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August 28, 1982 will be remembered 
for centuries to come as a milestone 
in gay history. A flame, appropriately 

lit at the site of the original Stone
wall Inn in New York, will be touched 
to a waiting torch in San Francisco's 

Kezar Stadium. The ensuing blaze 
will mark the start of opening 

ceremonies for the first Gay Olym
pics! After thousands of years of 
suppression and submission, of 

hiding fearfully in any dark corner we 
could find, let that light and our join

ing together for this event be a 
beacon to the world. Let it shine 

brightly as a sign that we have, final
ly, realized that we stand united as a 
people. Let it burn in our hearts as a 
reminder of the fact that we are one 

with our own who came before us 
and those who will come after. We 
are scattered all around the world 

and we have no homeland of our 
own. In spite of this we are now, 

always have been and always will be 
a people united by bonds of common 
experiences, former doubts and fear 

and , most important today, by a 
common love and respect for each 

other and ourselves. To the gay men 
and women who will participate in 

the first Gay Olympics, to those who 
will be there as planners and spec

tators and to those who will benefit 
by the spirit of pride and joy in being 

gay we dedicate this issue of 
HONCHO. 

From the new Al Parker film, Turned 
On. For more from Turned On, see 

our feature inside_ 

Photography by Surge 
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"The images I held 
in my brain of that body haunted 

me day and night. I had to find out ·, 
who he was. I didn't care whether or 

not I could have him. I would be 
satisfied just looking at him again." 

ummer 
The wind blowing off the ocean 

sent a shiver up my back as I turned 
down the street where I had rented a 
small house for the season. It was 
not quite summer and the morning 
air was still a little cool. I sprinted 
the last few yards to the driveway 
and around to the back of the house 
where the shower was. I turned the 
water on and headed into the house 
to get a fresh towel. 

Steam was rolling out over the 
shower door when I got back . God, it 
looked inviting! I untied the knot on 
my sweatpants and stepped into the 
drying area of the small wooden 
structure. The sweats dropped to the 
floor and I sat down on the wooden 
bench to slip them over my feet. The 
air around me was warm with the 
steam, but the bench was still cold . I 
jumped up almost immediately. That 
cold wood on my bare butt was quite 
a shock. I laughed to myself and 
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stepped under the warm hissing 
water. It felt so much better than the 
cold wood. I grabbed the soap and 
started lathering my broad hairy 
chest. The warm water running down 
my back was beginning to relax me. I 
moved slowly dow·n across my 
stomach with the soap, massaging 
all the tight muscles. 

As I soaped my legs I began think
ing about Paul back at school. It 
would be great to have him here with 
me. Just the thought of his tight 
swimmer's body was beginning to 
get me aroused. I soaped up my big 
balls and began working the lather 
into my sweaty pubes. My cock, 
already half hard, began rising even 
more as I massaged around the base 
of the thick tool. I leaned back 
against the shower wall and slowly 
ran my fist up the long shaft. When I 
reached the head a shiver surged 
through my groin. It brought back 
memories of showers with Paul; the 
way he used to work on my big cock 
until I couldn't stand it anymore and 
shot into his waiting mouth. 

My cock was growing stiffer think
ing of this. I started working my fist 
up and down that hard piece of 
meat. I reached down with my left 
hand and started massaging my 
balls. I could feel them tightening up 
as I stroked my now fully erect prick. 
I couldn't keep this up much longer. 
It had been so long since I had seen 
Paul. I was horny as hell. I gripped 
my cock tighter and stroked faster. I 
could feel the hot cum start to churn 
in my balls. I leaned back and spread 
my legs wide as I started to feel the 
rush of that hot juice in my cock. I 
squeezed my balls as a huge load of 
cum shot out of the blood engorged 
head. Spurt after hot spurt gushed 
out and shot across the shower 
splattering on the opposite wall. 
Christ that felt good! I stood there 
for a few minutes, the water running 
over my cum and soap slicked body. 
I finished rinsing , grabbed the towel 
and headed back into the house. 
Jerking off felt good, but it wasn 't 
the same as emptying your balls up 
some hot stud 's ass. 

I put the coffeepot on and waited 
for that to perk as I dried myself in 
the kitchen. By the time I had fin
ished dressing, the coffee was 
ready. I poured myself a cup and 
took it with me to the upstairs deck. 
I sat down and stared out over the 
dune. The sun was beginning to burn 
the mists off the beach. It was a 
beautiful sight. I closed my eyes and 
the only thing I could hear was the 

Continued to page 34 
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By Woody Wakefield • Illustration by Matt 

"As the wrestling 
proceeded it became more and 

~ . 

, -more sexual and Derek didn't know 
"'- what to expect but he didn't have 

to wait long." 

Derek had been up for only two 
hours when he heard the phone ring. 
He thought to himself, I really don't 
want to answer that but it could be 
something important. He had been 
out late the night before and was 
really in no mood to be bothered. 
Derek slowly walked to the phone 
and picked it up after the fourth ring. 

"Hello," said Derek. 
"Hi, Derek. Grant," said the voice 

on the other end of the line. "Just 
called to see if you were available 
this afternoon, I have a special 
scene I'd like you to do." 
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"Yeah, I'm free all afternoon." 
"Okay, I'll give you a call back in a 

couple of hours and give you all the 
particulars." 

"All right, talk to you later." 
Derek replaced the receiver and 

walked into his bedroom and started 
to disrobe. He stood in front of the 
full length mirror on the closet door 
and admired his still firm muscular 
body. He was now 35 but was often 
mistaken for his mid twenties. Since 
high school when he was Iowa state 
wrestling champ for three straight 
years in his weight class (178 lbs.), 
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Derek had never fluctuated more 
than 5 lbs. in either direction. He 
was constantly working on his body 
to keep it in the best condition . The 
178 lbs. worked well on his 6' frame, 
with broad shoulders which tapered 
to a 31 " waist and continued down 
his long muscular legs. His auburn 
colored chest hair was often de
scribed as treelike with the trunk 
nestling in his pubic hair which sur
rounded the base of his 9" uncut 
cock. And the fact that he was now 
one of the country's top male 
models attested to the fact that his 
looks and physique placed him in 
great demand and not just profes
sionally. 

Derek proceeded into the 
bathroom to take a shower and 
unlike most people he alway!; used 
lukewarm water so no steam would 
hinder him from watching himself in 
the mirror at the end of the long 
shower stall he had had custom 
built. You see, Derek used this time 
to practice his most hidden talent 
and the talent that introduced him to 
Grant. 

About twelve years ago Derek 
moved to Los Angeles from Iowa to 
take a coaching job at a local high 
school. This is when he became 
totally aware of his attraction to 
men. His total involvement with 
wrestling in high school and college 
left little time to socialize but he did 
have a few sexual encounters with 
his teammates. But Los Angeles 
opened a whole new world to him 
and Derek fell in hook, line and 
sinker. 

One night a few months after 
Derek arrived in California, while 
having a drink at a local bar he met 
Frankie. Frankie was built a lot like 
Derek except he had blond hair and 
a thin mustache. They hit it off from 
the start and Derek would often 
think back to that night and what it 
led to. 

After a couple of drinks, Frankie 
asked Derek if he would like to go 
back to his place. Hoping to be 
asked just that question from the 
moment he met Frankie, Derek 
quickly downed his drink and led 
Frankie out to their cars and then 
followed Frankie to his house in the 
Hollywood Hills. Frankie led Derek 
into a sunken living room with a 
fireplace and an all glass wall that 
looked out beyond a patio to Sunset 
Strip. Frankie mixed them a couple 
of drinks and they sat on the sofa 
looking out at the city as they talked. 
Derek loved the house, loved being 

there with Frankie and the anticipa
tion of having sex with him. He 
couldn't help wondering what 
Frankie 's story was, especially since 
he was only 24 and seemed to live in 
this house by himself. But Frankie 
was very evasive whenever Derek in
quired about his work. 

Frankie mixed a couple more 
drinks and sat next to Derek when he 
returned, placing his hand on 
Derek's leg and rubbing gently as 
they talked. Within minutes they had 
fallen into an embrace and began to 
explore each other frantically which 
caused them to tumble onto the bear 
rug between the sofa and fireplace. 
Derek could tel l as they wrestled 
around that Frankie must have had 
some wrestling experience and the 
competitiveness that was building 
was really excit ing him. Frankie 
rolled on top and both men stopped 
fighting and fell into a long kiss. 
Frankie rose at the end of the kiss 
and started to disrobe and Derek did 
the same. Once comp letely bare they 
stood and looked at each other's 
muscular bodies and Derek saw that 
Frankie 's cock was a litt le shorter 
but thicker than his and cut. 

Suddenly Derek dove and grabbed 
Frankie 's legs, dumping them onto 
the floor and the two naked bodies 
began working up a sweat that 
glistened in the moonlight. The 
tempo began to decrease as they 
became fatigued and they finally col
lapsed into each other's arms for a 
few minutes. 

Frankie helped Derek up and led 
him into a room off the liv ing room 
which was like a small we ight room 
that had three walls and the ceiling 
mirrored. The fourth wall was a con
tinuation of the glass wall in the liv
ing room. Frankie adjusted the 
lighting and took a plastic bottle of 
clear liquid and poured it over his 
body and handed it to Derek as he 
rubbed the oily substance all over 
his body. Derek did the same as he 
kept his eyes glued on Frankie as 
Frankie slowly started pumping his 
cock with one hand and rubbing his 
body with the other. Derek mimicked 
Frankie 's every move and felt 
himself getting hotter and hotter as 
he watched Frankie and the many 
reflections of the two of them in the 
mirrors. Derek sensed what was to 
come and just flowed with what was 
happening. Both men began pump
ing faster, tensing their muscles and 
moaning with pleasure. Derek felt he 
couldn't hold back much longer 
when Frankie moved to about a foot 

Continued to page 16 

SEPTEMBER 1982 I HONCHO 



Circle Size: 
I've enclosed$ ____ for Mandate shirt(s) _ _ ___ S, M, L 
100 % cotton Honcho shirt(s) S, M, L 

• check • money order • Mastercharge 
# 

• Visa 

Expiration Date: _____________ _ 

Name 

Address 
City ____________ State ___ lip __ _ 

Signature __________________ _ 
(Allow 3-4 weeks for delivery.) 
N. Y. State residents add 8½ % sales tax. 

MARKSMAN PRODUCTIONS 
P.O. Box 725 
Canal Street Station 
New York, N. Y. 10013 



ALEX 
~e.t-\UC.K. 

14 

HilW RRE ALL Mi 
hll\/F.. 51.iR'JES I I? ••• 

SEPTEMBER 1982 / HONCHO 



HONCHO I SEPTEMBER 1982 15 



UNCENSORED DEVROPWG 
Kodacolor 12Ex. 4 50. 24Ex. 8. 16. 36Ex 11 7 0 

Ektachrome Slides 20Ex. $3 .00. 36Ex 4.00 
New Disc Film $4 25. Color Reprints .30 

Five Color copies & neg. of Polaroid $2 .35 

S nt_ P O Box 4958 H ~pectra rn0t0 Syracuse NY 13221 

CLASSK: ESC:ORT 
MEN INTERESTED IN JOINING 

OUR SERVICE, CALL THE NUMBER 
BELOW AND ASK FOR TROY : 

(212) 362-6661 

9005 A~;,:~~:; WAYNESART 
Ft Lauderdale, FL" 33316 S C U L P T U R E 

16 

Interesting BrochuFe, two dollars 

A Collection of 
13 

TOM of FINLAND 
prints on heavy stock 

9"x11¼" in a black portfolio 

$10.95 plus $1.25 
(postage & handling) 

check or money order 
Tom of Finland 

7985 Santa Monico Blvd. 
-# 109 Dept. 120 
L.A., CA 90046 

Caltt. residents add 6% sales tax 

ALL HOLDS 
BARED 

Continued from page 12 

from him and increased his pump
ing. Just as Derek felt the release of 
his cum escape onto Frankie's oily 
body he heard Frankie yell out, saw 
him lurch forward and send a shower 
of pearly white cum over Derek's 
hairy chest. Both men collapsed to 
their knees and fell into a clump on 
the floor. 

About five m·inutes later, Frankie 
got up, opened the sliding glass door 
and motioned for Derek to go out to 
the waiting jacuzzi. Frankie disap
peared into the living room and soon 
joined Derek in the jacuzzi ·with a 
couple of cream sherries. 

That was the beginning of many 
such evenings that Derek spent with 
Frankie but never more than once or 
twice a week which sometimes 
puzzled and disappointed Derek. 
Finally one afternoon Frankie called 
Derek and invited him up for dinner 
that night , saying he had something 
very important to discuss with him. 
All that afternoon Derek wondered 
what Frankie wanted to talk about. 
He had known Frankie long enough 
to tell from his voice that this was 
something Frankie had been think
ing about for awhile. 

Derek pulled up in front of 
Frankie's house about seven that 
evening and let himself in with the 
key Frankie had given him. He found 
Frankie in the kitchen finishing with 
the preparations for dinner. Frankie 
gave Derek a kiss , handed him his 
glass and motioned for Derek to fix 
them a drink. Frankie joined Derek in 
the living room and they talked 
casually through dinner. All the 
while , Derek kept waiting for Frankie 
to bring up the important subject. 

