling the area with a strong, musky 
odor. I could see they were both 
getting hard. 

Pushing slowly with his powerful 
legs, Bartlett had Wilcox's shoulders 
moving to the,mat. The blond 'cruit 
struggled, straining against the Di's 
muscular body, but Bartlett made one 
last push and pinned Wilcox to the 
sweaty mat, laying on top of him 
spread eagle, their cocks and balls 
pressed together. A few guys cheered. 

"You two grab his shoulders," Bart­
lett ordered a couple of 'cruits, "I'm 
going to give you a lesson, Wilcox, a 
mansized lesson," he said, sweat 
dripping off his face onto Wilcox's 
heaving chest. "~omebody get me 
some dick grease. Hurry up. Get me 
something to loosen this 'cruit's tight 
asshole." 

As two guys held Wilcox down, 
Bartlett got on his knees between the 
pinned marine's legs. Bartlett's cock 
was hard and wet, a good eight inches 
and real meat. A thick vein went down 
the shaft, like the veins in his arms. I 
dropped my towel and started rubbing 
my balls, aching for a taste of cum.• 

Bartlett took some spit in his hand 
and stroked Wilcox's tool. "Like that, 
buddy?" I'm going to give you some­
thing you've wanted for a long time. 
You think you can take a good ass­
fucking?" 

Wilcox was dazed. He said nothing 
as the DI rubbed their hard cocks to­
gether. Naked 'cruits pushed closer 
around the mat, playing with their 
cocks. "Fuck his ass," somebody 
said, "Yeah, fuck his cherry asshole, 
Sarge." 

Bartlett was handed a jar of lube. He 
spread some on his stiff cock. He took 
some on his fingers and said, "You 
been asking for it, buddy. Here it 
comes." 

He pushed one finger up the pinned 
marine's asshole. Wilcox struggled in 
pain and arched his back, but the two 
guys holding his shoulders kept him 
on the mat. "Lift his legs in the air," 
Bartlett ordered. "Put his legs over my 
shoulders and hold them there." 

The DI continued fingering Wilcox's 
asshole, and once the silent 'cruit's 
legs were in position, Bartlett said, 
"It'll hurt at first, but you'll like it after 
awhile. Take it like a man, like a stud 
marine." 
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Bartlett slowly slipped his meaty 
tool into Wilcox's virgin ass, gently 
pushing the thick shaft about halfway 
to its hairy base. Wilcox moaned and 
tightened his muscles. "Don't fight it, 
buddy, " Bartlett said, "Let it happen. 
You want it bad, so let me fuck your 
pretty-boy asshole . I'm gonna have 
your cherry, Wilcox . I'm gonna pop it 
in front of your buddies here." 

Wilcox loosened up a bit, meeting 
Bartlett's strokes. "Somebody work 
this 'cruit's cock," Bartlett ordered . I 
got on my knees and started pumping 
Wilcox's shaft, my hand coated with 
lube. My own cock was stiff now, like 
the other guys surrounding the mat. 
We handed the lube around, each guy 
pounding his own cock, a couple of 
'cruits stretched out on the barracks 
floor, sucking each other, and all of us 
watching the DI hump Wilcox's 
lubricated ass . 

"Good . Keep pumping him," Bartlett 
said , "I'm gonna fuck the shit out of 
you, Wilcox, and I want to see a good 
load shoot out of that marine cock of 
yours ." He pushed his cock in up to 
the base and started humping harder, 
slapping Wilcox's beefy thighs. 

Soon Wilcox picked up the rhythm 
of Bartlett's thrusts. "Fuck it ," he 
mumbled . "Fuck my asshole, Ser­
geant. I want it." 

"Say it louder," Bartlett ordered , 
"Say it so your buddies can hear you." 

"Fuck me, Sergeant! Fuck my ass­
hole! I want your come up my ass! I 
want to feel it in my guts! 

Two guys stood over Wilcox's head, 
pumping their cocks and pulling on 
each other's balls. They leaned back, 
moaning and shooting their cum into 
Wilcox's face. "Lick it, buddy," Bart­
lett said. "Let me see you lick that 
fuckjuice off your face. Do it!" 
Wilcox tasted the white drops col­

lected around his mouth, and a few 
other guys stood over him, pounding 
themselves. Soon Wilcox was covered 
with marine cum, guys shooting on 
his face and belly, as Bartlett's thrusts 
quickened and Wilcox's back arched 
to take the drive. 

With one hand tight on Wilcox's 
tool, I pumped myself harder. I 
grabbed Wilcox's hand and held it on 
my balls. He squeezed my sac, pulling 
it at the base, and then ran his fingers 
through my crotch hair. I felt a wave of 
cum quiver through my guts, and I 
sent a long arc of the stuff shooting 
across Wilcox's belly and chest, just 
as another 'cruit shot his load. I mixed 
my cum with the other guy's, working 
it into the matted blond hair on Wil-

cox's sweaty front. 
"Squeeze his tits," Bartlett com­

manded, and I reached for one, hold­
ing it tightly between my fingers, 
keeping up with the pace on his cock. 
Bartlett's ass tightened up, his fists 
clenched Wilcox's legs. 

"Here it comes, buddy," he said. 
"Take my fuckin' load!" 

"Give it to me," Wilcox said, "I want 
it all!" 

I pumped Wilcox harder and faster, 
and his belly tensed. Bartlett gave a 
deep moand and a quick final thrust. 
"Take it , buddy," he said . "Take my 
cum." 

And he shot his stuff deep into the 
'cruit's ass , Wilcox arching his back to 
meet the Di's final move. 

"I'm coming!" Wilcox said. "Pound 
it, man. Pound it hard." I gripped his 
tool and dug my fingers into his 
crotch. Wilcox moaned and shot a 
steady stream of cum. I kept pumping 
and leaned down to taste his juice. I 
put my mouth on his wet dickhead and 
sucked hard, jacking him off with my 
fist. Another shot poured into my 
mouth. It was sweet and salty, and I 
swallowed it as I licked his shaft and 
belly. 

Bartlett slipped out his limp tool, 
leaving a stream of cum slowly oozing 
from Wilcox's asshole. His body glis­
tened with sweat as he lowered Wil­
cox's legs. I tongued the fucked ma­
rine's asshole, tasting Bartlett's gism, 
smelling the sharp odor of Wilcox's 
crotch . A couple of guys finally 
brought themselves off , shooting two 
streams of hot cum on the Di 's strong 
back. 

