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'ti e f.O beating your dic~~now?" Ton.~i .... i:'-1: 

grow/eel. "Damn right. I'm beatin' it reJ,'.~,,,;; 
hard, too. I just dribbled pre-cum on::..t .. .,. 
tlie inside of this phone booth, and·- ·· 
now/it's runnin' down the glass." 

'-._,~ ··.,~~~:~. ;,_:: .. ~?:· -~ -;:::\· 
By Mario Mangiacazzo • Phot~~~d~?-~~~~. ~-- .·. · 

After two-and-a-half years of masocliists ,eagerlyl wciofed down ·., 
churning out countless porno stories · Alpo out ofooggie bowls while their 
for a leading gay magazine, Tony had masters plowed their buttholes with 
hit the rock-bottom of his writer's • · oversized, obsidian dildos. 
slump. He had written some of the Charlie Savage, Tony's editor at 
most inventive jack-off stories,,,J.6 ~-~'L#l magazine, encouraged him to 
trade, covering a vast expa.nse_!of~--.;~ventu __ . r __ e;i.nto "the twilight zo_ ne of 
erotic terrain . He had managed to . .sex;';.,as he liked to call it, ·and he'd 
devise a myriad of variations on tlie .• often .... eg·g Tony on to greater 
basic blow-job and ass,fuck;fa•s~well~Poutrageousness by telling him how - ~,,...._ , ........... ,._ .... -- ~ , .... _-, ----. 

.as explore-and invent-=-otb_er,\_more ' he -_had shot a huge load while line-
: outre gay sex acts. In Tony'sJ!c)iye·.>,. editing his copy. Tony loved the idea 

universe, construction workers··· , ~ of.guys working up their rods and 
fucked and sucked 'on :steel girders •.. · gushing gobs of thick, hot cum over 
at dizzying altitu"des; ;nice Catho_lic his stories. Sometimes when his 
boys seduced 'their'::p.ri-ests after,-_·· inspiration flagged, he'd conjure up 
catechism!le·ssons; :and leashed ··.·:...~ the vision of thousands of sexy, 

--lf•~~.:~ ·- ~~~- ~-.. ~ . --,- -
. --. - . 
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naked men beating their dicks as 
they pored over his porn. This usually 
got his creative juices flowing again, 
but now, in his present torpor, 
nothing seemed to work. He felt 
played out, devoid of ideas. He 
envisioned his imagination as a 
giant, limp dick that was totally 
spent. 

Tony stared at the blank sheet of 
paper trapped in his typewriter. As 
he waited for ideas to take shape in 
his head, he rubbed the basket of his 
501 jeans with his right hand. Some 
writers can't work unless they've got 
a cup of coffee or some booze at 
hand; Tony needed that solid lump in 
his jeans to sustain his creative 
energies. But now even his dick was 
letting him down. Despite all his 
vigorous rubbing and squeezing, it 
stubbornly refused to rouse itself. 
What was he to tell Charlie, who had 
been patiently waiting for him to 
produce a masterful piece of fuck
fiction for nearly a week? That he 
was played out? That he had 
exhausted all the possibilities of 
man-to-man sex? The thought made 
him even more anxious, and he 
groped his unresponsive dick more 
vigorously. 

Tony's gloom-bubble, which was 
quickly surrounding and enveloping 
him, suddenly burst when his phone 
r~ng. "H'lo?" he mumbled into the 
mouthpiece. 

"Hi," breathed a husky, male 
voice. 

"Who's this?" Tony asked. 
"My name's Ned. I been reading 

your stuff, and I think it's real hot." 
Tony smiled. A jack-off call. Okay, 

fella, I'll play along. Got nothing else 
to do right now. 

"You like my stories, eh?" 
"Damn right. They get me real 

wild. They give me a lotta ideas, if 
you know what I mean." 

"Yeah, I do. Tell me, which stories 
turned you on the most?" 

"I really dug the one about the 
three guys trapped in the elevator." 

"Yeah? What about it?" 
The voice hesitated for a moment. 

"Well, uh, I liked the part where the 
Puerto Rican kid made the executive 
pull his pants down and spread his 
asscheeks so the kid could get a 
good look at what he was gonna 
stick his dick into." 

"You liked the humiliation aspect 
of it?" 

"Yeah. Hey, what the fuck, is this a 
0 
~ reader's survey, or something? I 
~ didn't call so you could ask me a lot 
~ of questions." 
o Tony apologized for having 
it violated j/o phone etiquette. "Why 
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don't you just say what's on your 
mind," he soothingly told the caller. 

"Okay. Well, I guess somebody 
who writes all those hot stories must 
be a pretty hot stud himself. I'll bet 
you're real hot, huh?" 

"That's what they tell me." 
"Betcha got a big, juicy dick on 

ya, don't ya? I bet it's real long and 
thick." 

"Yeah. I'm hung pretty big, it's 
true." 

"I knew it. I bet when you sit at 
your desk, writin' all those hot 
stories, your dick is hard as a rock, 
and practically poppin' outta your 
pants." 

"Yeah, that happens a lot." 
"I bet you're rock-hard right now, 

aren't ya?" 
"Well ... " Tony was about to say 

"Not exactly," but when he squeezed 
what he expected to be a limp dick, 
he discovered that, yes, he was 
indeed rock-hard. 