After dinner Frankie poured a cou
ple of Drambuies and they sat on the 
patio looking out at the city lights. A 
long silence passed before Frankie 
finally said, " Derek, how would you 
like to make a thousand dollars for 
one hour's worth of work-fun?" 

" Would I!! " said Derek quickly, 
then looking at Frankie. " What do I 
have to do, kill the police chief?" 

" No, nothing like that. Look, I'd 
better explain a few things first. I 
know you've always wondered how I 
can afford this house and what I do 
for a living and especially why we 
don 't get together more often. Well, 
I've thought about how to tell you 

this but never could find the right 
words. So I figure, no sense in 
beating around the bush, I'm a 
hustler." 

A little astonished, Derek says, " I 
know there are a lot of different kinds 
of hustlers but I think I know what 
you 're saying." 

"Well , you ' re right , I am a male 
prostitute, but not any of that nickel
dime action like on Selma. I work for 
a very high class outfit and make a 
great deal of money. But before I 
continue, stop me if you don't want 
me to go on. " 

"No, go ahead , I might be in
terested." 

" Okay, I have a job to do next 
Monday night and I need someone to 
be my partner and I was hoping you 
would be that partner." 

"Sounds kind of interesting but 
what do I have to do?" 

"That 's the easy part , it just in
volves being yourself sexually with 
me but being a little showy. " 

"No problem with that , I' ll give it a 
shot." 

" Great, I' ll let you know more 
about it later this week." 

Derek saw Frankie later that week 
and got all the information for Mon
day night. He also was told to make 
sure and bring all his wrestling gear. 

Monday night Derek arrived at the 
appointed place. A man he didn 't 
know directed him to a dressing 
room and told him to put on his 
wrestling gear and to go through the 
other door in the room at exactly 
8:00 p.m. Derek slowly put on his 
black wrestling tights and black top 
shoes with white laces (the outfit he 
often wore at Frankie's house). 

At exactly 8:00 p.m. , Derek opened 
the door and walked into the next 
room . He thought he saw someone 
else enter from the other side but the 
blinding lights cut down his vision. 
When his eyes adjusted he saw 
Frankie standing opposite him in 
white wrestling tights and white high 
top shoes with black laces. Derek 
felt a rush of excitement come over 
him as he looked around the room; it 
was completely mirrored except for 
the lights, floor mats, ropes and turn
buckles. He was in a completely mir
rored wrestling ring and at the begin
ning of his first $1000 wrestling 
match with one hell of a hot stud
Frankie. For twenty minutes Derek 
and Frankie battled each other under 
the hot lights of the mirrored ring. 
Their bodies became more and more 
shiny from the sweat that poured 
from them. Slowly it became obvious 

Continued to page 83 
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Remember those crisp cool nights 
of watching your high school or college football team out on 

the field patting and pawing each other? And remember how you yearned to carry that 
camaraderie even further back in the locker room? Well , here's the chance you've been 

waiting for all these years! Now all those pent up needs and wants can be realized. Here he 
is, the captain of the team. He's hot and sweaty and ready for some fun and games with his 

teammates in the locker room. Take a deep breath and you can almost smell the male scents 
mingling with the linament and the hot steam from the showers! 

Photography by Naakkve 
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What better way to celebrate 
a team victory than an offer like this one? After all that 

grunting and groaning out on the field, now you and your teammates can indulge 
yourselves in a little slurping and moaning with each other. Just bury your face 
between these hairy goal posts and inhale the musky odor of sweat and animal 

need. No matter what position you play, there can't be any penalty for having this 
back field in motion. Play quarterback and put your hands between this center's 

spread legs. Anticipate the feel of those heavy balls in your waiting hands. A 
plunge into this tight end is a score no matter what game you're playing! 

Photography by Naakkve 
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This T-formation may not be too feasible 
on the playing field, but for a scrimmage on the cool tiles of 

the locker room floor, it's just the right thing to keep a flying wedge in place. Any 
line man on his haunches is sure to play a head's up game with a view like this in 

front of him. And the raunchy jock aroma mixed with the odor of that sweaty 
uniform will have him pointed in the right direction. This humpy captain is sure to 

keep his teammates in line as long as he can provide hefty equipment like the 
game set between those lean legs! Into formation, men! 

Photography by Naakkve 
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You certainly won't need a mouth guard 
to keep from getting hurt with this piece of equipment. Lunge 

for it! Don't worry about a holding penalty. The refereees are busy in the 
showers. This game doesn't have any rules. The object is to score as many 

points as possible. As long as everybody has their fill of what they need, 
everyone is a winner! So, choose your man, guys, and get into formation. 

Just keep your eye on the balls, oops ball, 
and get ready to receive a long one! 

Photography by Naakkve 
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THEMSELVES. THE TRULY INTERNATIONAL GAY OLYM• 
PICS WILL TAKE PLACE AUGUST 28 THRU SEPTEMBER 
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MILESTONE IN OUR HISTORY AND ONE MORE EXAM
PLE OF WHY WE CAN TAKE A GREAT DEAL OF PRIDE IN 
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By Steve Hunt• Photography by Nova 

The first time I saw the new wrestling coach 
he was showering from a work-out. I was on my way to tennis 

practice when I spotted the thirty year old athlete lathering up his hairy chest. The soap ran 
down in a sweet, white stream that cascaded down his four ridges, through his pubic hair 
until it curled around his balls, hugged his thigh and continued down his leg. Suddenly I 

realized he had laid his dark brown eyes on me, and I bolted out of the locker room, 
embarrasssed. l thought that that vision might keep my mind off of 

the pain in my knee that I had injured in last week's 
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intercollegiate tournament. As I 
stepped onto the court I felt a tinge 
of pain running from the back of my 
knee to my butt. The tennis coach 
had warned me about straining my 
leg, but I couldn 't miss practice just 
before the national tourney. " Na
tionals" was the most important 
thing for me in my college days; win
ning was the most fulfilling thing I 
thought I could experience. I stepped 
onto the ball of my foot lightly, 
gritted my teeth and moved to the 
base line. The tennis coach, a burly, 
gray-haired athlete, glared at me and 
yelled, " How's the leg, Carter?" 

"Fine," I yelled back, and sig
nalled for a serve. 

Soon after the first volley, the pain 
vanished. I was concentrating on the 
ball, my grip, control , power. I was 
concentrating well, hitting well. I 
was looking forward to Nationals. 
The sweat drenched my forehead, 
and my headband was soaking wet. I 
wiped my hands on my cotton shorts 
that were dripping wet and showing 
the outline of the pouch of my 
jockstrap. I breathed deep and felt a 
rush of blood shoot through my 
chest and arms. I felt good, I felt 
ready for Nationals. I faced the base 
line again and served. Returned. Net 
volley. A shot to the side, I leaped for 
the return and my leg gave way. I fell 
to the asphalt , my leg jerking in pain. 
I looked up into the face of the 
coach who was choking on his 
anger. 

"You son of a bitch," he hollered, 
as he lifted me into his huge em
brace. " I told you to go easy. You 
should be beat for this, stripped and 
beat," he growled as he carried me 
to the locker room. 

He laid me on the training table 
and called for the trainer. The locker 
room was empty, except for the 
wrestling coach, who walked into the 
small room in a pair of tight gym 
shorts. 

" Everybody took off, " he said. 
" Nobody's here." 

"Jesus, now what do I do with this 
kid. He screwed up his leg, just after 
I told him to go easy on it. The kid 
should be stripped and beat. " 

The wrestler swallowed a grin, 
then said, "I'll take care of him, I got 
nothing else to do." 

" Thanks a lot, Brent. Don't waste 
your time on the beating , just work 
on his leg a little. Oh, by the way 
Carter, this is Mr. Dalton, the new 
wrestling coach. Brent, this is 
Carter." 

" Hi ," I said with a nervous 
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swallow. 
"Hi," he said, grinning again. 
The coach went back to the 

courts, and Brent closed the training 
room door. I could fee l my jock ex
pand, my wet shorts stiffen. He 
turned around and faced me. 

"Where's the pain , Carter?" I ran 
my hand the length of my thigh in 
reply. 

" I thought it would be alright 
today. I thought it would be fine, " I 
explained. 

" I'm sure you did," he answered 
and ordered me to take off my 
shorts. He walked to the other side 
of the room and opened the training 
cabinet. I grabbed a towel from a 
nearby chair and dropped my shorts 
behind it . I could feel my cock 
responding to this jock's maleness. 
He returned with a muscle ointment 
and glanced at my crotch where I 
was holding down my semi-erect 
cock. He moved his eyes up to my 
chest , which was out lined by my wet 
shirt. Finally he looked at my face as 
though he was cata logu ing each part 
of it, first my blond hair, then my tan , 
then my green eyes. In turn, his 
brown eyes swallowed me. 

"Turn over, " he ordered . I turned 
to my stomach and lay on my hard 
cock. Empty air hit my bare ass and 
balls, and then I felt his dry hand on 
my-wet thigh . 

" You got to relax your leg, " he 
said. " Relax it. " His hands felt like 
fire on my skin, my cock flexed and 
my balls jerked. " Now I see the prob
lem," he laughed. 

My face burned with embarrass
ment as I waited for him to insult 
me. Instead he continued to caress 
my thigh with his strong grip. "You 
have to relax all over," he said, step
ping between my legs and running 
his hand along my thighs. My tight 
ass tightened more as I pushed my 
cock into the soft mat. His hands 
glided up from my thighs and 
grabbed my buns, his warm paws 
rubbing my butt muscles. I couldn 't 
stand it anymore. I gasped for a 
breath of air, panting excitedly. 

" Turn over," he ordered. I turned to 
my butt , leaving the towel on the 
mat. My prick shot up toward him, 
released. I looked down at his 
crotch , which was bulging with the 
meat that fell out of his shorts and 
moved down his hairy leg. I moaned 
and reached for his dick. He stepped 
back, walked to the door and locked 
it, then pulled his shorts down. His 
cock sprang up too, nine inches of 
thick, hard muscle. He stared at me, 
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every inch of his muscle pounding 
with desire. " It'll help you relax," he 
laughed, pulling me close to him. 
With his hand on my neck, his 
tongue penetrated my lips, encircling 
my tongue, almost swallowing it. I 
bit his tongue quickly, frantically. I 
reached for him, my hands grabbing 
his lats, my grip sinking into his 
sides of muscle and pulling him on 
top of me. He pushed his thick meat 
between my legs, and I lifted my hips 
so that my cock rubbed against his 
four stomach ridges. He held me 
down to t he mat as he grabbed the 
tube of muscle ointment and coated 
his huge dong. He stuck a well-oiled 
finger up my asshole tight with an
ticipation . My hole relaxed as he 
pumped it with his finger. 

He grabbed my right hand and 
gripped it around his dick, pumping 
hard. He pulled my hand off and 
pushed his spear's head into me. 
The blood shot through my body 
again. " Just relax , babe. This is 
going to do you more good than you 
know. " 

" Fuck me," I pleaded as he teased 
my hungry asshole. 

He pushed his rod into me, both of 
us moaning as nine inches passed 
inside me. I wrapped my legs around 
him as he slowly pumped, picking up 
speed as we ravaged each other's 
mouths. I could feel his male sweat 
bond with mine as we jerked 
against each other in man to man 
love. With each jerk I could feel his 
balls smack my ass, and the head of 
my penis passed over the muscles of 
his stomach. He held one hand on 
the back of my head, the other on my 
back holding me above the mat. I 
grabbed his hard mounds of ass, he 
churned his muscle against mine as 
we both humped toward orgasm. 

In one aching moment I felt his 
stomach muscles tighten a last time 
and his cock shot its cream in spurts 
that filled my guts. My dick exploded 
on time, shoot ing his chest and 
stomach with come. I dropped to the 
mat and into a pool of sweat. He 
pulled out from me and wiped 
himself clean with a towel. He 
stepped into his shorts and pulled 
his length into them. 

"Now," he said , "let 's see if that 
didn't re lax you. " I turned to my 
stomach and felt his hands loosen 
my knotted leg. I fell asleep during 
the massage. 

I went to Nationals that year after 
all. But I don't consider that nearly 
as fulfilling as the pain , and 
pleasure, it took to get there. 
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SUMMER 
SPORTS 
Continued from page 9 

sound of the waves breaking on the 
beach. 

Here I was, Charles John Fowler, a 
degree in Biology from a prestigious 
Ivy League School, graduated early 
with honors, and trying to decide 
whether to go to Med school or get a 
job. Actually I was in no hurry. I had 
the whole summer to figure out what 
I wanted to do. 

I finished my first cup and went 
down to get another. When I got 
back I could see a figure running up 
the beach. As he drew closer I could 
see it was the jogger I had been see
ing every morning since I had arrived 
here two weeks ago. He had a nice 
body; a well defined chest and great 
legs. He saw me as he came past 
and waved . I waved back. He looked 
like a stud I would like to get to 
know better, much better. I sat back 
down and returned to my reveries. , 

I hated to leave Paul at school , but 
I had finished my degree require
ments early and wanted to get away. 
I was lucky in finding this place. The 
house wasn 't large by any means, 
but it suited me perfectly. It be
longed to some friends of my 
parents who would be travelling in 
Europe for the summer and wanted 
someone to watch over it while they 
were gone. It sits right on the beach 
only a few miles down the coast 
from a city touted as " The Nation's 
Summer Capital," so I had a good 
place to go and blow off steam when 
I wanted to. There were some great 
bars and restaurants to go to, and 
there are always some great looking 
men to be found at the beach. Maybe 
I'd run into another swimmer like 
Paul. 