Bartlett stood up on the wrestling 
mat and pulled Wilcox up beside him. 
He ran his hand through Wilcox's wet 
chest hair and down across his belly 
to his cock. He squeezed a few drops 
of cum from Wilcox's limp peter and 
tasted it. "Now the next time you're 
feeling mean," he said, "you just 
come to me or to one of your fellow 
corpsmen, and tell us you need a hot 
marine cock up your ass." 

Wilcox smiled and grabbed the Di's 
balls, gently fondling them. "Thanks, 
Sergeant Bartlett," he said, cum drip­
ping out his asshole and running 
down his legs. "Guess I won't be such 
a problem anymore. That is, if I can 
depend on my buddies for some regu­
lar fucking ." 

No worry there, I thought, still 
tasting his cum in my mouth. We 
headed back to the showers and 
washed up. 
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HOT PRO 15E5 
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Robert DeBarry h~s a fine looking ass , but don't those tan lines 
say something more? What kind of man displays such a massive amount 

of ass flesh to the public eye? What'II he show you? 

Photograph by Dutch 
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HOl 
PROffil~E~ 

The promises of Robert's long, meaty cock are plenty of fuel 
for your imagination . But add a pair of reflector glasses 

to the face of the honcho man and just see how much 
more you can imagine doing with him . 

Photographs by Dutch 
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A studded cock ring , jeans hanging around his ankles, 
an open shirt-all of them promise you more than you 
ever dreamed possible. · 

Photographs by Dutch 
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TWO NEW MAGAZINES HOT 
FROM 

P R E S E N T S 

VAL MARTIN 
LEO STONE 

EIGHT DOLLARS 

• THE ZEUS COLLECTION 

The hot new photo story magazine from ZEUS. 
Leather legend Val Martin kidnaps sweaty muscular 
construction worker Leo Stone and forces him deep 
into his private prison for a heavy working over. Un­
expectedly roles are reversed and a violent give and 
take struggle for topman ensues. Erotic muscle B&D 
at its best from ZEUS. A guaranteed sell out: order 
your copy now. 

ZM-84 Val Martin/Leo Stone magazine 52 pages 8½x 
11 $8.00 plus $1.00 for first class postage/handling 

ZEUS 

PRESENTS 

". 
ROBERT 

LA TOURNEAUX 

• 
Surely a classic among cinema fantasies is the birth­
day present from the film "The Boys in the Band." 
That fantasy's name is Robert La Tourneaux : actor, 
singer, model and a decidedly genuine person in spite 
of his commanding presence. ZEUS takes enormous 
pleasure in presenting a collection of photographs of 
La Tourneaux/actor captured in " roles" by master 
lensman Jim Hawkins. 

ZM-87 Robert La Tourneaux magazine 
48 pages 8½ x 11 • 16 pages of color $8.50 plus 
$1 .00 for first class postage/handling. 

OTHER MAGAZINES FROM ZEUS 

ZEUS LEATHER FANTASY 
ZM--64 48 pages 8½ x 11 size 
B/W and many pages in color $8.00 
plus $1.00 for first class postage/handling 

MARK WOLF MAGAZINE 
ZM-37 32 pages 5½ x 8½ size 
$6.00 plus $. 75 for first class 
postaga/handl ing 

ZEUS MEN IN BONDAGE 
ZM--63 48 pages 8½ x 11 size 
8/W and color featuring 10 models $8.00 
plus $1.00 for first class postage/hand I ing 

THE ZEUS .·· COLLECTION 
BOX 64250 
SEND $2.00 TO RECEIVE OUR 
LATEST BROCHURES. 

• LOS ANGELES, CA 90064 

• - ; 

PLEASE STATE THAT YOU ARE 
OVER 21. 



STAR PUMP 
Continued from page 24 

showed such virility and such a hand­
some beauty. 

It took Frank longer than usual to 
find the next replacement. I was 
thankful every day that I went to the 
station and found him working by 
himself. He did seem particularly un­
happy about the whole situation . He'd 
throw me a "Hi'ya, Doc," and just 
automatically fill me up with high test 
and collect his money . I felt sorry for 
him during that one period when he 
was alone, it was the first time I had 
ever felt anything at all for Frank be­
sides fear, but I did then. 

At least until Jack came on the 
scene. And then I hated Frank. 

If Tom and Jake had broken 
through my controls, Jack demolished 
them. The first sight of him sent 
waves of chill response through my 
entire body. That first day he came out 
of the station 's air-conditioned office 
and strode over to my car. His naked 
chest was covered with a dark hide of 
thick fur. The jeans were slung lower 
than gravity would have made pos­
sible, so low that the top of his 
luxuriant pubic hair was clearly in 
view. And his beard was even fuller, 
even more masculine than Jake's had 
been. When he reached my car he bent 
down to talk through the window, 
throwing a hand up to brace himself 
against the roof and revealing a bush 
of pit hair so lush that it took every 
ounce of self contro l I had to keep my 
mouth from reacting with a wide open 
slurping against the odoriferous 
crevice. 

My "Fill it up," was weak. The 
weakest my voice has ever sounded. 
The pressure in my groin was stronger 
than anything I have ever experienced. 
I tried to keep my eyes straight ahead, 
but simply could not restrain myself 
from turning and watching Jack push 
the hard nozzle into the open circle of 
the gas tank. When I did turn I gasped. 
The jeans were so low that I could see 
the top of the slit that ran between the 
meat cheeks of his ass. And it was 
covered with still another growth of 
dark hair. 

Southerners are used to sweating in 
the steamy climate we inhabit. But I 
was like a human well at that moment. 
In a matter of seconds my shirt and 
pants were soaked through. If I could 
hal(e thought of a way to do it I would 
have pulled out of the station right 
then and never come back. But the 
long, thin, rubbery line of the hose 
firmly attached my car to the station 
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and to the man who held the nozzle. 
I hadn't been aware of Frank 

watching me. But he was. He walked 
over to the car while Jack was working 
at gushing the liquid into my tank and 
stood beside my open window, 
sharing the view of Jack with me. I 
hadn't even noticed him. His voice 
came as a shock. 

"Like the new boy, Doc?" 
I stared up at him as he lounged with 

his arms crossed over his chest beside 
me. 

"Good worker, Frank?" 
A smile crossed his face. "The best, 

Doc." 
A short silence went between us. 
"He's not very expensive, you know. 

Doesn't earn a whole lot of money here 
at the station . I'll probably lose him 
pretty soon if I don't find another way 
for him to pick up a dollar or two 
around town ." Frank still didn't look 
me directly in the face. "It's hard to get 
decent help in this stupid berg , ain't it, 
Doc?" 

I guessed what he was really saying 
to me and was so flabbergasted that I 
couldn't reply . 