"Yeah," Tony panted, with genuine 
excitement. "Yeah, my cock is so 
fuckin' hard it hurts, man. Jeez, it 
really does. I wish like hell I had a 
mouth or an ass to stick it into." 

"Wow, I wish I was there to help 
you out. I got a real talented mouth, 
and a big hairy ass with a hungry 
hole. I'd love to have a hot stud like 

tugged them down slightly past his 
hips. His dick was poking out of the 
fly of his snug-fitting boxer shorts, 
and it was drooling in anticipation of 
a cum-shoot. Tony wet his finger in 
the clear nectar oozing from his dick
slit. Then he put his moistened 
fingertip to his lips. The piquant 
taste of his own pre-cum forced his 
already frisky libido to take a 
quantum leap. He pulled his turgid 
cockshaft out of his shorts and 
gripped it with his fist. 

"I got my dick out," Tony panted. 
"Oh man, it's so fuckin' big and hard 
I can barely get my hand around it. 
And it's droolin' juice like crazy." 

"Oh, wow!" the caller exclaimed. 
"Hey, I'm gonna jerk off, too." 

"Where are ya?" 
"I'm in a phone booth, man. Right 

on the street, not far from where you 
are." 

"You're in midtown? Be careful, 
man, somebody might see you." 

"Shit, who cares? I gotta come. 
I'm havin' a hard time gettin' my dick 
out, though. It's so big and hard it's 
like I got a sword buried in my 
pants." 

"Yeah, a pork sword. Tell me about 
it, what it looks like. Tell me about 
your dick, Ned." 

As the caller began describing his 

Writing fuck fiction at BALLS 
MAGAZINE was a fun job until Tony 
got writer's block. But then he got a 
hot jack-off call from a reader, which 

started his fingers flying: first over his 
. dick, then over his typewriter keys. 

you puttin' it to me." 
"Yeah, but what can I do?" 
Tony knew damn well what he 

could do. He just hoped that the 
caller knew, too, and would suggest 
it. 

"You could work on your dick 
while I talk to you, man." 

"Yeah, I guess I could. I could 
unzip right now, haul it out and beat 
it under my desk, and no one will 
notice." 

"Do it!" the voice whispered 
urgently. "Do it, man, and I'll beat my 
meat, too." 

Uh-oh, I'm gonna get crazy, Tony 
told himself. He slumped in his chair 
and pushed himself back a few 
inches from his desk. He undid his 
belt, unsnapped his pants and 

meat, Tony began pumping his. He 
had his own office, and his boss was 
out to lunch. No one would intrude. 

"Well," the caller said, "I got about 
eight-and-a-half inches, uncut. Right 
now I'm peel in' back the foreskin, 
nice and slow. The head's all swollen 
and wet, and oh man, it smells funky. 
Real strong, from all the dick cheese 
that's been buildin' up. I swear, the 
smell is fillin' up the whole phone 
booth. It's drivin' me wild, man, the 
smell of my own meat is gettin' me 
wild. You oughta be here so you can 
smell it. Then maybe you'd wanna 
lick it. That's right, Tony, I bet you'd 
love to lick my funky-smellin' dick." 

Tony let out a low moan as he 
squeezed his hard-on. His dick felt 
powerful, authoritative, like a royal 

7 
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sceptre. He rubbed his head with the 
palm of his hand; the sensation was 
so intense that he flinched. 

"Are you beating your dick now?" 
Tony growled. 

"Damn right. I'm beatin' it real 
hard, too. Know what I just did? I 
slammed it against the inside of the 
phone booth, and I got pre-cum on 
the glass. It's runnin' down the glass 
right now." 

" Oh man, that's so fuckin' hot. You 
really got me goin'. Now I'm gonna 
have to get my rocks off." 

"Do it, Tony. We'll come together." 
Tony grabbed his thick fuckstake 

with both hands and started 
pumping. He slapped his dick 
against his flat, hairy belly and 
watched the leaking pre-cum soak 
the curled black hairs. He rubbed his 
crotch and balls with one hand and 
then covered his bearded, angular 
face with his hand, inhaling his own 
sex-smell . · 

"Are you doin' it?" the caller 
urgently whispered. 

"Sure am. Ohhhh, shit. I think I'm 
gonna cum .. . " 

"Don't! Hold back, man, hold 
back! I ain't ready yet!" 

"Okay, okay. I'm squeezin' my dick 
at the base now so I won't cum. 
Whew. It worked, Ned. I won't cum 
just yet." 

"Good. Are you still leakin' pre
cum?" 

"Yeah. Like a fuckin' faucet." Wait 
a sec, Tony thought. Who, outside of 
porno writers and other profes
sionals, uses the term "pre-cum"? 
He figured it out quickly: the guy 
reads lots of porn, so he simply 
picked up on the lingo. 

"Okay, Tony. Why don't you lick 
that juice off your fingers." 

Tony did as the caller suggested. 
He gathered a pearl of pre-cum on 
the tip of his index finger and put it 
to his lips. It had its customary salty 
taste, but its savor was spicier than 
usual. Must be the Thai food from 
last night, Tony thought. 

"I tasted my dickjuice, man," Tony 
told Ned, the caller. "It tastes real 
strong. Spicy." 