As I sat there sipping my second 
cup of coffee, I started thinking of 
how Paul and I had met. It seemed 
like such a long time ago, but it was 
only a year ago that I first saw him. 

I'd had a hard workout on the 
squash court and decided to take a 
swim to cool off and relax a bit. 
There were quite a few people swim
ming laps so I decided to laze 
around in the diving pool , as it was 
not being used. I floated around for a 
few minutes until this guy walked 
out of the locker room and headed 
toward the diving boards. He was the 
nicest looking guy I had ever seen on 

campus. His well muscled legs were 
covered with fine golden hair, and he 
had very broad shoulders on which 
rested fine blonde curls. As he 
raised his arms in front of him 
preparing to dive I could see that 
they too were beautifully developed. 
He walked slowly to the end of the 
board , sprung up and out, did a 
perfect one-and-a-half, and entered 
the water with barely a splash. I 
pulled myself out of the water, and 
sat watching as he swam with long 
graceful strokes to the ladder. As he 
climbed out of the water I could see 
his broad muscled shoulders and 
back slowly emerge from the water, 
tapering down to a perfect ass. I 
watched as he walked towards the 
board again . I could see the outline 
of a huge cock in his tight racing 
trunks. I don't think he even noticed 
me sitting there watching as he com
pleted dive after graceful dive. I was 
enthralled by the sight of this blonde 
stud. He eventually went over to the 
large pool and began to swim laps. I 
decided I had better go, but when I 
got up to leave I realized that I had a 
huge hard-on in my own trunks. I 
quickly dove back in to give it time 
to subside in the cool water. Even
tually, I was able to get to the 
showers after my big cock had sub
sided. All that night I lay in bed 
thinking of him. Who was he? I had 
to find out. 

I went back to the pool every night 
after squash for the next week, but 
he never showed. The images I held 
in my brain of that body haunted me 
day and night. I had to find out who 

.. he was. I didn't care whether or not I 
could have him. I would be satisfied 
just looking at him again. 

Another week went by, and I 
thought he was probably just some 
guy visiting his girlfriend for a cou
ple of days and had left. I decided to 
work out late one night. I knew that 
the squash courts would be empty, 
and I could work on my serve and 
some new shots. When I finally 
decided to quit it was very late and 
the whole sports complex was vir
tually empty. I went into the locker 
room, it was dark and quiet. I un
dressed and headed for the showers. 
When I got there I could hear water 
running. I thought nothing of it; 
someone probably forgot to turn off 
a shower when they left. The drying 
area was dark, and as I stepped into 
it I could hear voices coming from 
the shower. I slowly walked up, 
careful to stay in the shadows, and 

Continued to page 65 
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ART: 
IF YOU HAVEN 'T SEEN CA VELD 'S WORK BEFORE, 

YOU 'RE IN FOR A REAL TREAT' ZEUS ' ARTIST IN RESIDENCE, CA VELO 
HAS ESTABLISHED HIMSELF AS ONE OF TODA Y'S LEADING ARTISTS IN THE REALM OF 

MUSCLE/BONDAGE EROTICA. HIS EXHAUSTIVE HISTORICAL RESEARCH INSURES THAT HIS ORA W
INGS ARE NOT ONLY HIGHLY SEXUAL BUT TECHNICALLY A CCU RA TE AS WELL. THE DRAWINGS 

PRESENTED HERE ARE FROM THE ZEUS BOOK " HERCULES AND THE KING OF THE MANAZONS." 
IF YOU ENJOY HIS WORK, AND WE 'RE SURE YOU WILL , HIS FIRST BOOK FOR ZEUS " THE CA VELO 

PORTFOLIO " IS STILL AVAILABLE. IN ADDITION, CA VELO IS IN THE PROCESS OF WORKING ON 
ORA WINGS FOR ZEUS' UPCOMING NEW RELEASE, " DESADE AND THE MUSKETEERS." 

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON THESE AND OTHER OFFERINGS FROM THE ZEUS 
LIBRARY WRITE: THE ZEUS COLLECTION, BOX 64250, LOS ANGELES, CA 90064 

THE ORA WING ABOVE DEPICTS THE THEME OF THE BOOK AND ILLUSTRATES THE 9TH LABOR OF 
HERCULES, DECREED BY HIS NEW MASTER KING ERYSTHEUS: OBTAIN THE LOINCLOTH OF THE 

KING OF THE MANAZONS. 
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FORCED TO UNDERGO SEVERE 
HARDSHIPS AND TORTURE 
BEFORE THE KING OF THE 
MANAZONS WILL WRESTLE HIM 
FORTHESOUGH~AFTER 
LOINCLOTH , HERCULES IS 
CAUGHT IN THE GRIP OF A GIANT 
OCTOPUS, LEFT. 

BEFORE BEING SUBJECTED TO 
THE ATTACK OF WILD JACKALS, 
THE MANAZON KING HAS HER
CULES CHAINED SECURELY TO A 
POST BY TWO HOT MANAZONS. 



"The beating with the crop 
was vicious. The slender shaft left long 
red welts wherever it hit and the young 
men crowded around the table set up 
cheers each time another stripe was 

added to their victim's skin." 

By Fledermaus • Photo by Naakkve 

An air of depression hung heavily 
over the room. Outside the wind 
whipped around the small isolated 
cabin with fury, driving the snow 
against the windows. To the twenty
five or so young men in the cabin the 
blizzard, which on normal occasions 
would have sent them into riotous 
horseplay and snowball fights, to
night only added to the gloom. 

The kegs of beer that were to have 
been the feature of the victory 
celebration were now being used to 
drown mixed feelings of depression 
and rage. To have come so close to 
victory, to have been so positive that 
it was at hand, had only made the 
taste of defeat more bitter. 

A huge fire roared in the fireplace. 
This together with the warmth of so 
many bodies and the effects of hours 
of beer drinking made the room seem 
as hot as the weather outside was 
cold. The heat, the smoke, and the 
heavy odor of male sweat made the 
room even more oppressive. 

Most of them sat around on their 
partly unrolled sleeping bags with 
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their shirts off or at least hanging 
open. A few had even shed their 
pants and stretched out on top of 
their sleeping bags clad only in 
jockey shorts. Some talked in low 
sullen voices, but most sat and 
sulked in silence, moving only to 
refill their glasses or to take another 
joint. 

The one man in the room who was 
over twenty-five leaned against the 
mantle and surveyed his devastated 
team. This was to have been his 
finest hour. Tonight he should have 
been basking in glory showered upon 
him by the team he led to the cham
pionship. That was why he'd ar
ranged to borrow the remote cabin 
for the weekend and had stocked it 
with beer and grass and planned a 
party for the team only. 

They had let him down. After a 
magnificent season (due almost en
tirely to his own brilliant coaching) 
they had gone down to humiliating 
defeat at the hands of their lowest 
ranking adversary. 

His eyes roamed the room and ti-
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nally came to rest on one player. The 
youth, handsome and strong for his 
19 years, sat completely alone in a 
far corner, his discarded shirt 
wadded into a ball between his out
stretched legs, his nearly hairless, 
sweat-glazed chest reflecting the 
flickering light of the fire, his head 
propped back against the wall and 
his eyes fixed on a point about twen
ty feet above the roof. 

"My star!" the coach thought in 
disgust. "My God damned, superstud 
star! It's his fault. He thought he was 
so fuckin' good he was careless. He 
is the reason we lost. And they know 
it." He pressed the coolness of his 
beer glass against the strip of furry 
chest visible between the loose 
hanging flaps of his shirt, in a futile 
effort to cool the rage that was burn
ing inside him. "He's the one who 
has caused my humiliation," he 
t.t,ought. 

Suddenly he flung his glass into 
the fireplace when it crashed against 
the brick and sent a shower of beer 
and glass raining down over the fire. 
He lept up onto the raised hearth and 
all in the room turned to look at him. 
"Tonight," he began, "was to have 
been the celebration of the greatest 
victory in the history of the Evergreen 
Academy. Tonight we were to have 
cele_brated the winning of the cham
pionship that you have all worked so 
hard for. But instead we celebrate ig
noble defeat! Today our team and 
our school were made the laughing 
stock of the conference. And who do 
we have to thank for this honor?" He 
was glad when most of them turned 
to stare at the youth in the corner. 
"Who thought he was such an all
fired superstud that he could ignore 
the plays I sent in and make his own 
calls?" 

"Wilcox!" an angry voice came 
from the room. 

"Yes," the coach repl'ied. "Mr. 
Johnny Wi I cox. Our star. Our hero! 
Stand up Johnny. Stand up and take 
a bow." 

The youth shut his eyes and 
stayed seated. 

"I said stand up Johnny!" the 
coach shouted to the accompani
ment of jeers from the others. Then 
two of the other players seated near 
him grabbed the boy's arms and 
threw him up. By the time he had re
gained his balance he stood in the 
center of the room surrounded by his 
former friends, now enemies intoxi
cated by beer, grass and a desire for 
revenge. 

He stood there, sweat glistening 
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on his bare torso in the firelight, the 
muscles of his arms and shoulders 
rippling as he clenched and un
clenched his fists. He stood with his 
arms rigid by his sides, his eyes 
tightly closed and his breath coming 
in short pants. He tried to close out 
the sounds of the jeers and catcalls 
around him. He didn't know whether 
to scream in rage or to cry in frus
tration. 

"How can we thank him?" the 
coach asked loudly, his voice drip
ping with bitter sarcasm. "How do 
we show our gratitude to him for see
ing that we got our asses whipped?" 

"Lets whip HIS ass!" said a voice 
somewhere in the crowd, and it was 
followed by a chorus of agreement. 
"Yeah! Whip his ass!" "Flog the son 
of a bitch!" "Blister his rump." Let 
me at him. I get the first stroke. " 

Johnny opened his eyes and 
looked around him. Everywhere he 
saw anger. His stomach felt as 
though it was being squeezed by a 
huge fist. Arms reached for him and 
he bolted. The door was only a few 
yards away but he had moved only a 
few feet before he was stopped by at 
least a dozen hands. 

"Stop him! Hold him!" the coach 
shouted above the din. "Fred and 
Hank bring him up here. The rest of 
you sit down. Let's not turn this into 
a mob scene. Everyone will get his 
turn." 

Fred and Hank, two of the larger 
guys who had grabbed Johnny on his 
hopeless dash for the door, led him 
to the front of the room where, at the 
coach's instructions two of the other 
guys were positioning a large heavy 
table in front of the fireplace. "Bend 
him over that table," the coach in
structed and continued to give 
orders until Johnny's torso was 
bound to the table top with his bare 
chest pressed against the splintery 
wood. His head hung over one end of 
the table and his ass was bent over 
the opposite end. His wrists were 
bound securely to the legs on one 
side and his legs were bound to the 
table legs on the opposite side. 

The coach himself reached under 
the immobilized youth's waist and 
unfastened his levis, then tugged at 
them until they were around 
Johnny's knees. He ran his hand over 
the firm, jockey-short-encased rump 
and delighted at the cringe his touch 
precipitated. "There he is!" he 
shouted to the team. "There is your 
'Hero.' Just waiting for the attention 
of his fans. What shall we use on 
him?" 

"This!" a big red head shouted 
from the back of the room as he 
snatched an old fraternity paddle off 
the wall. 

"No, use this," a heavily bearded 
guy said holding up his thick and 
heavy leather belt. 

"This will hurt a hell of a lot more." 
A short, thin fellow said, holding up a 
riding crop taken from a collection of 
riding equipment in a storeroom in 
the cabin. 

"Which will it be?" the coach 
asked, "the paddle, the strap or the 
crop?" A chorus of voices answered 
but there was little agreement. "I 
hear you," the coach shouted above 
the din. "I hear you. We'll use all 
three!" This decision was greeted by 
cheers. 

" First the paddle. Line up guys. 
Each of you gets one stroke at our 
championship ass." 

Kelly, who still had the paddle in 
his hands, gripped it firmly, swung 
back and then landed a solid blow 
across both cheeks. Then he passed 
the implement to the next guy in line. 
The coach stayed next to Johnny and 
enjoyed the sight of the paddle re
peatedly hitting the well-rounded 
rump. 

Johnny bit his lips. He had no 
choice but to serve as the scapegoat 
for the team's failures. But he was 
not going to give them the pleasure 
of hearing him beg or scream. He 
was just glad they couldn't see his 
face as he looked at the feet of the 
friends lining up to beat him. As blow 
upon blow hit his ass, the pain crept 
down his stretched legs and his jaws 
ached from the tension he kept on 
his muscles, refusing to holler. 

Ken Norton received the paddle 
from the guy in front of him and was 
about to swing it. But then he 
stopped and looked at the coach. 
"Coach," he said, "that a?s would 
look a lot redder if we got rid of the 
jockeys. Can I rip them off him?" 
Several of the guys called for agree
ment and the coach just smiled and 
nodded. Ken grinned from ear to ear 
as he reached into the elastic waist
band and jerked hard. Hard enough 
to part the tough fabric and bare the 
youth's butt. The room was filled 
with jeers and catcalls as the white 
ass came into view. And the calls got 
louder as Ken used the paddle to pro
duce a streak of red across the white 
rump. 