He went on, "You got that big house 
and a busy practice, must be hard for a 
man like you to find time to take care 
of that garden. You must have damn 
near a half acre of lawn and garden. 
No real professional man should have 
to be doin' that kind of work in this 
heat. You could get Jack to care for all 
that for you, real cheap." 

I couldn't resist. I wanted to. God 
knows I was desperate to, but I 
couldn't. Not with that half naked man 
with his half exposed ass standing 
only a few feet away. Quickly I rat­
ionalized that Frank hadn't really said 
anything about anything, had he? It 
was just a question of a little garden-
ing . Wasn't it? . 

The truth, which I can face now but 
couldn 't then, is that my gardening is 
a hobby that is my main source of re­
laxation . I never wanted a gardener. I 
enjoyed doing it all myself. It was my 
most pleasant domestic escape. But 
still , I did ask Frank, "How much do 
you think he'd charge?" 

"Oh, " he paused, "I'd imagine he'd 
be will in' to do it for twenty five bucks 
an hour if he knew there'd be four 
hours work a week. Yeah, that's 
probably right. You pay him a hundred 
bucks a week and he'd find time to 
come by your place for four quick 
visits, or one long one. But it'd. have to 
be regular, Doc. I want this one to 
have some reasons to stay longer than 
the last one." 

Frank still hadn't looked at me. He 
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A LONGER 
THICKER . 

~ 1111 ~• ' • ~:ENI~ 
Penis enlargement is now possible with our new 
TRANSVERSE VACUUM ENLARGER - a precision 
instrument, easy to operate , extremely durable and 
scientifically designed to make the male organ 
LONGER and THICKER. Also helps control pre­
mature ejaculation . See results the first time you 
use your enlarger . See how really BIG ... how 
FAT . . . how LONG ... how HARO and STIFF 
your own penis can get ! And it feels so good to use! 
Reg . $35 • Our factory direct price only $19.95 

FACTORY DIST. , Suite 609 Dept. 4950 
6255 Sunset Bl. , Hollywood, Calif . 90028 
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KINGS and JACKS are WILD ... 
really WILD! 

But so are all the 
other cards in 

~nv 
DECK 

An all-male, all-nude, 
all full-color deck of 
playing cards. 

Different... Unique ... RAM DECK 
features Big, Throbbing, Tough, Young Studs 
playing together in 54 stunning, provocative poses. 
You really have to see them to beleive them. 

ORDER NOW AT 
S5.OO Per DECK 

CROWN PRODUCTIONS 
P.O. Box 393 Canal Street Station, New York, New York 10013 

I enclose $. ___ in ( ) cash ( ) check ( ) Money Order 

NAME (please print) _________________ _ 

ADDRESS ____________________ _ 

CITY ________ STATE _______ ZIP ___ _ 

SIGNATURE ____________________ _ 

I CERTIFY BY MY SIGNATURE THAT I AM OVER 21 YRS. OLD. 

didn't have to. At that price it was even 
more obvious that gardening wasn't 
going to have anything to do with the 
exchange of money. 

What do you do when your closet's 
been opened so wide? What do you do 
when you look back at the gas pump 
and see a sexual star of your dreams 
standing there with sweat glistening 
on a body that you usually only get in 
wet dreams? Do you keep on denying 
yourself and your fantasies? Or do you 
do something? You might be 
surprised to know that I was humili­
ated at the moment. I was totally in 
hate with myself right then. Because I 
knew that this was not an assault on 
my privacy, I couldn't even be both­
ered by the audacity of Frank in asking 
me this not very well couched 
question. It was my own lust that was 
going to make the decision. Not my 
mind. Not my concern for my profes­
sion. My lust. 

I had to have him. 
"The work he's going to do, Frank, 

it'll be hard and heavy. I don't see any 
cause for him to take a shower. He can 
come right over to my house when 
you 're done with him here. Just the 
way he is is fine. No reason to waste 
his time and the town's water on bath­
ing when I'm just going to sweat him 
up some more." 

Frank's smile broadened. He finally 
turned to me. "You're on, Doc. He'll be 
there right after his shift's over. 'Bout 
six o'clock or a few minutes later. 
You'll get him back over to my place 
when he's done?" 

"Sure, Frank. No problem." 
That was three years and four men 

ago. My self-hatred's done with. I've 
actually saved money on this whole 
deal. I travel much less frequently, so 
the $100 a week is wel I spent. Frank 
and I aren't particularly buddy/buddy. 
But we do make a trip to San Fran­
cisco together once or twice a year. 
It's a short, quick visit, but necessary. 
Frank knows I have as much invested 
in how well his gas jockeys pump as 
he does. 

·PETER'S BUILT 
Continued from page 49 

ing it up in my fist and forcing his 
mouth open . I rammed my starving 
cock down his throat, fucking him as 
hard as I had ever fucked anyone in my 
life. 

My orgasm was quick and violent. I 
sent shuddering waves of cum down 
his gullet , yelling loudly for him to 
swallow the whole load as it pulsed 
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WHAT MAKES 
A HONCHO MAN? 

SWEAT 
Hard. Heavy. Long. Controlling. 

The collision course 
of macho man with macho man. 

The sounds of flesh against flesh . 
The slurping of hot, open mouths. 

The urging of lovers. The merging of souls. 

MUSCLES 
Black, white, Latin, Oriental. 

Hairy, clean, smooth, wet. 
Bound, freed. Rear, frontal. 

Solo, duo, group. 
Vulnerable, strong. 

Fantasies come true. 

Cascading down a hairy chest. 
Dripping into cracks and crevices. 
Soaking into jock straps. 
Clinging to a moustache. 
Sliding between bodies. 

Thick thighs. Powerful calves. 
Rounded asses. Bulging biceps. 
Sculptured forearms. Skin stretched. 
Shoving. Flexing. Posing. Demanding 

LEJl~HER Encasing a torso. A motorcycle seat. 
A studded jacket opening across a proud chest. 
More than an image. A lifestyle. 

Photographs, fiction, insights, illustrations. All of it. Every month. 
The magazine that takes you to your limits. The Magazine For the Macho Male. 