"That's because you're Spanish, 
man." 

Tony chuckled to himself. He was 
really Italian, but he used "Tony La 
Pinga"-Tony the dick-as his nom 
de porn. 

"Yeah," Tony replied. "Hot Spanisl" 
blood, and a hot Spanish dick." 

"I hear you, man, I hear you. Now 
why don't you pump that hot dick 
some more, and I'll work on mine. 
Let's tell. each other when we're 
about to come." 
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Tony agreed and began pumping 
his overwrought meat to its well
deserved climax. He cupped his taut 
ball-sack in one hand and tugged on 
his fat nuts while he worked his dick. 
The thick, forked vein that ran down 
the entire length of his reddened 
dickshaft stood out like the Amazon 
on a topographical map of South 
America. Tony felt his orgasm 
bubbling up from his balls. 

"I'm gonna blow, man!" he blurted 
into the phone. 

"Me, too, stud. I'm gonna pop any 
second now!" 

Tony let go of his balls and began 
beating his meat with both hands. 
He slapped it against the edge of his 
desktop, and some juice darkened 
the varnished, blond wood. He 
jacked off frantically, and as the first 
cum-spasm shook his upper body, he 
barked into the phone, "I'm cummin', 
I'm cummin'!" 

"Me too!" cried Ned. 
Tony closed his eyes, and, with 

both hands gripping his sexpole, he 
erupted. The orgasm was stagger
ingly intense; he shook from its force 
like an inexperienced marksman 
thrown by the recoil of a rifle. When 
he opened his eyes, he saw gobs of 

AROOffi· 

cum on his typewriter keys and 
streaming dowh the piece of paper 
stuck in the carriage. As he 
recovered, he wiped the cum-blobs 
off the paper and the typewriter keys 
with his fingers. He then stuck the 
cummy fingers in his mouth and 
sucked them clean. 

"God, that was great," Tony 
moaned into the phone. 

"Yeah, same here. You wouldn't 
believe how much I shot, man. It's all 
over the place." 

A moment of silence. Then: "Well, 
it was nice gettin' off with you . 
'Bye." The phone went dead before 
Tony could thank the caller for a hot 
time, before he could say, "Let's do 
this again sometime." Tony shrugged 
regretfully, then stuffed his wilting, 
wet dick back into his pants. Gotta 
get back to work, he told himself. He 
tore the wet piece of paper out of the 
typewriter carriage and inserted a 
fresh sheet. He stared at it for a few 
seconds, and then his fingers 
attacked the keys. Several hours 
later he presented Charlie, his editor, 
with a ten-page, double-spaced entry 
about a blindingly handsome but 
lonely porno movie star who was 
unable to form a loving relationship 
Continued to page 12 
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DIAL-A-HEAD 
9ontinued from page 9 

with another man. All his sexual 
contact was limited to his on-camera 
antics; off-camera, he tended to sit 
home alone and brood while obses
sively watching videotapes of his 
fuck films. The character was a 
hybrid of Norma Desmond from 
Sunset Boulevard, Laura from The 
Glass Menagerie, and Casey 
Donovan. Then one day the star got a 
hot phone call from one of his fans. 
Thus began a torrid telephone jlo 
relationship, which eventually 
culminated in the lonely porno star 
and his admirer actually becoming 
lovers. Charlie loved the story. He 
gave Tony an approving pat on the 
ass and sent him back to the type
writer to "turn out more of this good 
stuff." 

A week later, however, Tony sank 
into another slump. No ideas; all 
burned out. It was late Monday after
noon, and Tony had nothing to show 
for his day's work except the 
crumpled sheets of paper heaped on 
the floor alongside his desk. When 5 
o'clock rolled around, he tried to 
slink past Charlie's office unnoticed, 
but his editor sensed his departing 
presence and looked up from his 
work. 

"How's the swry coming, Tone?" 
"Uh, slow, Charles. Pretty slow." 
"Deadline's Thursday, y'know." 
"Yeah, yeah, I know." 
The next morning Tony slipped a 

fresh sheet of paper into his type
writer and stared at it. He concen
trated hard, as if by sheer will he 
could make words, sentences, para
graphs, appear on the paper. 
Nothing. Shit, Tony thought. If this 
continues much longer, I better look 
for a job at Field and Stream. And 
then the phone rang. Tony grabbed it 
and gave a dispirited "Hello." He 
perked up instantly when he heard 
the voice at the other end. It was 
Ned! The same husky whisper, the 
same trashy, uninhibited talk. This 
time, though, he told Tony about 
experiences he said he had with his 
uncle and two male cousins when he 
was a teenager. How his uncle's 
unshaven face would scratch Ned's 
smooth asscheeks while the older 
man rimmed him. How he'd get 
fucked by one cousin while the other 
one fucked the fucker. Tony had no 
idea whether it all was the raw truth 
or pure horseshit, but Ned related 

the incidents with such heavy
breathing_ ardor that Tony didn't 
really care. At the start of the call 
Tony undid his pants and whipped 
his dick out, and by the time they 
finished talking, he had shot a load 
that sailed up and onto the blank 
paper set in the typewriter carriage. 
Once again Ned signed off with, "It's 
been nice gettin' off with you." 