By the time the last kid handed the 
paddle to the coach, Johnny's ass 
was bright red. The coach caressed 
the tender skin preparing for his own 

Continued to page 57 
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JOCK: 
Funky, fitted and full. Protective and provocative. 

Photography left by Nova, right by Richard White. 
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JOCK: 
Made to keep it all up tight but not always out 

of sight, there's more than a few eggs in these baskets! 

Photography above by Nova, right by Richard White. 
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JOCK: 
In the locker room or bedroom, supporters made for 
wear and tear. The perfect thing to keep a man's best 
assets framed and ready for action. 

Photography this page by Mimoso 
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by mail, by telephone and in better video stores 

also from Gagetape : KANSAS CITY TRUCKING CO., EL PASO WRECKING CORP., 
L.A. TOOL & DIE and JOE GAGE'S CLOSED SET in Beta or VHS S89.95 

Payment Enclosed: Check O Money Order 0 
and credit cards receive same day service. 
Charge my : Visa O MasterCard 0 
INSERT CARD NUMBER BELOW •••••• ·:• ... EXP.DATE 

. . ... 

NO. ~-~-~ 

MUST ACCOMPANY M . C. 

• HEATSTROKE • KANSAS CITY • EL PASO 
• L.A. TOOL & DIE • CLOSED SET • Beta • VHS 
Please include $2 .50 handl ing for each tape ordered. 

Payable to : GAGETAPE 
c/o Video Company of America 
2051 Pontius Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90025 

0 I certify that I am over 21, Signature : 

Name ___________________ _ 

Address __________________ _ 

City __________ State __ Zip ___ _ 

order by telephone: 1-800-421 -2836 (California - (213) 478-3083) 



REWARD THE. 
HERO 
Continued from page 40 . ; 

blow. He was painfully aware that 
the fuckin ' kid had not yet screamed 
and he was going to change that. He 
used two hands on the paddle and 
took a large backswing. Then he 
brought the thick board crashing 
against the top of Johnny's thighs. 
The combination of the blow and 
Johnny's reaction moved the table 
forward several inches and Johnny 
screamed. A cheer went up from the 
team, urging the coach to hit him 
again . They screamed for blood. 

" He's on fire," the coach said , run
ning his hand over Johnny's ass. 
He's so God damned hot he .. . Ed, 
where are you going?" the coach 
called to a guy just ready to go out 
the door. 

" To take a leak," the guy re
sponded. " I've got to get rid of some 
of that beer. " 

" Wait ," the coach called. " Come 
here. " The tall blond youth walked 
over with a puzzled expression on his 
face. "There," the coach said point
ing at Johnny's red rump. " I told you 
he's on fire. Why don 't you hose him 
down." A whoop of appreciation 
went up from the team as they got 
what the coach was up to. Ed 
blushed to be the center of attention 
but obligingly unzipped and pulled 
out a long slender cock. He milked it 
and pointed at Johnny's ass but 
nothing happened. " Come on," the 
coach called, " Ed 's got stage fright. 
Anyone else have to go? Get up here 
and give Ed company. " Three other 
guys came forward and pulled out 
their cocks. Two also had trouble 
getting started but one was well
primed and a stream of golden piss 
erupted from his cock and cascaded 
over Johnny's ass and legs. Once the 
flow had started the dam burst and 
the others also began to piss. 

Johnny's ass burned with pain 
from the paddling and his face 
burned with the humiliation of being 
pissed on . He closed his eyes rather 
than look at the streams of urine run
ning down his legs. He just gritted 
his teeth and begged silently for it to 
be over soon. 

" That should cool him down 
enough," the coach said. " Now let 's 
start with the strap. " Again the team 
lined up and this time used the 
doubled belt to strap the youth 's ass. 
The hard leather bit in more deeply 
than the paddle had and the red ass 
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quickly became streaked with welts. 
Johnny lost his battle to remain 

silent and began to moan with every 
stripe. Before half the team had had 
their turn at flogging him he was beg
{ling them to stop. The coach lis
tened to the youth 's cries and merely 
made sarcastic responses, belittling 
the youth and humiliating him fur
ther. At one point Johnny made the 
mistake of specifically asking that 
they not his his ass again. The coach 
stopped the flogging at that point 
and made a close inspection of the 
beaten ass. The skin was brilliant 
red, some areas were already begin
ning to show the purple of deep 
bruises. Welts streaked the ass and 
the upper thighs and in places the 
skin had broken and there was blood. 

" OK," the coach said to the team. 
" Johnny has asked that we stop hit
ting his ass. And I do think that it 
deserves a rest for a wh ile." He 
pointed to the dozen or so guys still 
in line and said in response to their 
compla ints, " So I want you guys to 
work on his back instead. " And a 
cheer went up around t he room. 
" Anybody with a full bladder?" the 
coach asked once more. " His ass 
needs cooling again. " 

The coach stood on the raised 
hearth and surveyed the scene. Be
fore him the naked youth was tied to 
the table as his teammates flogged 
his back and others pissed on him. 
Most of the team had now stripped 
down to jockey shorts and their near
ly naked, sweaty bodies glistened in 
the firelight. They had continued to 
drink beer and smoke joints and 
most of them were flying . The piss
ers no longer concentrated just on 
Johnny's ass but sprayed his whole 
body. 

Paul Kolak stood in front of the 
bound youth, pulled his huge cock 
out of the tight jockeys and began to 
send a stream of piss over the help
less guy's head. The coach felt his 
own cock growing harder in his pants 
as he watched Paul 's long shaft 
spraying the humiliated figure. And 
he enjoyed it even more when Paul 
stopped pissing and instead of put
ting his cock away again he left it 
out and began stroking it until it 
stood out stiff and proud. Others saw 
Paul and followed his example. By 
the time the coach delivered the last 
solid blow of the belt across 
Johnny's beaten shoulders several of 
the guys were jacking off as they 
watched and a few were fondling 
each other's cocks. 
" Now for the last set with the 
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crop," the coach called as he tossed 
the belt back to its owner . . 

"No," Johnny screamed. "Please, 
no more. Please don't hit me again. I 
can't take it. Please! PLEASE." 

" Shut your fuckin' mouth," the 
coach hollered, slamming his bro.ad 
hand against Johnny's beaten ass. 
"You'll take as much as I say you'll 
take. Everybody gets one stripe with 
the crop. But we' ll be good to him. 
You can 't hit the same part of him 
twice in a row. That way we'll spread 
the pain around." Johnny screamed 
again and continued to beg. The 
coach looked at the big youth stand
ing near Johnny's head, playing with 
his huge hard cock. "Paul ," the 
coach said with a wink, "shut the 
fucker up. Stuff something in his 
mouth." 

Paul grinned. He reached for 
Johnny's head and buried his fingers 
in the curly hair. He raised the 
screaming youth's head to the level 
of his crotch and then forced the 
open mouth down over his hard rod. 
"If I feel your teeth I'll see you don't 
get out of here with your balls 
intact," Paul growled. 

The beating with the crop was 
vicious. The slender shaft left long 
red welts wherever it hit and the 
young men crowded around the table 

set up cheers each time another 
stripe was added to their victim 's 
skin. Most of them now had their 
cocks out and were openly fondling 
each other or were caressing parts of 
Johnny's beaten body. A tall slender 
kid was standing behind Johnny rub
bing the head of his long, erect cock 
over the bound youth 's beaten ass. 
His eyes met those of the coach and 
the coach nodded his permission. 
The youth spat on his hand and then 
rubbed the saliva over his throbbing 
cock. With one swift plunge the long 
slender shaft disappeared up 
Johnny's ass. 

Johnny tried to scream but Paul's 
cock still plugged his throat and he 
could manage only a muffled gurgle. 
The sight of the ass fuck was enough 
to send Paul off and he came in 
Johnny's mouth, almost choking him 
on the load of cum. He pulled out but 
was quickly replaced by another. The 
youth in Johnny's ass also came 
quickly and there was a brief scuffle 
between teammates to see who 
would get that position next. 

The coach stood on the hearth 
supervising the orgy. Everyone had 
had their turn with the crop but not 
everyone had had a turn at the vic
tim's mouth or ass so the coach now 
held t~e crop and used it to direct 

ARD 
The Commander Speaks-He's every big man you 
ever fantasized about ... if you are man enough 
Marines Ollerheard-two horny young marines in a 
barracks john. When the uniforms drop to the 
floor-need we say more? 
Muscle Builder Orgy (formerly Stallion Orgy Number 
Nine)-five pumped-up sweaty jocks strip down for 
action in a no-holds-barred lockerroom scene. 
Hot Hung Trucker (formerly Hung Wild)-a teamster, 
a hitchhiker and the desert. Soon the hand's off the . ' HOrhe action's on the cab floor. 
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right into your ears (and by the way, 
this trip 's for buddies-duos, three
somes, and even parties shift into high 
gear with HOT TALK TAPES!\ 
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the youths around him. He stood as 
the figure of power and authority. His 
shirt was long gone and his hairy 
chest was powerful , twice as broad 
as any of his young charges '. His 
waist and hips were lean but there 
was a huge bulge in his crotch that 
he openly rubbed periodically. He 
was rubbing it with one hand and 
gently rubbing the tip of the crop 
across Johnny's scarred back with 
the other when he felt his hand being 
pushed away from his crotch. He 
looked down to see the curly auburn 
hair of one of his butchest stars. He 
felt Kevin's mouth close around his 
fabric-covered cock. He pressed on 
the back of the guy's head, push ing 
his face deeper into his crotch. 

This was apparently the signal 
Kevin had been waiting for. His 
movements lost al I hesitancy as he 
opened the coach 's pants and pulled 
the long fat cock out, then swal- · 
lowed it. The coach slashed the crop 
across Johnny's back as the hot 
mouth closed expertly over his rod . 
And he moaned with pleasure as he 
saw two of his team shoot their wads 
over Johnny's back. 

Under the table little Jack Carter 
put his experienced mouth to work 
on the tortured youth's cock and was 
surprised to find that he received a 
positive response. Johnny's cock 
had not been entirely soft and as 
soon as the mouth closed around it, 
it got fully hard. The smell of piss 
and cum was rank under the table 
but this only turned Jack on more. 
He was team manager mainly so he 
could enjoy the smells of the locker 
room. Now he reveled at the smells 
of male sweat and at the trickle of 
cum that dripped from Johnny's well
used ass. 

On the hearth the coach slammed 
the whip across Johnny's shoulders 
one last time then reached back to 
steady himself on the mantle as 
Kevin 's demanding mouth got its re
ward. Through the glow of his 
orgasm, the coach watched the 
room. Most of the guys had now 
gone back to their sleeping bags 
where they lay in twos, threes and 
larger groups. Jack and a couple of 
others were untying Johnny from the 
table. They took him to a sleeping 
bag and comforted him, holding him 
in their arms and gently licking at 
and caressing his beaten body. Kevin 
remained between the coach's legs, 
savoring his cum and licking at his 
sweaty crotch. 

The coach surveyed his domain 
and thought, " Perhaps we should 
lose more often." 
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HONCHO is pleased to announce the addition of this 
new section called PIPELINE. These pages will be 
dedicated to news of motorcycle clubs, leather and 
SIM clubs, and any other organizational news of in
terest to HONCHO readers. We will be happy to list 
calendar events and runs that attract participants from 
all over the country and overseas. 

There is no charge for listing your organization in 
these pages. This is a service we are making available 
to our readers as a way of participating more fully in the 
leather and SIM scene and it is our way of saying thank 
you for your patronage. 

PIPELINE will only be a success if you and your club 
participate. It is up to you to send us the information 
you would like us to print. If we do not get the informa
tion, we will not be able to give your group the publicity. 
Since we work so far in advance, please send us your 
items as soon as you can. We will use whatever we can 
and whatever we have space for. Please mail all infor
mation (news items, run announcements, calendars, 
etc.) to: EDITOR, HONCHO, 155 Avenue of the Amer
icas, New York, NY 10013. PIPELINE IS YOUR SPACE. 
USE IT! 
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EDITOR 

August events for Chicago Hellfire 
Club-Saturday, August 14: Inferno 
Night; Friday, August 20: Bondage 
Night 

The Chicago Hellfire Club will be 
hosting Inferno XI at Douglas Dunes 
in Douglas, Michigan on September 
10, 11, 12, and 13. This site will be 
used for eating, sleeping and a cash 
bar and lounge. Around the clock 
shuttle bus service will be provided 
to a nearby site where the activity 
areas, demonstrations, contests, 
etc., will be held. Access to this 
area will be via these authorized 
vehicles only! This plan will give 
greater privacy and more space to 
accommodate people comfortably. 

There will be limited space 
available for camper vehicles but no 
hookups can be provided, nor will 
tent camping be allowed. Transpor
tation will be provided to and from 
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Grand Rapids air and bus -terminals 
as needed. The club will not be pro
viding buses to or from Chicago. 

Attendance this year will be 
limited to the first 225 men to get 
their completed registration forms 
and full payment sent in . To be 
placed on the Inferno guest list you 
must be sponsored by a full or 
associate member of CHC. Receipt 
of an invitation in past years should 
not be considered a guarantee that 
you will be on the list this year. 

If you know a Hellfire member 
contact him for sponsorship. If you 
do not know any of the members 
write to the club address and give 
them information about yourself, 
your interests, and your experiences. 
They are not interested in JO letters. 
Send them an honest appraisal of 
who you are and where you are in 
S&M. They will try to get a member 
to contact you for possible sponsor
ship. Experience is not necessary, 
but sincerity is. 