HONCHO 
155 A~enue of the Americas 
New York, New York 10013 

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION (12 monthly Issues) 
D Continental U.S.: $29.00 
D Canada/Foreign (submit in U.S. funds): $41.00 
All subscriptions mailtld in plain, brown 11nv1/opea 
Enclosed in my check or money order for$ ______ _ 
($5 .00 minimum on credit card orders) 
D MasterCharge D BankAmericard/Visa 
Card# _____________________ _ 

Expiration date ___________________ _ 

Signature ___________________ _ 
Name _____________________ _ 

Address ____________________ _ 

City, State, Zip _________________ _ 
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N. Y. olficu: 
1!5 Barrow St. 
808 Pacific St. 
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Local.. 
Nationwi4e. 
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Crating. 

out of my pisshole and down his 
throat 

This time the one orgasm exhausted 
me. I collapsed onto the floor and 
gulped madly for enough breath to 
maintain my consciousness. Holy 
shit, I had never cum like that' in my 
life! What was becoming of me. How 
could I live like this? I was confused in 
the most profound way yet. Confused 
beyond my greatest belief. 

Peter reached over and took me into 
his strong arms. He dragged me up 
against his body, caressing me, 
allowing me comfort for just a mo­
ment at least. But he wasn't re­
sponding to my mind, to my prob­
lems. He was in an entirely different 
place. He had just found something 
for himself. "Man, I knew you had it in 
you ." 

And he was right. He had tapped a 
vein of animalism that had never been 
released before-or at least he had 
helped me tap it. And it felt good. It 
felt fucking good. This big stud beside 
me, sucking my cock, drinking my 
piss, and taking my pole up his hairy 
ass-'cause that's what I decided was 
going to happen to him-I was going 
to fuck the shit out of him that night. I 
was going to feel my long, thick cock 
slidjog in and out of that shit hole of 
his. I was already getting hard again 
with the image of his big ass sticking 
up in the air, opening its crack for me. 
His hand was on the shaft, feeling the 
blood course into it-"Yeah, man," he 
growled when he felt the surge. 
He knew what was coming. He had 
found my mindwave this time. I rolled 
him over and started to thrust my 
groin into his. 

That was the very moment that Jeff 
left my life and Peter entered it. The 
moment I found my masculine de­
sire-my buddy, my partner, my 
comrade in cock. That very moment 
was a change in my life: I went from 
living a soap opera script to a starring 
role in a pornographic movie. And all 
the reviews tell me that my new role is 
much more convincini. 

DEAR 
HONCHO: 
I REMEMBER 
Dear Honcho, 

As a young man of 191 must say 
thank you for putting all my fantasies 
into color as well as black and white. 
The pictures of men you display keep 

• AT HOME 

• POOLSIDE 

• DISCO 

• QUICK WASH 

• QUICK DRY 

• NO IRON 

Style #341. 
Show off your manly physique In this silky, 
nylon Jor,ey jumpsuit . Full front zipper with 
shirred wa ist gives you guaranteed sex appeal. 

~li'ze\ , ~~:~l or Blue . $1999 
Add $1 .75 for postage & handling . 6% Sales 
tax . For C.O.0 . enclose $5.00 deposit. Al ­
low 2 to 6 weeks delivery . 

Regency Square, Inc., Dept. 4950 
6311 Yucca, Hollywood, Ca. 90028 

FREE SEX 
ACTION PHOTOS 

Plus GIANT "NO BULL CATALOG" featuring the great­
est selection of sex products, films, photos, books, maga­
zines, etc. Plus a valuable FR EE GIFT. Adults 21 or over, 
state your age. Just send $1 to cover postage & handling 
ta : Parker Sales Ca., Dept. H0-1, P.O. Box 203, Forest 
Hills, N.Y. 11375. 

Free Phone Sex •liET OFF OVER THE PHONE • 
• Call Our Sexy Ladles or • 
• Have Them Call You! • 
• Call Now 1-901-452-5786 • 
• P.O.BOX 22705 Memphls,Tn . 38122. 

•••••••••••••• 

6\U:'lsTER PUMP 
GUARANTEED TO ENLARGE your PENIS from i 
flaccid to MAXIMUM SIZE I, ERECTION . This could 
mean a 1 to 3 inch increase in length and up to 
½ inch in thickness! No pills . No lotions. No arti· 
ficlal devices to wear. The GROW-MASTER induces 
dilation of the tortuous arteries whi ch in turn 
cause swelling of the cavernous erectile tissue 
thereby ENLARGING the PENIS . We ~uarantee that 
our NEW GROW-MASTER will PROMOTE EXPANSION 
of the erectile tissue and DEVELOP YOUR PENIS 
to maximum possible thickness and length . Send 

•~to GROW-MASTER, 0ept: 4950 6311 Yucca 
st., Hollywood, Ca . 90028 . 

*NOW ONLY $1000 
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my heart pounding and a large rise in 
my Levis. Your articles and stories are 
well written and your story entitled 
"Scorcher," in the September issue 
brought back one of my "first" expe­
riences . 

It was a Saturday afternoon and I 
was over at a friend's home. There was 
a.man there who caught my eye at first 
glance. He was a dreamy young man 
about 5'1 O" with brown hair and hyp­
notizing brown eyes. He had a firm 
muscular body that caused his pants 
to cling tightly to his crotch which was 
obviously quite large. I introduced my­
self to him and he told me his name 
was Glenn and he was a lawyer. We 
began talking and hit it off very well. 
As the time passed he asked me if I 
would go to the store for him. I had 
hoped I would get the chance to do 
more with him or for him but for now I 
said sure and when I returned my 
friend had said Glenn went down to 
his own apartment. So when I knocked 
on his door and got no answer, I just 
walked in. As I carried the groceries 
inside, closed the door and turned 
around, Glenn walked into the room 
from the bathroom with noth ing on 
but a towel around his neck. We both 
froze where we stood, he with surprise 
and I with awe to see him standing 
there in the nude. 

My eyes were glued to his 
body-specifically to his cock which 
was firm and long, nestled between 
two soft and hairy balls, that looked to 
be at least six inches soft. I could 
neither move nor take my eyes off him. 
I couldn't speak. My mouth was very 
dry, and my heart was pound ing so 
hard that I think he must have heard it. 
Glenn must have sensed my feeling , 
for he walked toward me and placed 
my hand directly on his cock which 
had begun to harden . I had never felt 
anything so exciting in my life before 
and immediately started to squeeze it 
and then move my hand along its 
length which had reached 8½ inches. 
By this time it was extremely hard and 
Glenn let out a low moan and said 
"You like that, don't you?" I couldn't 
say a word. I just stood there and con­
tinued caressing his big cock. 