AfterTony recovered from his 
orgasm, he removed the cummy 
paper from his typewriter and 
inserted a fresh sheet. And before 
the day was over, he had produced a 
story about gay incest in a small, 
rural community in the deep South. 
The story was told in the form of 
diary entries written by a sensitive, 
bright teenager who happened to be 
sucking and fucking with every post
pubescent male in his extended 
family: 

"Uncle Lemuel was reading the 
Bible aloud to me, enunciating every 
word in his precise, school-teacher
ish manner. But I detected some
thing unaccustomed under his stern, 
pedagogical tone, a slight nervous 
wobble, as if he were having trouble 
concentrating on the Holy Writ. Sud
denly he closed his Bible and set it 
down on the bed. 'Son,' he began, 
his voice ever so quavery, 'I been 
watchin' you a whole lot lately, and I 
noticed that you're becomin' a man 
right fast. Right fast. I seen you out 
there pitchin' hay, your shirt off and 
them big muscles of yours jes' 
gettin' bigger all the time. And I .. . 
oh, Lord, help me, but I like to . .. " 
I smiled at Uncle Lemuel and inno
cently asked, 'Like to what, Uncle 
Lemmy?' I knew goddamn well what 
my uncle wanted, and I spread my 
legs to give him a good view of it. It 
was throbbing, and pressing hard 
against the crotch of my denim over
alls . .. " 

Charlie loved the story; he titled it 
"Southern Comfort" (too obvious, 
Tony thought) and used it as the lead 
fiction piece in the December issue 
of Balls. After that, Tony got a call 
from Ned once a week. Ned would 
talk about anything-a hot guy he 
saw in the street, and what he'd like 
to do to him, some depraved incident 
from his past, an especially vivid 
fantasy-and Tony would embroider 
outrageous details on the bare 
bones of Ned's reports. They'd talk 
each other to an orgasm, Ned would 
end the call with "Nice gettin' off 
with you" and Tony would hit the 
typewriter and produce a story. It 
was alchemy, with Tony transforming 
the raw material of Ned's breathy 
telephone talk into hot porn via their 
Continued to page 67 
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PRIDE AND JOY 

THIS GUY'S GOT PLENTY GOING FOR HIM; THAT'S PLAIN TO SEE. A THICK 
THATCH OF BLACK HAIR, AN INTENSE, INQUIRING STARE, AND A MOUSTACHE 

FRAMING LIPS THAT CAN DO A LOT MORE THAN WHISTLE. BUT HIS REAL 
PRIDE AND JOY NESTLES BETWEEN HIS LEGS. C'MON INSIDE AND HE'LL 

SHOW YOU HOW IT WORKS. 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CLOSE-UP PRODUCTIONS 
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PRIDE AND JOY 

OUR YOUNG STUD'S PRIDE AND JOY IS WORKING SO WELL THAT HE'S GOT TO GIVE IT HIS 
UNDIVIDED ATTENTION. HE TRIES TO GO FOR A RIDE ON HIS TEN-SPEED BIKE, 

BUT IT POPS OUT OF HIS GYM SHORTS AND SAYS, "HOLD IT, FELLA. YOU'RE NOT GOING 
ANYWHERE YET." 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CLOSE-UP PRODUCTIONS 
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PRIDE AND JOY 

"OKAY," THE EXASPERATED YOUNG STUD SIGHS. "YOU'RE GONNA GET WHAT'S 
COMING." HE HOPS OFF THE BIKE, STRIPS OFF THE SHORTS, AND GIVES HIS 

NEEDY MEAT THE EXERCISE IT CRAVES. AND JUDGING BY ITS ERECT POSTURE, 
IT'S MORE THAN UP TO THE TASK AT HAND. 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CLOSE-UP PRODUCTIONS. 
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•WANTED• 
By Robert N. Boyd • Illustration by Richard White 

Young, skinny, wiry fellows not 
over eighteen. Must be expert 

riders willing to risk death 
daµy. Orphans preferred. 

WAGES $25 per week. Apply, 
Central Overland Express, 

Alta Bldg., Montgomery St. 
Jeb was nineteen-well, almost nineteen. Sick 

and:tired of slaving fourteen hours a day for old 
man Jorgensen at the livery stable, he had torn this 
ad out of the paper and had gone straight to the 
Alta Building on his lunch break. Now, standing in 
front of Mr. Majors' desk, Jeb felt his armpits 
dampening with nervous perspiration. Jeb wanted 
this job real bad. 





"Well, now, I don't know," Mr. Ma
jors drawled, "you ain't nearly as 
skinny as the boys we've been hirin'. 
How tall are you?" 

Jeb nervously cleared his throat 
and lied about his height, subtracting 
an inch and a half from his true size. 
"Five feet, five-inches, sir." 

Majors eyed him skeptically. "How 
much do. you weigh, boy?" 

Again, Jeb lied. "A hundred and fif
teen, sir." 

"More like a hundred and twenty
five," the bearded man frowned. 
"Take off your shirt. Let's have a look 
at you." 

Two years of pitching hay, groom
ing horses and learning to black
smith had done more for Jeb's mus
cles than he had realized. Until now, 
he had thought of himself as skinny. 
He had been anxious to develop a 
large, muscular physique like his bro
ther Carl; but it had seemed as 
though the day would never come. He 
expected to be skinny forever. But 
now! Now, taking off his shirt for Mr. 
Majors' inspection, Jeb was afraid 
his rapidly developing muscles would 
keep him from becoming a Pony Ex
press Rider. 