For more information about the 
run or the club itself write: Chicago 
Hellfire Club, Box 5426, Chicago, Ill. 
60680. 

CIGAR STUDS 
After two years of its existence, the 
Cigar Studs has a membership of 
over 100. They are a contact organ
ization with a membership list 
published every three months. The 
lists are supplemented with CIGAR 
STUDS newsletters containing 
member supported fiction , short turn 
ons, cigar ideas, photos, drawings 
and cigar information. 

According to their president, the 
members of CIGAR STUDS feel that 
they are on the cutting edge of the 
homomasculine segment of the gay 
community. Members of CIGAR 
STUDS have a strong cigar fetish or 
are men who are interested in explor
ing further in this very masculine ex
pression. 

For more information, write: 
CIGAR STUDS, P.O. Box 20604, Seat
tle, Washington 98102. 

GATEWAY M.C. 
Gateway Motorcycle Club is the 
oldest cycle club of its kind in the St. 
Louis area. The club is rightfully 
proud of its six charter members 
who nine years ago introduced their 
idea of the leather lifestyle into the 
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St . Louis area and made it accep
table. From six original members, 
the club now has 21 full members 
and is celebrating its ninth anniver
sary this year. 

Gateway's home bar is called the 
Gateway Saloon which is located in 
Martin 's Complex at 201 S. 20th 
Street in St. Louis. Gateway M.C. 
exists to promote the ideal of 
brotherhood and harmony among all 
clubs and persons within our 
lifestyle. 

Their annual run is a celebration 
of their ninth anniversary and is 
called " Show me NINE." The run will 
take place from November 5th to 
November 7th. Applications are now 
available. For information on the run 
or the club itself, write: Gateway 
M.C., P.O. Box 14055, St. Louis, 
Missouri 63178. (Mid-America point 
system will be used.) 

THE LAMBDA 
ASSOC/A TION OF 
BODYBUILDERS 

Statement of Goals and Purpose: 
The Lambda Association of Body 
Builders (L.A.B.B.) is a gay sports or
ganization dedicated to the sport of 
bodybuilding for gay men. Member
ship is open to all gay male body
builders who wish to encourage and 
promote the sport of bodybuilding 
among ·gay men. Members must sup
port the goals and the constitution 
of this association. 

The goals of the L.A.B.B. are: 
1. To hold physique contests for 

gay bodybuilders just like the A.A.U. 
and the I.F.B.B. with fair judging. At 
our contests, you can be gay and 
proud of it. 

2. To encourage gays of all ages 
to train with weights and reach their 
highest level of physical perfection. 

3. To share bodybuilding knowl
edge and training skills with each 
other. 

4. To develop healthy friendship 
and a sense of community among 
gay bodybuilders so we can work 
together effectively. 

5. To help all gay bodybuilders 
respect themselves as normal , 
responsible human beings and their 
sexual orientation with pride and 
dignity. 

6. To provide social and recrea
tional activities where friendships 
can develop and mature. 

7. To support other homophile 

groups working for the cause of 
justice for the gay community. 

8. To work with other bodybuilding 
groups to promote the sport of 
bodybuilding. 

9. To work with other bodybuilding 
groups to attain equal status for gay 
bodybuilders in those groups. 

LAMBDA ASSOCIATION OF 
BODYBUILDERS is a social 
organization for the gay bodybuilder 
offering membership contact, news
letter, meetings and inter-communi
cations with gay bodybuilders for 
self betterment and improving the 
sport of bodybuilding among gay 
men. For information write: L.A.B.B., 
P.O. Box 25, Kew Gardens, NY 11415. 

CLOTHESMAN 
If you have a thing for jocks or any 
other article of clothing, you should 
definitely check out Clothesman. It 
isn't easy for guys to find other guys 
who are turned on to the same ex
tent by getting it off with some or all 
of their clothes on and who share a 
mutual interest in a particular piece 
of clothing. The purpose of Clothes
man is to enable men who dig the 
clothed or partly clothed male to be 
able to contact other men into the 
same scene. 

Do three-piece business suits turn 
you on? Or uniforms? Or Levis? Are 
you into long, slow stripping and 
posing? Would you like to make it 
with a man wearing only boots, 
jockstrap, leather belt, chaps and 
sunglasses? Or, are you more in
clined to get it off with a guy wear
ing just a dress shirt, tie and jockey 
shorts? Clothesman is the interna
tional club for men with an apprecia
tion for the clothed or partly clothed 
male. 

Created in January of 1981, 
Clothesman caters to the needs of 
men with a unique specialized in
terest. The club sends out six 
bulletins a year to its subscribers. 
The bulletins contain a detailed 
physical description of each 
member, what articles of clothing 
he's into and whatever other ac
tivities he's interested in . This group 
offers a new opportunity for men 
to experience and expand their sex
uality. 

For information write: 
AMALGAMATED AMERICAN MALE 
P.O. Box 623-CM 
Canal Street Station 
New York, NY 10013 
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MAN SEARCH 
Beginning with the November issue of HONCHO, we 

will be offering for the first time a special regular section 
of classified ads called MAN SEARCH. The charge will 
be 50' per word and correspondence between those 
placing and those answering ads will be direct. This is 
an easy and economical way for all you hot Honchos out 
there to meet and interact with each other. This section 
is for you and its success depends on you. Go for it! 

HOW TO PLACE AN AD: 
All ads will be listed by state. 
Cost for each ad is 50' per word. Remit total for each 

issue in which you want your ad to appear. 
Since Honcho will not be involved in forwarding 

responses to ads, please include the complete address, 
including zip code, where you may receive any cor
respondence as a result of your ad. (Ads will not be 
printed without an address or P.O. Box.) A telephone 
number may be included, but HONCHO will take no 
responsibility for verifying any telephone number. 

Enclose full payment for your ad for each issue in 
which you wish it to appear. Make checks or money 
orders payable to: HONCHO. 

HONCHO does not knowingly accept fraudulent , 
obscene, offensive or questionable advertising. Anyone 
corresponding with advertisers must comply with all 
local, state and federal laws. No advertisments will be 

accepted from persons under 21. 

Signature 

With my signature I declare that I am over 21 years old 
and that the information in my ad is true and correct. I 
am aware that no proofs of my ad will be submitted to me 
for my approval and I waive all, claims regarding ac
curacy of reproduction due to mistakes or technical 
failure. I understand that HONCHO is in no way respon
sible for any contacts or transactions that occur as a 
result of placing this ad . I further agree that complete 
discretion will be used at all times. 

MAIL TO: HONCHO/ CLASSIFIEDS 
155 AVE. OF THE AMERICAS 
11TH FLOOR 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10013 

PRINT CLEARLY all information on this form and be 
sure to read all pertinent information. Be sure that 
your signature accompanies this ad. 

I have enclosed $ ___ for this ad in __ issue(s) 

Name 

Address 

City, State, Zip _________ _____ _ 

words @ 50¢ $ 

words @ 50¢ $ 

words @ 50¢ $ 

words @ 50¢ $ 

words @ 50¢ $ 

words @ 50¢ $ 
ADS FOR THE JANUARY ISSUE MUST BE RECEIVED NO LATER THAN AUGUST 31 , 1982 

(Use separate sheet for more space) 
Total: words @ 50¢ $ 
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UNIFORMED RAPE 
A hot rookie cop follows and watches two tough leathermen as the 
top works his bottom over. When the cop rescues the bottom , both 
leathermen turn on him . He is stripped and spreadeagled and one of 
masculin ity 's hottest fantasies happens before your eyes. Only ZEUS 
gives you UNIFORMED RAPE. 
ZM-118 Uniformed Rape 
48 pages 8½ x 11 - b/w and color $8.50 
plus $1.00 first class postage/handling 
THE ZEUS COLLECTION • Box 64250, Los Angeles, CA 90064 

HERCULES AND THE KING OF THE MANAZONS 
Emerging easily as the hottest artist of masculine erotica of the 80's, Cavelo has 
applied his muscle /bondage artistic genius to illustrating the Zeus Collection's 
"Hercules and the King of the Manazons" . Hercules, the ultimate symbol of 
masculinity, endures every sexual and tortuous depravity known in his Olymp
ian quest for the loin cloth of the King of the Manazons. "Caligula" is a garden 
party compared to thi s heavy sex adventure . 
ZM-119 The Erotic Adventures of Hercules 
48 pages, 8½ x 11 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $8.50 
plus $1.00 for first class shipping/handling 
THE ZEUS COLLECTION • Box 64250, Los Angeles, CA 90064 

JOE PADUCAH 
When The Zeus Collection invited Joe Paducah from Kentucky to the west coast to be 
our entrant in Los Angeles' Super-men 80 competition, we knew we were sponsoring a 
winner, but we didn ' t know we were initiating a legend . For Joe Paducah's first magazine 
we assembled popular Zeus model Thad Butler from San Francisco, Mitch Machotti from 
St. Louis , and Colt's Mickey Squires from Los Angeles to complement our Super-man 80 . 
ZM-116 Joe Paducah 
48 pages 8½ x 11 - 16 pages of color . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $8.50 
plus $1.00 for first class postage/handling 
THE ZEUS COLLECTION· Box 64250, Los Angeles, CA 90064 

A muscle round-up of the hottest cowboys in the Zeus corral. We've 
roped you a real blacksmith , a real rodeo competitor , and a posse of 
real western beef on the hoof that you ' ll want to savor long and slow. 
Pick your stallion, round him up, tie him up, or ride him off into the 
sunset. Do anything you want but don't miss him in the Zeus Col
lection's hot new COWBOYS . 
ZM-120 Zeus Cowboys 
48 pages, 8½ x 11, 14 color pages $8.50 
plus $1.00 for first class shipping/handling 
THE ZEUS COLLECTION · Box 64250, Los 

VAL MARTIN/LEO STONE 
The hot 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 . Unexpectedly roles are reversed and a violent give and take 
struggle for topman ensues. Erotic muscle B&D at its best from ZEUS . 
ZM-84 Val Martin / Leo Stone 
52 pages 8½ x 11 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $8.00 
plus $1.00 for first class postage/handling 
THE ZEUS COLLECTION • Box 64250, Los Angeles, CA 90064 

CAVELO PORTFOLIO 
The Zeus Collection is particularly proud to offer for the first time in exclu
sive publicat ion format the highly erotic muscle/bondage art of CAVELO. 
His attention to historical detail with regard to implements, apparatus, and 
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SUMMER 
SPORTS 
Continued from page 34 

peeked in. I was amazed at what I 
saw. There was that blonde stud 
gripping onto one of the bars along 
the shower wall while some short 
stocky dark haired guy pumped his 
thick cock up that perfect ass. 

" You like this big dick up your ass. 
Don't you , Paul?" I heard the dark 
haired youth hiss. 

" Yes, Oh God, yes. Give me every 
inch of that thick cock," was his 
reply. 

I stood there watch ing this for a 
few minutes. Watch ing these two 
jocks getting the ir rocks off. While 
the short dark haired one pumped 
furiously into Paul 's ass, Paul pulled 
on his dick, and I could see that it 
too was a cock to be reckoned with. 
I couldn 't move. I watched as the 
dark-haired guy shortened his 
strokes and started to tense. I knew he 
was going to let go of his big load 
any minute. Paul obviously knew this 
too. He started jerking his own horse 
cock even faster. They both ex
ploded at the same time. The dark
haired stud slammed his cock all the 
way up Paul 's ass, and Paul 's big 
dick started shooting an endless 
stream of cum across the shower. I 
hardly realized that I was playing 
with myself, and when those two 
studs exploded, so did I. I continued 
watching as the dark-haired beauty 
slowly let his drained meat slip out 
of the blonde 's ass, then I went back 
to the locker room, slammed a few 
doors and headed back to the 
showers. 

The two were just finish ing rinsing 
off as I came in. They both gave me 
glances, wondering what I was doing 
there so late, and what I had heard. I 
acted as nonchalant as I possibly 
could. As the short stocky stud 
headed for the drying room, he said , 
" I can 't make it tomorrow night, 
Hastings. I gotta cram for a test , but 
you had better get some diving prac
tice in. We have a meet coming up." 

" Yeah, I know," the blonde shot 
back. " Thank god all my tests were 
last week." 

He turned off the shower and 
started heading towards where the 
dark-haired guy had gone, and where 
I had been watching them just a 
short time earlier. As he walked past 
me he gave me a good looking over 
and then headed out. 
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I had never really not iced his face 
before. It was perfectly chiseled to 
match that perfect body. Paul 
Hastings, I thought. Now I know. 
This was too good to hope for. I 
knew who he was and he liked dick 
as much as I did. I'd have him soon . 

It wasn't too d ifficult to find out 
where he lived. All I had to do was 
look him up in the student directory. 
It was no wonder I hadn't seen him, 
he lived on the other side of town , 
and could practice his swimming in 
the pool at the " Y" near where he 
stayed. 

I thought about Paul all that day, 
but I couldn 't figure out how to break 
the ice. I decided to work on my 
game some more that night , and 
think about Paul later. 