Suddenly, he took my other hand 
and led me toward the couch . I was so 
excited that I could barely walk. When 
we reached the couch , he stopped and 
while still standing, said "I bet it 
would feel better on your lips." With­
out even hesitating, I leaned over and 
touched it with my lips while Glenn 
placed his hands on the back of my 
head and pressed me close against 
him. My whole body began to shake, 
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MARATHON MAN ... with RUSTY EVANS hotter and harder than ever 
head to head with hunky JEFF HUNTER ... is but one of the hot, exciting: 
new films and publications offered by NOVA in our Eighth Edition. Write today 
for our new catalog-16 pages-all color . . ............. . ........ $3.50 

Include name, address and statement you are over 21. Charge card customers include 
name, expiration date and cardholder's signature . California residents add 6% sales tax. 

- NOVA 
6000 Sunset Blvd ., Suite #209 

Hollywood , CA 90028 
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Bold, brawny, beautiful. 
Greeting cards and postcards designed with you 

. in mind. Tired of cruising the racks in vain? 
T.N.T. Designs are hot and handsome. They're for you. 

308 Things That Go Bump In The Night (Shown Actual Size) 

Whatcoors nm? A kgeJrl1 

303 Baby, Take a Bow 301 Afloat 302 Bicep 
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D WHOPPER 
D GOOO GUYS 
D STAG #1 
0 TIGER MAN 
D YOUNG FLESH 

D STAG #2 
D BUTCH 
• SILVER SPURS 
• PREMIERE 
D RAM 

filthy, funny 

COMICS 

• f , I • •f I , • 

published to sell for $6 to $10 

YOUR COST: 
any 2 only $7 • any 5 only $15 

any 10 only $25 

Hilarious stories with sex-crazy gay characters drawn by proless1onal 
cartoonists lelling their sexual imagination run wild I The pages al these 
lilthy comics contain a potpourri ol x·rated cartoons tor children over 21 
Published to sell tor $5. 95 to $10 .. but check our tow. low pnces 1 

0 COMIC CAPERS O GAY MONSTERS 
• BAT FAG & SPARROW D STAR TRICK 
0 EROTIC CARTOONS • RAUNCHY HOT COMICS 

any 2 for $5 • any 4 for $8 • all 6 for $10 
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SAVE $5 EXTRA 
ON OUR BIG 

COMBINATION 
PACKAGE! 

• Send all 10 magazines, 
all 6 comics and the 10 
paperback novels . 

only $35 

blistering, full-length, action-packed 

GAY NOVELS 
A labulous paperback GRAB BAG containing the best in gay liction . It's a gay trip 
to lantasy land. Read about studs in bulging jock straps, gay orgies . humping 
hustlers, gangbangs and loads ol big erections being reduced to limp pricks . Page 
alter page depicting every lacel ol gay lite You won't get another chance to own 
so much tor so little 1 

cover price tram $2 25 to $3 50 

SPECTRA SALES Dept . 4950 7313 Melrose Ave ., Los Angeles , Ca 90046 

Gentlemen : Please RUSH me the items checked above. 

I enclose $,_____ • Cash • Check • Money Order 

NOTE! Add $1 extra per order tor postage & handling . 

NAME ___________________ _ 

ADDRESS _________________ _ 

CITY _______ STATc__ _____ ZIP ____ _ 

DEAR 
HONCHO: 
my legs gave out, and I fell to my 
knefis. He sat down on the edge of the 
couch and spread his legs, still hold­
ing my head to him. I opened my 
mouth and wrapped my lips around 
the head of his prick. He sucked in his 
breath and moaned while arching him­
self to push more of his cock into my 
mouth. My hands held his hips and I 
took the whole shaft until it touched 
the back of my mouth. I began sucking 
up and down , faster and faster, cup­
ping his ass in one hand, squeezing 
and fondling his balls with the other. I 
felt as though I could go on for hours 
like this . 

Then Glenn started moaning louder 
and louder. His breath coming very 
fast and his whole body churning and 
bucking . I knew what was about to 
happen , but I couldn't stop . Instead I 
increased the tempo, encircling his 
huge cock with my tongue and apply­
ing more pressure with my mouth . 
Just then he exclaimed, "Oh god, I'm 
coming , Im coming." The first spurt 
hit the back of my mouth. I quickly 
swallowed it and kept taking more and 
more of his beautiful cock into my 
craving mouth. Glenn lay back ex­
hausted and when I removed his dick 
from my mouth , I continued kissing it 
while I played with his balls . 

After a few minutes, Glenn lifted me 
up alongside of him on the couch. He 
held my face in his hands and said, 
"Ya see , I'm not gay and you 're the 
first guy I ever did anything with. That 
was the best blowjob I've ever had . 
Now I want to do something for you." 
Then he unbuckled my pants and gave 
me the hottest mind blowing 
blowjob I ever had. That afternoon was 
my first experience with a straight 
man and I' ll never forget it. 

Thanks , Honcho, for reminding me 
of that hot afternoon. Keep up the 
good work on the most fantastic male 
magazine printed today. 

M.M. 
Ponca City, Oklahoma 

OH! THE DELITES 
Dear Honcho-

I picked up your Sept. '80 issue be­
cause of the beautiful Guy McCoy on 
the cover-but, oh what delites 
inside! 

January 1981 / HONCHO 
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:-, FOUR NEW ALL-MALE 
PREVIEW 

VIDEOTAPES! 
Sixty-two X-Rated 

Films on Four I-hour 
Preview Tapes 
[VHS or BETA] 

Fourteen Lambda 
Video Favorites - $70 

Twenty-two From 
P.M. Productions - $70 

Sixteen From 
Hand in Hand - $50 

Ten From J.Brlan - $50 
SPECIAL! 

All 4 for $200 
SEND S2 FOR OUR CATALOG 

CHRIS~ss':;c::L ~~~~w'ArlL TAPES 

WE GIVE BETTER VIDEO 
Please Send, Me _ Preview Tapes [_ VHS,_ 81:TAJ 

_ P.M. Productio ns - Hand in Hand 
_J.Brian_ ALL THREE 

Enclose 53 .50 Per Cassette For S hi pping and Handling. • 
(N .Y. RPo;idvnts Please Add Sale s Ta:111] 

I AM OVER 21 YEARS OF AGE. 

I am e nclosing $ __ in • C h eck • Cash O M.0. 
or c harge it to my D Mastercharge C Visa 

_ ___ INTERBANK NO. ___ _ 

' . t . 
ADDRESS _________ ___ _ 

DEALER INQUIRES INVITED 
MAIL TO: DEPT. H-7 

')\LAMBDA 
VIDEO 

P.O. BOX 323, EAST ROCKAWAY, N.Y. 11518 

ENllRGE YOUR GENllllS 
Not sattsf1ed with the size ol your penis? Now a NEW 6" x 
9" book pursues all possible penis enlargement methods m 
deta,I 60 actual HOW• TO-DO-IT photos Also includes 
before and after photos Must be 21 years or older State 
your age 

send $6 to: ALL MAN Dept 4950 
6311 Yucca St .. Hollywood. Ca 90028 

Jerk-Off 
Beat it with 

Super-Hung 
young dudes! 
Great close-up 
shots let you 
share in their 
wild humping 

party! 