He tugged on the flannel shirt, 
pulling it out of the loose-fitting 

subtract. As a livery boy, he had 
become an expert rider and could re
shoe his own horse. 

"What's you full name, boy?" 
"Jebediah Nielson." 
"Very well, Mr. Nielson. As soon as 

you can make arrangements, your 
new job is as a Pony Express Rider. 
Say goodbye to your brother. You're 
goin' to Utah Territory." 

* * * 
On his way to the main Pony Ex

press station at Salt Lake City, Jeb 
rode relief, giving the other young 
riders a break from their daily routes. 
He crossed the vast plains of the 
Nebraska Territory, awed by the mag
nificent panorama of his country's 
virgin expanses. 

By day, he rode his horse at a lei
surely pace. They were only required 
to cover ten miles in an hour's time, 
despite all the romantic tales of hell
bent for leather riders galloping fran
tically ahead of a cloud of dust kick
ed up by horses' hooves. At night, he 
slept in whichever of the stations he 
found himself. 

His first night had been at a sta
tion in the Kansas Territory, and it 
still seemed like a part ofoivilization. 
Penetrating deeper into Nebraska, 
however, a sense of the loneliness of 

When he answered the ad for a Pony 
Express rider, Jeb didn't know there 

would be a hot cock waiting for him at 
every new station in the Nebraska 

Territory. The Old West was a hof place! 

home-spun britches, and unbuttoned 
it, exposing his adolescent torso to 
the man who held his future in the 
palm of his hands. Jeb's muscles 
were lean and taut, his abdomen flat, 
his hips narrow. Mr. Majors seemed 
to take forever to make up his mind. 

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose 
you're skinny enough. The life of a 
rider ain't an easy one, and I guess a 
boy has got to have a little bit of 
strength on his bones. Okay. You can 
put your shirt back on." 

As Jeb rebuttoned the shirt, he an
swered Majors' next question about 
being 'an orphan. "My Ma died when I 
was too young to recall. My Pa was 
killed in a brawl. I live with my 
brother Carl and his wife Hilda." 

In answer to other questions, Jeb 
said that Hilda had taught him to 
read and do letters and to add and 
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the frontier began' to permeate his 
bones. The stations were not far 
apart, but the distances between 
them seemed to increase. His loneli
ness became more acute as the 
country became wilder and more 
threatening. 

His third night found him at the 
station near Chimney Rock. The sta
tion manager was a man in his early 
thirties named William, the small 
cabin itself was the home station of 
a sixteen-year-old rider named John
ny. Jeb joined the two of them for a 
delicious stew of buffalo meat and 
listened, enthralled, as they told stor
ies of Indian war parties- Kiowas, 
Sioux, Utes, Paiutes, and Shoshones. 
Every now and then a station was 
burned or a rider ambushed. It didn't 
happen very often, but it paid to keep 
a lookout - the farther west you 

rode, the sharper the lookout should 
be. 

It was a two-room cabin. William 
slept in the backroom; the rider had a 
bunk in the frontroom. The bunk was 
big enough for two, but just barely
two "skinny, wiry, young fellas" 
would have to sleep very close to 
each other. 

After William turned in, Jeb and 
Johnny continued to talk. Johnny 
managed to tell some stories that 
caused Jeb's hair to stand up on his 
neck. He told of a fourteen-year-old 
rider who was ridden down by a pack 
of Paiutes. The rider had managed to 
kill seven Indians before getting him
self killed. His arrow-riddled body 
had been discovered by another 
rider. 

Johnny, standing in front of the dy
ing fire in the fireplace, took off his 
cowhide shirt. "Time for bed, Jeb. 
Y'all've gotta ride out in the mornin'." 
He moved to the bunk, sat down, and 
removed his boots. When he stood to 
remove his cowhide britches, he 
looked into Jeb's eyes. "We gotta 
sleep together, Jeb. And us riders, we 
sleep nekked, you know." He drop
ped his britches and stepped out of 
them: , 

Jeb didn't know why, but tt,e sight 
of Johnny's slender, n~ked body, re
vealed in half-tones by the ,light of 
the embers from the fire, excited him. 
He always wore long-johns to bed; he 
had n!3ver slept naked. For reasons 
he couldn't pinpoint, the idea of 
sleeping nude with another boy 
seemed thrilling, almost as much of 
a thrill as his 'first day out, all alone 
against the world. And yet . .. 

He was modest. He had stripped 
down to his long-johns but was find
ing it difficult to force himself 10 take. 
them off. 

"What's the matter?" Johnny v.nis
pered. "Ain't you never sl~pt with 
another guy before?" He walked 
across the dirt floor to where Jeb still 
stood by the fire, and placed a friend
ly hand on Jeb's shoulder. "We're 
both riders! That means we're like 
brothers. Closer than brothers. Come 
on. Get ·outta them lbng-johns and 
let's git in bed." 