I couldn 't concentrate hard 
enough on the ball , so I decided to 
quit early. A swim would be good, so 
I changed into my suit and headed to 
the pool. There were only a handful 
of people swimming. I dove into an 
open lane and began to do some 
laps. I finished a few and then 
stopped for a breather. There was a 
guy s itting on the edge of the pool a 
few lanes down from me and looking 
my way. I couldn 't see who it was un
til the water cleared from my eyes. It 

showers. Paul watched him go from 
his position on the board, and then 
did a beautiful swan dive. He did a 
few more dives, and to avoid looking 
obvious I swam a few more laps. 
When I got out I couldn 't see Paul 
anywhere. Disappointed, I started 
making my way towards the 
showers. 

" Hey, watch this," echoed across 
the water. 

I looked up and there was Paul 
poised on the edge of the high diving 
platform. He took off into the air, did 
a full-gainer with a half twist and 
entered the water causing barely a 
ripple. I watched as he swam 
towards where I was standing. His 
head broke the water with a big grin 
on his face. 

"Very good, " I said. 
" Thanks, " he returned as he pulled 

himself out of the water. " You 're that 
nut that bangs balls around by 
himself until all hours, aren 't you?" 

I laughed, " Yeah , that 's me." 
" Allow me to introduce myself, Mr. 

Fowler," he said with a sweeping 
bow. " My name's Paul Hastings." 

I was a bit stunned. 
" How do you know my name?" 
" Who doesn't know one of the 

most brilliant students in school. 

"I never thought 
I could feel so strongly about 

another guy, but I loved this stud. It 
was a wonderful feeling curling up 

together on a cold night, studying and 
then climbing into bed." 

was Paul. My face must have 
showed my surprise, because he 
laughed, and then turned to talk to 
some guy who had just climbed out 
of the pool. 

" Done for the night, Paul?" he 
asked. 

"No, I'm gonna practice some 
dives. " 

" OK, see you later, " the guy said 
and then headed for the showers. 

Paul looked at me and then 
walked to the diving pool. I watched 
as he dove in and swam to the lad
der near the boards. His racing suit 
was stretched tight over that great 
ass of his. He made a few dives as I 
watched from the edge of the other 
pool. The only other person finished 
a last lap, and headed to the 

Just about every prof I've had says 
we should all have the diligence of 
Mr. Fowler. You also play one hell of 
a game of squash. I've watched 
you. " Another broad grin broke 
across his handsome face. 

"Thanks," I said rather sheepishly. 
"You're one hell of a diver. Got 
anymore you want to show me?" 

"I 'm done for the night. I was just 
waiting for you to finish your swim." 

I looked at him and saw a 
mischievous glint in those clear blue 
eyes. He turned and started heading 
for the showers. 

" Coming?" he said , glancing over 
his shoulder. 

I stood there for a few seconds 
collecting my wits , and then fol 
lowed him. When I got there, he 
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already had two showers going and 
was slipping his suit off. The guy 
that Paul had been talking to earlier 
leaned his head in and said: 

" Turn the lights off when you 
leave, Hastings. You 're the last in 
here." 

Paul nodded and the guy left. We 
heard the locker room door shut. 

" I can see a lot through that skim
py little su it , but I could see more if 
you took it off." 

I just smiled and pulled the 
drawstring loose. My cock was 
already getting hard as I kicked the 
su it off. Paul let out a low whistle. 

" It looked good when I saw it limp 
the other night, but Christ, look at it 
when it 's angry." 

His thick horse-cock was standing 
straight out from his tight belly. He 
grabbed my stiff prick and dragged 
me into the stream of hot water, 
pressing his hot mouth to mine as 
he did. I couldn 't believe this was 
happening. God, I loved it. Paul 
dropped to his knees and started 
massaging the hard root between my 
legs. He started I icking the shaft of 
my cock up and down as he played 
with my balls. He brought his head 
up to the blood-engorged glans, and 
I watched as my big dick slowly 
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disappeared down his throat. I 
grabbed hold of the bar behind me 
and just let myself go to this expert 
cocksucker. It wasn 't long before my 
nuts exploded, sending a huge load 
out my cock and down his greedily 
gulping throat. He milked every last 
drop out of the tender head before 
he quit. 

" Now turn around," he ordered. 
I did as he said . The t ip of his 

cock was glistening with pre-cum 
that was oozing out of the head. He 
smeared this all over his huge shaft , 
and positioned it at my tight sphinc
ter. He pushed it slowly wh i le he was 
licking my back and neck. The head 
slid in with a pop, causing me a litt le 
pain, but I just loosened my ass 
muscles, and sank back onto that 
monster. He started pumping it slow
ly at first , and then began to quicken 
the pace. He reached around and 
started to play with my hardening 
cock. 

" I'm a giver as well as a receiver, 
Chuck," he said. 

I just laughed. I should have 
figured he knew I was watching the 
other night. 

I could feel the head of his huge 
cock way up in my guts and I loved 
it. My own cock was rock hard again, 

and well on the way to another big 
orgasm. Paul pumped into my ass 
faster and faster. I knew he couldn 't 
hold off much longer, and neither 
could I. I felt him tense and that 
huge cock of his seemed to grow 
even bigger. He let out a wild yelp as 
he unloaded buckets of his hot cum 
up my willing asshole. I could feel 
spurt after spurt shooting up into my 
guts, and my own big tool shot off 
another load. We both seemed to 
cum for hours. It was the best fuck 
I'd ever had. 

After we cleaned up and dressed 
we went out for a beer. All of that 
wild sex had made me thirsty as hell. 
The bar was rowdy and noisy, but we 
didn 't notice. We spent the rest of 
that night back at my place, fondling 
each other's bodies and reveling in 
our newfound friendship. 

The rest of that semester was 
spent dividing our time between 
fucking and studying ; mostly fuck
ing . I decided to go to summer ses
sion so that I could finish early. 
We got a small apartment for the 
summer. I studied and Paul swam. It 
was great. 

We got a room together for the fall 
semester. Paul 's study habits were 
poor to say the least, but with me 
there booking it every night he even
tually got into school. I never 
thought I could feel so strongly 
about another guy, but I loved this 
stud . It was a wonderful feeling curl
ing up together on a cold night, 
studying and then climbing into bed, 
making each other hot as hell. We 
never got t ired of each other. We 
sucked and fucked as much that 
winter as we had the summer before. 

Paul was a bit upset when I fin
ished my work early in the spring. He 
was very understanding, though. He 
knew I needed to get away for a 
while. He promised to write and to 
come and see me whenever he 
could. 

I finished my coffee and went 
back outside. There wasn 't a whole 
lot to do just now. There were a few 
businesses getting ready for the big 
Memorial Day rush, the official open
ing of the season . Most , however, 
were just cleaning up from the 
winter. They wouldn 't be taking any 
applications for summer work for at 
least another week. I puttered 
around the house for awhile, clean
ing and straightening things up a bit. 

Since the house was small there 
wasn't much to do. I made the bed. 
Thank God it was a double size. That 
would make it more comfortable 
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when Paul came down. We had 
spent too many nights trying to 
sleep in a single. When I had fin
ished all this I decided to take a bike 
ride. I dragged my trusty old ten 
speed out from around the back and 
took off down the street. 

A narrow strip of land separates 
the ocean from the bay, along which 
runs the only major road. It goes for 
almost thirty miles, protected on the 
ocean side by a large dune, con
structed by the Army Corps of 
Engineers. It is just behind this dune 
that my little house sits. I decided to 
ride south to the Inlet bridge around 
ten miles each way. There were 
some beautiful communities that 
dotted the highway along this strip. 
Most of them consisted of spacious 
summer homes on pilings, owned by 
wealthy Washingtonians. At this 
time of year there wasn't much traf
fic, which made the going easy 
for me. 

It was a clear and sunny day. Not 
exceptionally warm for this time of 
year, but pleasant enough. I ran into 
a slight headwind. That was fine by 
me, though; it would make coming 
back just that much easier. Gulls 
floated on the air currents above the 
bayberry and dune grass, carrying 
bits and pieces of twigs for their 
nests. An occasional car was the 
only thing that broke the seaside 
solitude. 

formed. Some of the smaller boats 
were having a rough time battling 
the current. Once inside the safety 
of the breakwater it was easy sailing 
into the bay. 

The Inlet was about a hundred 
yards across and fairly deep. The 
Coast Guard had a base on Burton 
Island just inside the mouth of the 
bay. As I sat and watched , one of 
their cutters came past, heading out 
to sea. There was a great deal of ac
tivity aboard. Swarthy young men in 
their clean white uniforms bustled to 
and fro on the deck. If I was lucky, I 
might meet one of these young 
studs on leave this summer. I sat for 
a few more minutes watching the 
smaller pleasure craft and fishing 
boats battle their way in and out of 
the channel. 

The ride back was nice and easy 
with a slight breeze at my back 
pushing me on. When I got within a 
couple of blocks of my house I took 
one of the side streets that led to the 
bay. The road was lined with small 
cottages, mostly vacant now. About 
half way down the block and set 
back from the road, I could see a 
large sign that read , " Royal Surf Hot 
Tubs." That's great, I thought to 
myself. Here's someplace close to 
come and soothe my aching muscles 
this summer. As I rode past I saw a 
jeep sitting out front, but there 
wasn't anyone around. 

"Swarthy young men 
in their clean white uniforms 

bustled to and fro on the deck. If I 
was lucky, I might meet one of these 
young studs on leave this summer." 

It wasn't long before I could see 
the Inlet bridge. From a distance it 
looked like a large steel structured 
dune rising up out of the flat land
scape. On the south side of the 
bridge there was a large bathhouse. 
That was my destination. It wasn't 
long before I crossed the bridge, and 
turned down the sandy access road 
to the bathhouse. I locked the bike 
to one of the supporting pillars and 
strolled over to the jetty. 

There were a few fishermen lining 
the rocks. I sat down and watched 
some boats trying to get into the 
bay. The tide was going out, and 
where it met the ocean, large swells 
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I rode down to the bay, and 
watched a lone sailboat tacking 

· back and forth out on the water. I 
stayed only a few minutes and 
mounted the bike to ride back. As I 
neared the Hot Tub place, I could 
see that the hood of the jeep was 
now raised. There was someone 
leaning over into the engine com
partment , but I couldn't see his face. 
As I rode past I could see an ass 
sticking out. Whoever it was had on 
a pair of nylon running pants, the 
thin material stretched across the 
nicest looking ass I had seen since 
Paul's. While I was busy looking at 
this guy's ass I ran off the road into 

the soft sand. The front wheel of my 
bike sank in, twisted around and 
threw me head first over the 
handlebars. When I got up and 
brushed myself off I could see the 
guy standing next to the jeep 
laughing. It was the jogger I had 
been seeing every morning on the 
beach. 

" You've got to be careful of those 
soft spots," he said as he walked 
towards me, still laughing. 

"I guess I wasn't paying much at
tention to where I was going," I said 
rather sheepishly. 

" Hey, you 're the guy I see loung
ing up on his deck every morning," 
he said, giving me a quick look up 
and down. 

"Chuck Fowler, how ya doing?" 
"I'm fine. The question is, how are 

you after that fall? " 
I grinned, "I'm OK, I guess. I'm not 

sure about my bike, though." 
"Well, bring it over. I've got my 

tools out if it needs fixing." 
"Thanks." I picked the bike up and 

started walking over towards the 
jeep with him. He looked great. 

" My name's Leo, Leo Richards," 
he said sticking out his hand. He 
had a nice firm handshake. 

" Nice to meet you. It looks like the 
front rim is pretty bent up," I said. 

"Here, let me look at it," he said 
hiking his pants up a little and 
squatting down. There was a huge 
bulge between his legs. He wasn't 
wearing anything under his pants, 
and I could see the outline of a big 
cock stretching down the inside of 
his thigh, topped off by an enormous 
head. 

"I think you're gonna need a new 
rim, buddy, this one is pretty bent 
up," he said, looking up and catch
ing me staring at his huge crotch. He 
smiled and offered me a ride back to 
my place. 

"Thanks, I'd appreciate it." 
" Let me just lock up here first." 

He picked his tool case up and took 
it inside, pulled the door shut to the 
office and came back to help me 
load the bike in the back of the jeep. 
As we were trying to shove the bike 
in, his hands slid across my ass and 
thigh. It sent a thrill of excitement 
through my groin. We finally got the 
bike loaded and he hopped into the 
driver's seat. I walked around to 
close the hood and saw a wallet 
lying on the ground. 

"Is this yours?" I asked, picking 
it up. 

He was leaning out the side of the 
jeep staring at my ass. He looked at 

Continued to page 78 
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SKIN FLICKS: 

TURNEDON 
HONCHO is pleased to bring our readers an exclusive picture preview of Al 

Parker's latest movie Turned On. If these photos are any indication of the hot men 
and sizzling action of the film, there 's no doubt that the title says it all. That 's ex
actly what you ' ll be when you've viewed the entire scenario-turned on! For more 

information about this fantastic fantasy write: SURGE STUDIO, P.O. Box 624, 
Hermosa Beach, CA 90254. 

f.~ •.•... ·. ( ' 'tr 

Even with their clothes on, this group of sexy studs can cause your mind to conjure 
up enough fantasies to keep it up for weeks! 