Crotch Watch 
For the Hard• .._~__,-

Core crotch 
watcher. Expli-
cit photos of 

the biggest and 
hardest wads 
in town. Suck 

'em upi 
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a) Butt Plug-something I'd like to 
get my teeth into! 

b) The real McCoy-the Best! 
c) Myles to go-I hope they go (or 

come) my way ! 
d) Some Like It Hot-I think I'm in 

love with Eric Ryan . Let's see more & 
more & more of Eric-

A faithful reader 

I CAN'T SLEEP 
Dear Sirs: 

I love your magazine and get all of 
the copies that come out. But this last 
one , Sept. 1980, in the interview, 
Louis Weingarten talks about Boots. It 
has gotten me so upset that I can't 
sleep. 

It is hard to believe that someone 
would deliberately give someone every 
disease of mankind deliberately . The 
clap, leprosy, and the others I can't 
spell, cause that is what you are doing 
when they have to take the waste from 
someone else's body, like piss and 
shit. Yet not once in the article did he 
say he got his nuts off . I can 't believe 
that is true S&M . The Nazi war camps 
were like that , no wonder Hitler lost 
the war. The people here in our institu­
tions for the criminal insane do things 
like that. If (and I'm sure some do) 
Police did that they would call it Po­
lice brutality. If any of those things 
occurred here we would be in prison 
for life, yet he is calling it sex. 

No wonder we are losing the war in 
Washington and can't get any laws 
passed in our favor if things like this 
go on. I know there are people like this 
but it isn't my cup of tea so to speak. 

Sex like in "Teacher's Pet" or " Day 
Dream" or "Scorcher" is fantastic . I 

I I 

3 FREE~~~TH 
ALL MALE SEX BOOKS 

Just send $2 to cover postage & handling 

---~ ADONIS 
Dept. ,4950, 6311 Yucca St. 

Los Angeles, Ca. 90028 
I 

A penis development method that really 
works! The new VACUMASTER PUMP­

for the man who wants : 1. A longer, 
thicker, more impressive penis! 2. A 

bigger, more powerful erection! 3. 
To overcome problems of "softness" 

and lack of control! You "II start 
improving immediately with this 

1 simple ... easy to use, scientifi· 
cally designed vacuum system . 
lt"s also enjoyable and relaxing . 
Age makes no d1fference1 
You owe it to yourself today­

-to become a new man- tomorrow1 
Selling elsewhere for $25 - our price only $8.95 
OR custom deluxe model only $12.95 

VACUMASTER Dept. 4950 
P.O. Box 64748 Los Angeles , Ca 90064 

Young Stiff 
He's young 
and naive, but 
quick to rise to 
the occasion. 
Beautiful shots 
of a young 
boy's first love. 

r-----------------------------------, 
1 Magazine Sale • Box 8476 Dept. HO-1 • Universal City , CA 91608 1 

Macho Studs 
Ready to ream 
and be reamed. 
These pene• 
!rating photos 
show it all! 

• Sensual men 
with hot , burn­
ing pass ions. 

: LJ Jerk-Off O All 4 Only $30 : 
1 LI Macho Studs Include my FREE Super Bonus 1 

1 • Crotch Watch Add $2 Post & Handling per Order. l 
: • Young Stiff I have enclosed _________ . 1 

1 $10.00Each • Cash • Check • Money Order 1 

- - Order all 4 mags and receive FREE 
'Wrangeler's Alley' a $6.95 book,FREE! 
A $46.95 value for only $30!!! 

I I 
: Name ________________ Age __ : 
: Address ___________________ : 

• City _________ State ____ Zip ___ 1 
1 Add sa les tax • Always use Zip Code 1 L ____ We reserve the right to subst itute ,t we are lemporan ly out of stoc k. _____ J 
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THIRD WORLD STUDIO'S 

BLACK KNIGHTS 

20 HOT NEW BLACK MODELS 
and you'll get our quarterly bulletin 

$8.50 Post Paid-Sign over 21 

~ll~iRo \W STUDIO 
P.O. BOX 520 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60690 

AesrtVTflY FREE• 
SUPER SEX PACKAG: 
-SELECT ANY FOUR_ 
• 6 Hard Comics • Gay Sex Novels 
• Peter Pleaser • Adult Playing Card 
: ~~~1~ ~ovies • 25 Male Snapstiots

5 
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reme , • Boy Magazines 

Butt Plugs with or without RE­
MOTE CONTROLLED VIBRATOR. 

Designed to STAY PUT WITHOUT A STRAf . Made 
of smooth rubber for easy insertion & clea ning. 
WON'T COLLAPSE. Jumbo 6" X3 " dia. at largest 
point with or w/ o vib . $19 .95 . Large 5" Xl¾ " 
with or w/ o vib . $15.95. Small 4¼"X¾ " $10.95 
(no vib on small plug). PLUGS, Dept. 4950 6311 
Yucca St., Hollywood, Ca . 90028. 
0 Jumbo O Lg. 0 Vib . 0 No Vib. 0 Sm. 

••••••+++++++••••••• 

couldn't leave my dong alone but the 
above I can't get out of my mind or 
shake it, so I decided to write to you. 
Back in the Medieval days why didn't 
he just hang him by the nuts till dead 
then go get him another one. He 
should write for Edgar Allan Poe. It 
would make a good horror movie. I'm 
sure some of our boys were tortured 
that way or worse but he called it 
"sex." Maybe he should live in Cam­
bodia where they have no food, then 
I'm sure piss and shit would be the 
main course. 

However, your photographs of your 
models are mouth watering and once 
you start reading Honcho you hate for 
it to end. 

R.W. 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 

STARSTRUCK 
Dear Sir, 

Recently I was sent your magazine 
from a friend and found the contents 
rather good and interesting. Alas, no 
erections ; I thought Britain was the 
only country that didn't allow them! 