Jeb was acutely aware of Johnny's 
tolaJ!y naked body standing right 
next to him as he slowly undid the 
buttons down the front. He strl!ggled 
out of the sleeves. Then he held the 
upper part as he stood first on his 
right leg to pull them off his left leg, 
then reversed the process to pull the 
lorig-johns off his right leg. 

Johnny helped him to maintain his 
balance by placing one hand on his 
Continued to page 29 
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BR/11/l BOUNO 

This bronze carioca from Brazil can usually be found on the beaches of Rio. 
There he shows off his athletic, sensual body in swimsuits that barely conceal 

the juicy treasure between his legs. But he 's also at home-
if not exactly comfortable-in bondage. 

Photography by Kristen Bjorn 
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BRAZIL BBU#B 

Having his cock and balls bound up gets him all worked up. The scratchy kiss 
of the rope makes his meat rise, swell and strain against its confinement. 

You know what he likes even better? Having his foreskin tied off with a length 
of cord. After a few tugs on that cord he'll be writhing in sweet torment. 

Photography by Kristen Bjorn 

DECEMBER 1983 I HONCHO 





BRAZIL BOUND 

This Brazilian bottom is both versatile and eager to please. He'll try out all 
kinds of restraints, and he immediately adopts the proper submissive 

postures. Those hands go behind his back faster than he can say "Sir!", but 
he'll also move them pretty quick if you want to get at that ripe ass. 

Photography by Kristen Bjorn 
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BRAZIL BOUND 

And now, the piece-of-no-resistance: Brazilian cock, bound inch by erect inch. 
He squirmed and moaned as the cord bit into his sensitive skin but his glinting 

eyes said, "Don't stop!" Run a hand over his chest and tweak those hard 
nipples. Then tighten those cock-restraints. That'll be enough to send the boy 

from Brazil right over the edge. 

Photography by Kristen Bjorn 
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WANTED · 
Continu~ from page 20 

shoulder and the_ dtliler hand low on . 
hi& hip. Too low on Jeb's hip. Jeb ,felt 
Johnny's hand.squeeze lightly. He 
glanced over at_ J9~nny, When Jeb_ 
beht over, his eyes were patalle! with 
Johnny'.s qic~. 'Nb longer hanging 
lilTIP, if .was·stiffenirig an.d sticking 
out 1:1t an angie. J_eb'·s own pock stir
red .. .itJ he sigh,t of i). This wa& some
thirg entirely new for J_eb. He liked it. 

Just.as he freed -his foot- fro1T1 the 
long-johns; jeb losthis-,balance and 
started to fall ,forwari:L Suddenly, 
Johnny's arms were wrapped around 
hir:TI; hqlding f\irri Oprig~t Jeb 
reached out, and now his arms, too, 
were wt~pped around the other._ boy; 
holding tightly, becoming aware of 
the warm, sensuous feel of nude 
flesh. . 

The close embrace lasted only a 
few ·s.econds, hut during tha,t sho_rt 
time Jeb becam·e aware of the odor 
ofcowhi~e on Johnny's body-a rug
ged, pungent .aroma.;thc1,t quickened 
his p_ulse ar'id caused h.is dick to 
swell with renewed excitement. His 
cock pre.ssed i;lQSinst John_ny's, ' 
Which he·now realizea.wasnudging 
his own groin. He started to pull 
aw·ay; put found thafJohhM ~as 
deliberately prolonging their intimate 
contact, Despi,e himseif, his cock 
was getting harder-. . 

Slowly-, Johnny's right hand sUd 
dowhUie contourof Jeb's left but.
tock, then glided.towa~d the front. It 
came to test. as it ge,ntly took hold of 
Jeb's c,ock. · . . 

S6meJhing insiqe told Jeb that :this 
was wrong; something else insisted 
that it didn't matter, that their close
ness felt too go9d t'o be called wrc;mg 
- ho\¥ could something so good be 
wrong? Pijrt of him wanted to reject 
t~e-Rl'eiisure that was coflsuming 
him; and yet',.he could hot b~ing , 
hhnSelf .to turn his back bn this, the 
newest adventure ir,i a life he had de
cided to de\'Ote to new experiences. 

Th·e feel of Johnny's hand slowly 
stroking his ,throbpil)g tool, the smell 
of.Jqhnny's .body, the feel of that ' 
smooth s.kin"7'all o.f it was causing 
his.head .to swim ·in a sea of ,delight 
hit,herto _unknown! As thoug,h they 
had minds of t,heir own, Je~•s hands 
slid,lm,yer down johnny's l;>acK, tenta
tively feeling the plump fleshiness of 
the boy's sma:11, smoot ti buns. 

"Let's get in bed," Johnny whis
pered, His·words punctuat~d ~Y · 
sharp, loud snore~ coi'nin.g from the 
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backroom. He led
0

Jeb to the bunk, 
whictf consisted Of a bare mattress 
covered by two woolen blankets. He 
threw the blankets b1:1_ck and lay . 
down, his'slender body _almo;st invisi
ble now that the-fire'had died so low. 

jeb crawled onto the punk n¢xtto 
Johnny; the two of them, p~essed 
thei r. naked bodies together. Stiff 
young cocks prodded against firrn 
yourig abdomens'. Hands coarsened 
by leather bridles ahd reins.grabbed 
small, but fleshy, buns. For a-time, 
they writhed against eac.h other this 
way,, dicks rubbing, foreskir:ii:; peeled 
back to expose their cockt"ieads to 
wild ,sensations. . . 