Photography by Surge 
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Hows this for a dream come true? 
Al Parker at the end of a gauntlet of humpy men 1n Jocks 1 If 

this picture 1sn t enough to make your mouth water. think about Al work:mg h1s way 
down this long line of manmeat One by one he satisfies each o t em in his quest 
to reach Sky DaNson at the other end Anything ·Aorth having 1s wort work:ing for. 

and Sky Dawson 1s certainly worth 1t But . then . -:,ho lca cal 
sat1sfy1ng all this pulsing flesh work ? · 

Photography by Surge 
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TURNEOON 
As an extra added feature in the film, Scott Taylor has an act 

that is an unusual highlight. Performing in the midst of a 
horny group of men, Scott twists and turns doing things with 
his body that no circus acrobat you've ever seen can do. We 
won't tell you what exactly it is that he does. But if we were 

all as agile and versatile as this hunk there wouldn 't be a 
cruising bar in business! See the film, men! You ' ll be 

" TURNED ON" for a long, long time! 

Photography by Surge 
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gested that we go up to the deck to 
SUMMER SPORTS drink them. On our way up we 
,,_..,..,....__,,.~--~-------- . passed the bedroom. 
Continuedtrompage68 "Nice bed, looks like it hasn't got-
what I was holding. ten much use lately, though," Leo 

"Christ. Yeah, it's mine. Thanks. said. 
I'm always dropping it somewhere." I "Oh, I plan to put it to good use 
handed it to him and climbed into this summer," I said smiling. 
the jeep beside him. We continued out to the deck with 

"You down here for the summer?" me behind, checking out his 
he asked as we took off. gorgeous ass again. 

"Yeah, I just finished college and "Nice view. I usually don't come 
decided to take it easy for a while." this way when I jog. Not until a cou-

lt was only a short drive to my pie of weeks ago," he said sitting 
place. I could have walked the cou- down in one of the lounge chairs. He 
pie of blocks with ease, but I wanted dangled one leg off of the chair and 
to spend a little more time with this pulled his other leg up towards his 
stud. WheX! we got the bike un- chest. This position offered me a 
loaded, I asked him if he'd like to great view of his bulging crotch. 
come in for a beer. "Yeah, the view's great. Especially 

"Sure, I'm thirsty as hell," he when you come jogging up the 
replied, much to my satisfaction. beach in those tight little shorts you 

"Do you own the Hot Tub wear," I said, smiling and dropping 
business?" I asked. my eyes to his crotch again . The 

"Yeah. It's a pain in the ass some- bulge was growing. 
times, but I like working for myself. "I've seen you sitting up here in 
You looking for a job down here?" your little shorts, too. I was tempted 

"I sure am, but most places aren't to carry a pair of binoculars with me 
even accepting applications yet." so I could get a better look, but I was 

"I'm hiring, and it would be great a little scared." 
seeing you around the tubs all sum- As he said this he got up out of 
mer," he said smiling. the lounge, came over and stood in 

I handed him the beer and sug- front of me. His big crotch was right 
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If it's 9 'ti ·· long and 6" around it's got to 
be Brian's' And what he does with it in 
this hot J/0 scene really works up a 
sweat . You will too! 

Five full color photos just $8.49. (Cali
fornia residents add 51c sales tax) Visa 
and MasterCard Welcomed' 
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pslg acts as AMG's 'catalog.' All Nl'D 
issuPs 17·35 $30. 4!"i classic posing 
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in front of my face. I was hard as a 
rock by then. He saw this, reached 
down and gave my cock a good 
squeeze. 

"Jesus," he said, "if I'd known it 
was this big I would have brought 
the binoculars with me when I first 
saw you." 

I reached up and ran my fingers 
along his hard shaft through the 
flimsy material of his pants. 

"Let's go inside where it's a little 
bit warmer and more private," I said 
standing up and heading for the 
door. He followed close behind. We 
were barely inside the door when he 
had his arms around me slipping his 
hands down the front of my pants. 

"Christ, I've wanted this since the 
first time I saw you," Leo said. 

"You're not the only one," I said 
as I reached down behind me and 
yanked his running pants down. 

I led him into the bedroom and . 
pushed him down onto the bed. His 
cock was nearly as big as Paul's 
huge horsecock. I buried my face 
between his legs as I slid his pants 
the rest of the way off. His crotch 
had a deliciously musky scent. I 
licked his balls, and started working 
my way up that long thick shaft. . 
When I got to that huge red head I 

TOTAL MALE ACTION! 
40% to 60% OFF front line total 
action oriented film , magazines, books. 
cassettes and thousands of other items of in
terest to today's adventuresome male! All 
model types lrom competition bodybuilders 
to eighteen year old surfers as featured in 
total action merchandise. 
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COLOR CATALOG ONLY 
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1
, We guarantee our prices are 

lower than any other co. for 
• equivalent merchandise. 

Send to: Dept. Please 
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THESE ARE SOME OF THE 
SUPER HARD, ALL COLOR GAY 

MAGAZINES AVAILABLE FROM 
. AR LOWE SALES. ALL HARD WET 

ACTION IN EXPLICIT COLOR. 
ISCOUNT PRICES, FAST DELIVERY 
ND YOUR COMPLETE SATISFAC
ION IS GUARATEED! SEE ORDER 

FORM BELOW FOR • TOLL FREE 

JI NO. 1 - END PLAY LR NO. 2 - TUMBlE IN: 
.ocal reporter Clay Hughes waits in Tumbling squad buddies, Ray Lane and Gary 

erroom for star halfback George Coldwell, can no longer resist their burning 
::onover anxious for George to get off need for each other. The buldge in Randy's 
.11form, Clay goes to work on his jod<, affter jockstrap. So after each get healty taste of 
;;ood dick socking, George pumps Clay's ass dick juice, Gary finds nut busting pleasure in 

they both cum! Gary's tight asshole! 

$15 COVER JUST $10 EA. ALL 6 JUST $50 

Marlowe Sales continues to bring 
you the best in hard all color films! 
From our stable of raw action flicks 
we bring you Lockerroom! Strong, 
young and well hung, these jocks 
really get into their favorite sport, 
hard action sex! That will dazzle 
your eyes! From the playing field 

to the lockerroom! 

LR NO. 3 - LOVE All: 
For Craig wining the tennis match means he 
gets the prize! In the lockerroom he shoves 

his jock in Don's mouth. Then Craig's 
talented asshole milks a hot load from Don's 
thick dick. Craig then mouth fucks Don and 

cums on his face! 

LR NO. 4 - POP MY FLY: 
The sight of pitcher Ray Connors big joint has 
Paul's ass itching! Paul waste no time and a 
thrust of his well rounded cheeks get Ray's 
attention! Seeking fulfillment in Pauls love 
hole, Ray takes a trip to cum heaven leaving 

both men covered in fuck juice! 
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OUR CATALOG IS 
-HERE'S JUST A SMALL SAMPLING-

E-JOY-CU-LATOR 
The ultimate masturbation device. Pneumatic pump lets you 
adjust grip to organ thickness. Correct grip can prevent loss 
of erection after orgasm, allowing you to come again & again. 
Embedded vibrator does all the work - you just relax. 
Gilt boxed. 

ORDER 
#R62 
$29.95 

~ , ~ . - . .-
~+~;- - -. 
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THE IMAGE 
OF MAN 
Pliable, yet firmly 
erect. Feels amaz
ingly like the real 
thing. 8 inches of 
man meat ready 
to do Its job. 

ORDER 
#R14A 
$9 

ERSATZ 
SPANISH FLY 
LIQUID 
A few drops 
In her drink 
should do the 
trick. 

MAGAZINES GALORE 
Full color titles found in adult 
bookstores, but not on newsstands. 
Avoid a trip to the bad part of town, 
order by mail. Save money, too. 
Values to $10 per title. 

ORDER 
#Y17 
$5 

MR.PUMPIT 
FOR PENIS 
ENLARGEMENT 
Expand it to its 
maximum potential 
with our exercizer. 
Penis enlargement 
book included free. 

ORDER #22 
$21.95 

SAUNA MODEL 
#28-$25 -

ORDER #X60A-S13 
THREE BIG BOSOM MAGAZINES 

ORDER #X62A-$13 
THREE BOY /GIRL ACTION MAGS. 

ORDER #X64-S13 
THREE LESBIAN ACTION MAGS. 

JOY JELLY 
Extra slippery Lover's 
Lubricant-flavored to 
make it even more exciting. 

ORDER #s: 
Y9A-Lemon-
lime 

Y9B
Strawberry 

Y9C -Passion 
fruit 

Y9D -Natural 

-
Y9E -Orange flA•c o 
S4 ea. l~~:~. ~~r 
All 5 for $17 

FREE- SIX DAISY 
COCK-RINGS 
A DYNAMITE 
EXCLUSIVE 
Our gift to you with any 
purchase of merchandise 
from this ad. 

#R37 By itself, 6 for $5 

"MR. INVADER" 
PLEASURE PROBES 
FLEXI-VIBES FOR PINPOINT 
TINGULATION 

EACH 
$9 
BOTH 
ONLY 
S17 

VBA VBC 

NEUMO PENIS AID 
NO STRAPS NEEDED 
Inner air bladder holds ii on. 
Can help to produce and sus
tain erection. Veined, Ille-like 
look & feel. 
ORDER #R6A 
6 inches-$15 
ORDER #R6B 
8 lnches-$17 

2-BOOK SET 
"Sexual Positions" and 
"Acts of love:· The most 
outstanding sex manuals 
ever published. Each one 
a $12.95 value. The Set 
Only $19.95 

:~ 

VIDEO SAMPLER 
Introduce yoursell to the 
world of hard sex on tape 
with our unique selection. 
An $89 VALUE-JUST 
$69. 

VHS 
FORMAT 
ORDER 
#W171A 

BETA 
FORMAT 
ORDER 
#W171B 

JONI'S BUTTERFLY 
Watch your woman's orgasmic 
potential take off and fly. Soll pli
able unit fits between the vaginal 
lips to stimulate the entire genital 
area. In some positions can be used 
during Intercourse to give both 
partners a joy ride they won't 
forget. 

ORDER #V14-$15 

ORIENTAL 
ERECTION RING 
Designed to maintain erec
tion as long as desired, 
even after orgasm. Well 
made, lasts for years. 
Easy snap lock & release. 

ORDER 
#R39 
$15 

COCKSUCKER 
Really good candy on a slick. In 
penis shape. Sneak one Into her 
desk drawer, She"ll love discovering 
your little surprise and eating II up, 

ORDER #V42, SI uch 
Min. Purchue: 5 

JUST THE 
CATALOG, PLEASE 
56 pages, some in full color. 
Includes films, photos, mag
azines, sex aids. novelties, 
video & 
more. 

~DER 1··~ 
"CAT." 

DYNAMITE SALES co., DEPT. TW-47 

P.O. Box 763 · Van Nuys, California 91408 



just teased it a little with my tongue. 
Leo let out groans of pleasure and 
pushed his crotch up off the bed into 
my face. I took his big cock quickly 
into my mouth, burying it deep in my 
throat. His moans were getting 
louder and his breathing heavier. I 
worked his cock in and out of my hot 
waiting throat slowly, wanting to pro
long the pleasure for both of us. 

"Get those clothes off and let me 
at that dick of yours, Chuck." 

I stripped quickly, releasing my 
own huge tool from the confining 
pants, and straddled his face. His 
tongue shot up and licked the drops 
of pre-cum that had formed at the tip 
of my rigid cock. He opened his 
mouth and I slipped my meat slowly 
down his waiting throat. He choked 
a little at first, but then he just 
opened his throat muscles and took 
it all in. His hot mouth felt great. I 
dropped down and buried my face 
over his huge prick until his pubes 
tickled my chin and his heavy cum
laden balls were right against my 
nose. I sniffed and sucked and 
swallowed. I hadn't had a cock like 
this down my throat in a couple of 
weeks, and I was horny as hell. We 
sixty-nined like this for a long time, 
stopping occasionally only to pro
long the ecstasy. I got down on my 

FREE PHONE SEX 
• Get off over the phone. Call our sexy 
,, .. ladles now 1 •901-452•5786 "'•• • 

• Girls, guys, couples and bi's names and • 
• phone numbers local who want to meet you • 
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•••••••••••••••••• 

PENETRATING 
GAY SCENES 

Danish porn importer has 
shock ing gay material. 
Sent in st ri ctes t confi
dence Names not put on 
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Samples S3 ENTERTAIN NT PRO. 1626 N. Wilcox, 
:. Giant Catalog S2 Dpt. HO-9 Hollywood, CA ~0028_ 

. -
a e o so -vagina- like materials that are 11, plrable, flesh-toned and super sensitive on 

your cock ..... Can wrap around and vibrate 
gently & adjust for medium or tight suction.1 Conceals easily. Feels like the real ·thing. 
Send $3 to: ENTERTAINMENT ENTITIES, 
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tSelf Masturbatio~ 
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Sexy awlnglng girls, gaya, couple• & bl'a namea & J 
phone /l's In your arN who want to meet you 
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P.O.Box22715,Memphla, TN38122 
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knees, lifted his legs and started rim
ming him. He was moaning louder 
and louder as my tongue darted in 
and out of his tight asshole. 

"Fuck me, Chuck. Please fuck 
me." 