I have always wanted to see some 
male nude clips from the stars in the 
movies. Playboy does it occasionally, 
but why not a whole pictorial. I could 
think of some I would like to keep, 
they being· I isted as follows : 1) 
Malcolm McDowell (Clockwork 
Orange, Caligula and If) , 2) Richard 
G~re (Yanks and American Gigolo), 3) 
Peter Firth (Equus), 4) Alain Delon 
(Treatment for Shock), 5) Helmut 
Berger (Salon Kitty), 6) Jan Michael 
Vincent (Bonnie & Billy , I think), 7) 
Robert De Niro (1900 and The Deer 
Hunter), 8) Robert Forster (Reflec­
tions in a Golden Eye) , 9) Richard 
Thomas , 10) Michael Parks (The 
Bible), 11) Terence Stamp (Teorama), 
12) Omar Sharif (McKenna's Gold), 
14) Oliver Reed (Women in Love) , 15) 
Martin Sheen (Apocalypse Now), 16) 
Gerard Depardieu (1900),17: Jon Voight 
(Midnight Cowboy), 18) John Savage 
(Hair), 19) Brad Davis (Midnight Ex­
press). 

Stars who have also appeared nude 
are Peter Fonda, Ryan O'Neal, George 
Segal , Beau Bridges. There is quite a 
vast selection to please me. 

Is it possible to print these law­
wise? If anyone can supply me with 
photos of these people , or others, I 
would be most grateful. 

Hope to see your magazine again . 
Yours faithfully, 

A.W. 
London, England 

NEW! EXCLUSIVE! 
and AVAILABLE 
ONLY BY MAIL 
1 0 all boy magazines bulg· 
ing with guys that are mas­
culine and hung. See hot 
solo action or perhaps you 
like erotic play with plenty 
of stroking fingers, great 
chewing & sucking scenes 
and glorious butt-pounding . 
Even more mouth watering 
are our prices! 

• DYNAMIC DUOS 
• GOOD HEAD 
• MAN lo MAN 
• SPECTACULAR STUDS 

leatunng Ray Fuler 

• DING DONGS 

any 2 for $6 
any 5 for $13 

OR 
all 10 tor $20 

plus: 

FREE $10 
GAY GUIDE 
OF THE WORLD 

0 HEAVY EQUIPMENT 
• COCKSURE 
• YOUNG. HUNG 

& READY 
0 SHAFT • DELECTABLE BUNS 

Add $1 per order tor postage & handling 

orde, l<om ACADAMY DISCOUNT Suite 609, Dept .4950 
6255 Sunset Blvd .. Hollywood , CA 90028 

NAME (prio11 ____________ -J 

A0DRESS --------------1 

CITY STATE ___ ZIP 

OW TO BLOW VOURSEL 
Yo,,~ insiructor has developed 4 basic exer­
cises for self-love, these simple daytime exer­
cises can make nights alone more fun. For in­
structions send name and address with $2 .00 
to : Professor Stark. P.O. Box 1375, 
Stn H, Montreal, Canada HJG 2NJ 

TEHINCHES 
POSSIBLE! 

Would you like to have an 8, 9 or 10 INCH COCK? 
We ca n give it to you! All you need is the DESIRE 
and to make the DECISION to ACT TODAY, and in SIX 
WEEKS OR LESS, depending on how you respond, 
you could have a COCK UP TO 10 INCHES LONG. No 
fancycreams to use, no capsules to take and no 
artificial appliances to wear. Experience the pride 
of d1splay1ng your BIG COCK to your favorite play­
mate, she will be amazed and delighted at just the 
sight of it. Imagine the erotic sensations when you 
slip it into her, filling her completely . Don"t wait 
the sooner you order the sooner your fantasies will 
be r~alized . We can't guarantee that everyone will 
acqu ire a cock ten inches fong but it will be A 
MINIMUM OF EIGHT INCHES. Send $6.95 to EN• 
LARGEMENT TECHNIQUES, Dept.4950 , 6311 Yucca 
St., Hollywood, Ca . 90028. 
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# 2325- "Wet-look" cire posing strap gently 
lifts and supports. Black only. $4.95 

When you've got it, 
show it! 

BODYWARE , 
from ·Doc· Johnson 

Here it is! An outstanding collection of show-it­
everywhere Bodyware that 's revealingly hot. 
Ready for bed or beach, or under your tight-fitting 
jeans. The moment you put 'em on you'll feel 
macho, sexy, ready for erotic action. And like 
everything that bears the 'Doc' Johnson name, 
Bodyware is pure quality- tested for outstanding 
wear, care, fit and comfort. If you're an adven­
turous male with & passion for fashion and a lust 
for living and loving Bodyware is for you! 

left: #2320- A modern-day loincloth that gives 
your best asset plenty of support while freeing 
your backside. Black or white. S-M-L. $5.95 

right: #2310- Sensuous "wet-look" cire bikini for 
a smooth look and excellent fit. Black or white. 
S-M-L. $9.95 

below: #2300- European-designed sheer brief 
gives you total support while it reveals all. Black 
or nude. S-M-L. $6.95 

#2315 - Cool & sexy cire & fishnet brief for 
a shapely fit and lots of attention. Black or 
white. S-M-L. $6.95. 

r-------------------------------------------------------------1 
I Mail To: Please send me the following: Postage and Handling Chart: Name _________________ _ 

MARKSMAN PRODUCTIONS 
P.O. Box725 

Canal Street Station 
New York, New York 10013 

Qty. Style No. 

#2300 

#2310 

#2315 

#2320 

#2325 

Price 
Size Color Each 

$6.95 

$9.95 

$6.95 

$5.95 

1 Size Black $4.95 

Total 
Orders up to $5.00 Add $1 .00 
$ 5.01 to $10.00 Add $1.75 
$10.01 to $20.00Add $2.20 
$20.01 and up Add $2.60 

Total for Merch. 

Add sales tax 
Where applicable 

Address ________________ _ 

City ___________ .State-Zip __ 

Signature ________________ _ 

Enclosed is O Check O Money Order or charge It to 
O MasterCharge O BankAmericard/Visa 

~os::e/ ~a:ing !nt•'~•~ L I I I I I I I I Ex! D~J I I I I 
ot nc os mo. ytor • 

_____________________________________________________________ J 



FOR A LIMITEO TIME! 
NA the magazines and books you want . Very HOT. 
~ RAUNCHY . very GAY . Loaded with sizzling ac­
tion. thrilling colors and explicit text to please every 
- and desire . Retail prices up to $1 O They can be 
yoin for as low as $1 each . NOT A GIMMICK' 

D 5 Magazines I D 5 Books 
only $6 only $6 

D SAVE! all 10 above only $10 
add S 1 extra per order tor postaoe 

J . MASON TOWER Dept 4950 
7471 Melrose Ave . L.A . CA 90046 

f'!:l, Four COLOR 
CRAMM ED magazines 

for the demanding buyer. These maga­
zines are not sold in any bookstore, 
at any price. They are exclusive through 
this ad only. ORDER TODAY! 