Wordlessly, Johnny nudged Jeb 
backward, disengaging hirnself from 
their frenetic embrace. Johnny crawl
ed between Jeb's legs and ran .his 
hah.ds over firm, ripening muscles. 

deb's cock throbbed in eager anti
cipation-of what? He didn't know 
what to do, except to wall.ow in the 
fant~stic sensual _pleasure of bodily 
contact. Neither did he know 
Johnny's .reason for assuming this 
unusual position. He allowed himself 
to be guided by tHe more experienced 
rider. ·, . 

~µddenly, he felt a wahl\.~oisture 
on his right tit, just as Johnny begah 
to stroke his cocl< . .Th.e sensation 
was ecstatic 'and ~e r:noar:ied wlth un
expecteq ,delight. The rrihistiiess, • 
which was Johrirw's mouth lic,king 
arid nibbling, .moved across his chest 
to his left nipple,' .tHen qown thefront 
of his body. Johnny's hands_ nudged 
urid~r Jeb's legs, lifted them up, g_uid-
ed them up and over·._ . 

'rhen J.eb experienced the most 
thrilling and preaswaple sensation of 
his life: Johnny's h<:>t, wet mouth cov
ere,Q the h!3ad of Jeb's cock. Refle,x
ively, Jeb tightensq his legs around 
Johnny aryd hi~ cock urged its way 
deeper into the other rider's mouth. 

Johnr:1¥'s hc1nds seemed to be , 
everywhere at once, at t imes gentle, 
at other t' imes rough, at all times 
stimulating. Jeb had never realized 
that his whole body was so sensitive 
to the touch' of another human being. 
H,is cbck pulsated with delight a17d 
phmged deep into Johnny's throat. 

Suddenly, Johnny's mouth was no 
longer wrapped around ~eb's cock; it 
was licking a t(ail dovyn its rigid 
length to his balls, Johnny's hand 
grasped Jeb'.s cock as _his tongue 
licl<ed Jeb's hairless nutsack, then 
progressed ev_en lower to the area be
tween his balls and his ass. Johnny's 
hand moved the foreskin back arid · 
forth over the head of Jeb's dick 
while his tongue edged closer to his 
ass. Continued to page 62 
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He stepped away from the urinal. The 
man's tongue stopped stroking his 

asshole although it remained lolled out 
of his gaping mouth, quivering as 

though it were still hungry for the taste 
of cum and anal flesh. 

By Roland Graeme • Illustration by Michael Thom@s 

It was like any other leather 
bar-gloomy and raunchy. The gener
al effect was eerie, modified by a 
touch of the ludicrous and the de
pressing, and Alan was disappointed. 
His fuck-buddy Peter had insisted 
that this was the hottest cruising 
spot in town when the two friends 
had planned their activities for the 
first night of Alan's visit. But at this 
rate, Alan would have been better off 
staying home, or talking Peter into a 
long, hard fuck at his place, for old 
times' sake. 

Peter headed straight for the bar, 
with Alan following him slowly 
through the crowd. A few men 
cruised them, with blank expressions 
or challenging stares. Some were 
handsomely outfitted in full leather, 
but others looked disheveled and rag
ged to a degree that Alan didn 't like 
in prospective sex partners. The hum
PY, stripped-to-the-waist bartender 
poured Peter his drink without having 
to ask him what he wanted. Alan 
leaned on the bar and examined the 
clientele, keeping his expression 
deliberately bored. 

"Disappointed?" Peter asked. 
"Sort of." 
"I know what you mean, but tru·st 

me--it's still early. And a few of the 
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hot-looking regulars are here already. 
Him, for example . .. isn't he your 
type?" Peter nodded toward a young 
redheaded stud further along the bar. 
The redhead looked back at Alan. His 
face was masculine, with a dark 
moustache and startlingly green 
eyes which glinted in the darkness, 
carrying a message-a hint, a prom
ise- jaded but willing, submissive 
yet scornful. Alan decided that the 
number was indeed his type. 

"Can you introduce me to him?" he 
asked Peter. 

"He's a bottom man-you don't 
need an introduction with him," Peter 
laughed under his breath. "Hell , just 
pull your cock out and tell him to lick 
it, preferably on his knees, and he'll 
take it from there. " 

A young man moved up to Peter 
and asked him .to dance. They walked 
away from the bar, and Alan wasn 't 
surprised when the redhaired stud 
immediately slid down next to him. 

"Hi," he said brightly. 
"Hello." Alan kept his voice non

comittal. 
"New in town?" 
" Right. Is this where the most ac

tion is?" 
"Oh, nothing too exciting goes on 

in here. The guys talk about it a lot 



and get high, but the management 
frowns on anything beyond a little 
fast cocksucking in the back rooms. 
Still, the guys you meet here are 
about the most interesting you'll find 
in a town as uptight as this. You're 
the most interesting man I've seen in 
here in quite a while, so of course I 
knew you had to be from out of town. 
It figures." 

Alan firlished his beer and asked 
his new acquaintance what he was 
drinking. Over the second round they 
talked about things of little conse
quence, their eyes expressing more 
than their words as they shamelessly 
cruised each other. They sized each 
other up, provoked each ot~er with 
suggestive smiles and body lan
guage as they inched steadily closer 
to each other. 