I slid him further up on the bed 
and positioned my dripping cock at 
the opening of his ass. I started to 
ease it in slowly, but as soon as the 
head slipped past that tight sphinc
ter, Leo reached down and pulled me 
into him with a quick jerk. I started 
pumping my rigid cock into him 
slowly to give him the best fucking 
he'd ever had. His cock was so long I 
could reach it with my mouth as I 
fucked him. With every deep stroke 
more pre-cum oozed out of that 
massive shining head of his. I could 
only get a few inches of his dick 
down my throat while I fucked him, 
but that was enough. I could feel the 
cum start to churn down in my balls, 
and from the sounds Leo was mak
ing I knew he was close too. I started 
pumping his ass furiously. We both 
exploded at the same time. His cock 
popped out of my mouth when he 
started cuming, but I got it back in 
fast and only missed a few drops; 
and there was more than enough of 
his sweet cum gushing out of that 
huge throbbing cock to feed two 

SPECIAL 
OFFER!! 

hungry men. I felt like I emptied 
gallons of cum up his hot ass too. 
He loved it. 

We lay there for a few minutes like 
that, my slackening cock still up his 
ass. When I pulled it out, Leo let out 
another groan of pleasure. I laid 
down beside him, leaned over and 
licked the drops of cum off of his 
chest that I had missed. We kissed 
and played and talked all through 
that night. I told him about Paul, and 
he told me about some guy he had 
been seeing over the winter. It was 
nearly dawn when we finally went to 
sleep in each other's arms. 

I got up before Leo, went 
downstairs, made some coffee and 
brought some up to him. He opened 
his eyes sleepily, smiled and pulled 
me down to him on the bed. We 
kissed long and hard. We drank our 
coffee and headed for the shower. It 
was a great feeling lathering each 
other up and rinsing off. Afterwards, 
we dressed and sat down to a great 
breakfast that Leo made. I leafed 
through the mail and found a letter 
from Paul. It was short and to the 
point. It read: 

Dear Chuck, 
I'm finished in a couple of weeks 

and am looking forward to seeing 

This ad only! s1so PER GRAM 
That's right 1 We're so sure you 'll be amazed at the quality 
of Pure Caine1•i , that we are practically willing to give it 
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Pure Caine® quality. Pure Caine's® synthetic formulation 
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covery of a lifetime! If you insist upon the real deal, you ANDp~Rct-1ASE 
owe it to yourself to purchase Pure Caine® at spectacular WITH 
savings. Who knows? You may already be buying Pure 
Caine® on the streets for more than forty times our price: $1 .50 per gram 
(limit 10 grams) , $35.00 per ½ oz., $68 per oz. 

Pu re Caine® - a major chemical breakthrough! 
100% satisfaction guaranteed or money back 
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I 
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: __ 1 ounce $68.00 City ---- State_ Zip __ : 
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you. I miss you. Pick up some hot 
hunky stud for us, if you haven't 
already. 

Leo laughed. "If he's as good as 
you say he is there's nothing I'd like 
better than spending the summer 
splashing around in the tubs with 
two hot studs." 

I smiled. "It will be great." I 
agreed. 

ALL HOLDS 
BARED 
Continued from page 16 

that a sexual excitement was 
building in both men. Frankie expert
ly peeled off Derek's tights exposing 
his naked body and a cock that was 
fully aroused. Derek stood pumping 
his cock as Frankie removed his 
tights to show another pulsating 
cock. Both men stared at each other 
as they continued pumping their 
cocks and rubbing their sweaty 
bodies. Frankie slowly moved closer 
and closer to Derek and then with 
one last quick move grabbed Derek 
and the match was on again. But 
this time it took more the form of a 

dance than a wrestling match and 
music began to play. As the wres
tling dance proceeded it became 
more and more sexual and Derek 
didn't quite know what to expect 
next but he didn 't have to wait long. 
Frankie grabbed Derek's sweaty 
cock and placed it against his ass 
and pushed back onto Derek's cock. 
Derek felt his cock slide deep into 
Frankie's ass and the sensation was 
almost too much to bear. Everywhere 
he looked he could see his cock 
sliding in and out of Frankie's ass. 
The match was now over but the 
show was just getting good. Derek 
maneuvered Frankie onto his back 
and continued to enter him with in
creasing intensity. Frankie reached 
for his cock and began beating on it. 
When Derek couldn't stand it any 
longer, he released his cock from 
Frankie's ass, stood up flexing his 
muscles and shot a stream of cum 
high into the air and down on 
Frankie as Frankie· let loose a load 
of cum on his chest. Derek collapsed 
to his knees and fell on top of 
Frankie. Seconds later the mirrored 
ring was in total darkness. 

Frankie whispered into Derek's 
ear, "You just made at least a hun-

SPREAD OPEN 

SAVE NEARLY 30% 
OFF NEWSSTAND PRICE 
YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION (12 Monthly Issues) 
D Continental U.S.: $32.00 
D Canada/Foreign (submit in U.S. Funds): $41.00 
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D Master Charge D VISA 
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dred men very happy, horny and I'm 
sure caused a lot of orgasms." 

"You mean." said Derek. 
"That's right . There were a lot of 

eyes behind those mirroed walls." 
"Well if that's all it takes, you 've 

got yourself a partner if you want 
one." 

"We'll talk about that later, let's 
get out of here." 

Frankie and Derek went back to 
Frankie's house and curled up in 
front of the fireplace with a bottle of 
champagne to celebrate Derek's new 
career. 

Years went by and Derek and 
Frankie went their separate ways, 
but the mirrored ring match started 
Derek on a career that lasted for ten 
years. Derek's sexual need to per
form never ended and as he found 
out months after, a man named 
Grant promoted the mirrored ring 
match and as long as Derek was 
willing he would have a place to 
perform. 

Derek finished his shower, ate 
lunch and was relaxing on the patio 
of his Hollywood Hills home when 
the phone rang. He reached for the 
phone wondering what Grant had in 
store for him this time. 



au natural 

As a bonus to all you foreskin fanatics we've 
caught Giorgio Canili relaxed and willing to 
show it all off to everyone's delight. He's au 

natural in more ways than one! 

Photography by Nova 
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This hunk is probably the best advertisement we can think of 
for banning circumcision. He's all man any way you look at it. 

And if that well-honed body isn't great all by itself, he's still 
got that "little something extra." 

Photography by Nova 

SEPTEMBER 1982 I HONCHO 





TELL THE WORLD YOU'RE AFOII 
In the finest heavyweight cotton T-shirts: black/ white oval 
logo; white/ black oval logo; grey/ black stripes; white/ black 
stripes. S,M,L,XL. $7.50 each. Make checks payable to: FOX 
STUDIO, Box 641, Venice, CA 90291. 

TOTAL MALE ACTION! 
40% to 60% OFF front line total 
action oriented film, magazines, books, 
cassettes and thousands of other items of in
terest to today's adventuresome male! All 
model types from competition bodybuilders 
to eighteen year old surfers as featured in 
total action merchandise. 

OUR ILLUSTRATED 
COLOR CATALOG ONLY 

$

1
, We guarantee our prices are 

lower than any other co. for 
• equivalent merchandise. 

Send to: Dept. 'HO Please 
DAVID CARTER state that 
P.O. BOX972 you are 
VENICE,CA90291 over21. 
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is always ready to go! ~ 
C-14 Color slide sets ... $6 . 00 r' 
128, 129 or 249 Sets of 
B&W prints ..... $6 .00 each 
Add $1.50 postage. 
Californians , add 6% tax . 
State you are 21 years old . 

Kensington Road 
P.O. Box 347 Dept. H 
Long Beach, CA 90801 I 

DAVID LUST PHOTOGRAPHY 
470 Castro St., 207-No. 2172 H 

San Francisco, Ca. 94114 
"You must be 21 years old to ordar" 

5-B/W 5x7 .. .. . .. ... ..... $15.00 
Ten different sets available 

7 -Color Prints 4x6 ... . ... . .. $14.00 
Eight different sets available 

5-Color Slides . . . . . . . . . . . . . $11.00 
Six different sets available 

JO-rapid succession "action" Color Slides 
of Danny (pictured above} solo . . . $59.00 
2-Color Prints 5x7-Danny with his part
ners. Eight different sets avail. .... $11.00 
Add $1.00 postage ( 1st Class} per set. 
C• . residents add 6% sales tax . 
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VIDEO. FILMS. MAGAZINES 
Rush $2.00 for brochures to 

SURGE STUDIO • BOX 624 • HERMOSA BCH, CA 90254 
Please state you are over 21 and are not a member of any law enforcement agency. 

NOT VALID IN TEXAS AND TENNESSEE. 



There's nothing like the lush warmth 
of summer to inspire a man to get down to the buff and show it 

all off. Even with the thin covering of nylon around his hairy loins, the combination of 
water and sweat conspire to keep his assets in full view. You can almost feel the heat 

radiate from this hot honcho to challenge the abundant warmth of the sun. 

Photography by Richard © 
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The smooth tawny skin over his well honed muscles soaks up the rays of the 
sun as he basks in the freedom of nudity mixed with the joy of summer relaxa
tion. It wouldn't be hard to envy the gentle summer breezes as they whisper 
over those hirsute legs caressing the maleness between them. And, when the 
sun and need become too great, there's always a cooling spot in the shade 
and shelter of the trees. A little rustling in the underbrush is always fun! 
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PRESENTS 

THE BEST IN 
ALL MALE VIDEO 

ONLY $9 • 95 EACH! 

Join the Video By Mail Club 
Buy a VBM tape for just $69.95. Then buy a VBM Club Membership for $34.95. 
With your membership, exchange your VBM tapes for new titles for only $9.95! 

($3.50 shipping and handling charge per tape) 

ORDER NOW! 
CALL TOLL-FREE (800) 223-7930 IN NEW YORK CALL (212) 661-4788 

l'D LIKE TO ORDER THE VBM TITLES CHECKED 
Or Order by Mail: D I would like to join the VBM Club for a one-year membership. 

Enclosed Is S34 95 

D Please send me your full-color brochure AT $69. 95 EACH, p lus S3.50 shipping & handling per cassette . 

D Joe Gage's HANDsome D Al Parker is WANTED 
D Joe Gage's Closed Set D Al Parker in INCHES 
o Kansas City Trucking Co. o N.Y. Construction Co. 
D L.A. Tool & Die D Hotter than Hell 
D Arch Brown's Leather Bond • ... and God Created Men 
D Boys in the Sand D New York Men 
D Wakefield Poole's Bijou D Toby Ross' THE DIARY 
D Moving D PREVIEW TAPE $39.95 

Enclosed is $1 00 to cover hondllng 

My video format is • VHS D Beto 
Enclosed is $ __ QCheck f lMoney Order 
Viso/M .C . No. __________ _ 
Exp. Dote _____ Interbank No. 
NAME _____________ _ 
ADDRESS ____________ _ 

CITY _____ STATE __ ZIP ____ _ 

D Face to Face 
WATCH FOR ROGER in HUNK COMING SOON! 

Signature----------~-~ 
(I am over 21 yeo,s 01 ooel 

Mail to: VBM, 342 Madison Avenue, Suite 563, DEPT. 00, New York, NY 10017 

WE CAN GET YOU ANY VIDEO TITLE. PLEASE ASK US IF YOU WANT A FILM NOT ON THIS LIST. 



ALEX 
A private disco 
28 10th Ave. 10014 
(212) 924-8052 

THE ANVIL 
A wild private club 
500 W. 14th St. 10014 
unlisted 

BARBARY COAST 
If you' re man enough 
64 7th Ave. 10011 
(212) 675-0385 

THE EAGLE 
Leather/levi l)ot music 
21st at 11th Ave. 10011 
(212) 924-45~3/ 

EVERARQl 
Largest & hottest bath Chelsea 
28 W. 28th Si: 10011 -
(212) 9~9:_8913 

GLORYJHOLE 
Private man's club 

. 130 11th Ave. 10011 
·.i·._''(21] ) _929;3592 
-~1s~s'J'c~) 

Hot leather cruising· 
_ :,:14th St. al 9th Ave. 10011 

f u_iinlisted_Rm '~_;\; ___ -_-_·_ ;_ .;._-_ 
l" .. '.!i~lt11i!f'" - 0 

;MANEUVERS .. 
~ A new bar & lounge -

:-1;269 W. 23rd Sfr.10011 
r.:-..,~ (212) 929.91aa•' 
.,_ . . -·-:,i•,'.""· ;,._: 

HONCHO HANGOUTS: 
1
, NEW YORK 

Get a Hold on 
New York's 
CHELSEA 



CAPTURE THE POWER OF THESE TWO UNIQUE SCENTS. 

Dealer Inquiries 

Invited: 

Call Toll Free 

800-428-4433 

,- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -, 
Payment Enclosed : Check O Money Order O MAIL ORDER CUSTOMERS HO 
Money orders and credit cards GREAT LAKES PRODUCTS, INC. 
receive same day service. P.O. BOX 44288, FED. STATION 

I Charge my: Visa O MasterCard O \ INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA 46244 
1 

INSERT CARD NUMBER BELOW O I certi fy that I am over 21 , Signature: 

11 II t±f±J 11111 t:±:J I INTERBANt< 
MUSTA~PANYMC EXP DATE NAME ___________ _ 

---.HARDWARE ($6.00 a bottle, 2 for $10.00) $ --- ADDRESS 
__ QUICKSILVER ($6.00 a bottle, 2 for $10.00) $ __ 

EncloM $1.00 for Pollage I handllng. 

"WORLD'S FIRST CHOICE IN NITRITE-BASED ODORANTS" 

_, 
.~·~ 

I 
< 

):~ 

/ 
, -~·,. 
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