$5 EACH· ALL FOUR ONLY $18 

ORDER FORM 

J-REBEL • BOX 39604 / DEPT. H0-1 
LOS ANGELES, CA 90039 
Please rush my magazine(s). I wi sh to take 
advantage o f your low price offer today. 

I have enclosed: $ _ _ _____ _ 
D Cash • Check • Money order 

D Each Magazine• $5 
• SUPER STUDS • BIG BOYS 
• COWBOYS • BED GAMES 

• ALL4ONLY$18 

Name: ___ ___ _ Age: __ 

Address: _________ _ 

City: ___________ _ 

State: _______ Zip: __ _ 
l- __ Add sa les tax • Al ways use zip code ___ J 

We reserve the right to substitute if lemporarily out of stock 
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BEHIND BARS 
Dear Editor: 

I am a twenty year old transvestite 
who is serving a small sentence in 
prison! I find myself rather lonely, and 
I'm writing you with the sincere hope 
that you might be so kind as to pub­
lish an ad for me, so that someone 
may begin to correspond with me. I 
would really appreciate it if you would . 
The ad isn't at all large, however, its 
expressions are very sincere: 

Twenty year old in prison! Red hair, 
blue eyes and freckles! Will be re­
leased in seven months! Desires a sin­
cere person to correspond with who 
may be interested in relationship. All 
letters will be answered! Bryan (Rose) 
Breckenridge, 156-981, P.O. Box 
45699 Lucasville, Ohio 45699. 

It would be deeply appreciated if you 
would be so kind! Thank you for your 
time. 

Bye Bye, 
Rosie 

P.S. Please?? 

Rush ls Bottles RUSH 

K•t PopperTopper 
I only $16.00 

1••·············••1 1 J.R.M. mfg. , 
1 153W.27st. 

L 

N.Y.,N.V.10001 
RUSH Kit $16.00 0 
3 bottles RUSH $10.00 0 
5 bottles RUSH $13.00 0 

Popper Topper $4.00 0 
Name _________ _ 

I 
I 
I 
I 

Address_________ I 
City ____ state __ zip,___ I 

_ ______ J 

#F2 • "MEN FOR RENT" 
Hard action story of what really 
happens between male models 
and the photographers who 
hire them . This fi lm runs the 
whole gamut on boy/ boy sex! 

Rare footage of sex super 
stars Rick Cassidy and 
Jack Da kota seen in hot. 
aggressive, ecstatic sex! 
Not to be missed! 

"Rim rHII will contain 1pproxlm1toly 185 n. 
All films avaHabll In reg . 8 mm color 

ANY ONE FILM $14.95 • ALL THREE FILMS $30 

NO PROJECTOR? 
Try our convertible Bmm/super 8 

200 Ft. FILM VIEWER 
only S 12 95 with the pu_rchase 

• of any film 
FEATURES : Capable of viewing any 
film up to 200 ft . • Simple to 
operate with 2 small batteries • 
Threads in seconds • Large clear 
color or B & W image • Adjustable 
focus • Stop action on any frame • 
Portable • Guaranteed 

ROOS & REELS Dept. 4950 
7313 Melrose Ave . Los ·Angeles , Ca 90046 

I enclosed$. ___ • Cash • Check • M.O. 

• #F1 • #F2 • #F3 @ $14 .95 ea . 

• Special! All 3 films @ $30 

VIEWER ; • W/film . . $12.95 • Alone .. $19.95 
Add $2 per order tor postage & handling 

NAME ___________ _ 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ZIP __ 
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TOM HARTUNG: This 
German-born hunk has 
all it takes to make you 
stand up and take 
noticei 

TODD BROCKE: When 
you 're 19 and look like 
Todd and are hung like 
that the world 's your 
oyster. Delicious! 

ERIC RYAN: He's blond 
and built and carries a 
very big stick. And watch 
out - it 's loaded! 

FRANK WILLIAMS: Eight 
graphic photos of a 
strapping bi-sexual stud 
that will arouse more 
than your curiosity! PU-2 ... 8 b/w 5x7 

PT-1...8 b/w 5x7 photos ... $7.00 PT-2 ... 8 b/w 5x7 PU-1...8 b/w 5x7 
photos ... $7.00 
SU-1 ... 6 35mm color 
slides .. . $7.00 

photos ... $7.00 
ST-1 ... 6 35 mm color 
slides ... $7.00 

SU-2 ... 6 35mm color 
sl ides ... $7 .00 

photos ... $7.00 
ST-2 ... 6 35mm color 
slides ... $7.00 

BRUNO & JOSH KINCAID 
in "TEACHER'S PET" 

Bruno is demonstrating the fine art 
of body posing but Josh seems bent 
on taking the lesson in another 
direction! (300 ft. color) 
BP-10 ... Super 8 .. . $41 .00 
BP-108 ... Reg. 8 ... $41 .00 

KYLE HAZARD 
& TIM KRAMER 

in "SHIPSHAPE" 
Out of the blue, Tim boards 
Kyle's sailboat and inter­
rupts a very lazy afternoon. 
But Kyle doesn't seem to 
mind! (300 ft. color) 
BP-11...Super 8 .. . $41 .00 
BP-118 .. . Reg. 8 .. . $41 .00 

TARGETPAK-2: Our lavish 
folio contains full -color 
brochures illustrating our 
movies , magazines, art­
work, etc. , and inclusion 
on the confidential Target 
mailing list....$4.00 

MASTERCHARGE/VISA 

BULL DOZIER 
& NICK ROGERS 

in "UP TIGHT" 
Both these young studs are expert in 
the use of " heavy equipment" and 
our camera go in close for some 
dynamite close-ups ! (200 ft. color) 
BP-8 ... Super 8 ... $34.00 
BP-88 .. . Reg. 8 ... $34.00 

Target 
Box 692-Z, Canal St. Sta. 

New York City 10013 

Please state that you are over 21. 



Payment Enclosed Chec k • Money Order • 
Money orders and credi t cards 
receive same day service. 
Charge my. 11,sa D Master Charge D 

INSERT CA RD NUMBER BELOW 

CTI I tl:=ili I : : ITj INTERBA NK 
NO E• => :)AT E 

MUS f ACCOMPANY MC 

__ HAR DWA RE ($6 0C a ootll e 2 fo r $10 00) S - -

MAIL ORDER CUSTOMERS 
GREAT LAKES PRODUCTS, INC. 
P.O. BOX 44288, FED. STATION 
IN DIANAPOLIS , INDIANA 45244 

• I cert,fy that I am over 21 
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