The redheaded stud was named 
Jonathan, and he made it blatantly 
obvious that a long acquaintance 
wasn't necessary in order to enjoy 
his body. He demonstrated a truly re
markable ability to steer their small 
talk back to sex, no matter what 
other topics Alan casually introduced 
jn order to keep the conversation go
ing. 
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"Your friend Peter doesn't like me 
very much," Jonathan laughed, 
sounding fatally unconcerned. Alan 
was sure Jonathan couldn't care less 
about Peter's opinion of him, or any
one else's. "He think I'm a tramp ... I 
am; of course, but so is he. He's 
s_crewed as many men as I have; the 
only difference is that they usually 
come back to rrie for a second ses
sion, and a third. They don't get 
bored with me." Jonathan boasted 
about taking on a dozen guys at 
once, about being repeatedly and de
cisively abused by them. He made it 
sound exciting, if only because he 
made it sound so depraved; he was 
the sort of guy you could enjoy defil
ing and debasing, one who welcomed 
it. 

Peter returned from the dance 
floor, saw that Alan was busy, and 
turned away, shrugging. He wasn't 
pissed off; he was quite used to be
ing abandoned or exchanged in the 
course of an evening out. Jonathan 
looked at him cynically. 

"Your M will be jealous," he 
laughed. 

"He's not iny M." 
"Of coun~e he is. Peter's every-

body's M. Whenever one of the top 
meri needs a piece of hot ass and 
can't get anythi,:ig bettE!r, there's 
always Peter to spread his ass 
cheeks for a dick or a fist. Not that 
I'm criticizing him for it, understand. I 
just think a pr~tense of discrimina
tion is called for, at times." 

"Are you discriminating?" 
"Absolutely-I never screw women 

or bottom men." He put his t,and on 
Aian's crotch and squee~ed his cock. 
"Which means you're oh, as long as 
you aren't an M." A!an took the hint 
that little or no seduction was neces
sary, and l')ressed his kneE! between 
Jonathan's th'ighs. The pontact 
seemed to set him on fire--:his flesh 
beg~n to smol.der from 'wit~jn. 

"You're a very hot number, 
Jonathan." 

"You mean you're horny." 
"That, too. I won't deny it. I could 

use a hot fuck." . · 
"Buy me another beer whiie I think 

it over. Put your hand where I just 
had mine on you-that helps me to 
make de.cisions." Alan put his harid 
on the lump in Jonathan's jeans and 
groped hirri roughly; The heat from 
the other man's body seemed even' 
more intense, smoldering through 
the denim, ano his glossy red hair 
seemed to glow like fire, giving off 
the same heat. He was-a stud who 
had begl)n to burn far beyond the 
heat of fever, corisi.Jnied by pure ther
mal passion. He stared at Alim, his 
eyes dissolving into green flames. It 
was as though the blazing furnace of 
his body sent heat rushing into 
Alan's, too. Instantly, his cock began 
to swell arid rise against its restrain
ing clothing. The blood was pounding 
and hardening the tissue, and Jona
than's presence was li,ke an opened 
furnace door. When he smiled at 
Alan, his tongue flicked inside the 
flaming cavern of his mouth like a 
lick of fire. His red lips glowed as his 
internal temperature seared them, 
and his breath came scaldingly 
across the air that separated the two 
horny men. 

Alan gulped his beer, hoping to 
drowr, ttie fires that raged within him, 
or perhaps to stoke them higher, 
hotter. 

"I always have to toµch a guy and 
have h.irh touch me to know if I want 
to fuck him/' Jonathan admitted in a 
conversational tone of voice. ·~But 
once I make up my mind to ball him, I 
can't wait. If we fool around too long 
cruising each other, I lose my hots, or 
rather, I ge~ too hot, man. I melt, I 
can't wait for the Other guy to decide 
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We are a national and international 
organization devoted to putting gay 
and bi-sexual men in touch with each 
other. 

Hundreds and hundreds of our mem 
bers in all areas of the U S. & Can
ada would like to meet you 
To find out more about how you can 
meet some new friends . call us now 

Contact•11 

(212) 794-0050 
Monday-Thursday 1 P M -8 P M 

to get his rocks off." 
"Why wait?" Alan asked, but Jona

than didn't seem to hear him: his 
mind had turned inward, his eyes 
were blurred. 

"When I get really hot for a stud, I 
can't control myself, sir. I can't help 
what I do. Any man can do anything 
he wants to me when I'm hdt like 
that, master. The more terrible, the 
better. The more depraved it is, the 
more I get off on it. Will you do filthy 
things to me, master? Right now?" 

Alan nodded, not trusting himself 
to speak. His cock was leaping mad
ly inside his jeans; his hand slid 
down inside the waistband of the 
other guy's jeans. No one paid any 
attention. Jonathan reached down 
and pushed Alan's burning hand 
down inside his pants until his 
fingers closed around the redhead's 
very large, very hard, very hot cock. 
As Alan squeezed the dick, Jonathan 
rubbed his hand across the bulge of 
Alan's jeans. 

"Where can we go?" Alan panted. 
"We can't go anywhere. I'm too 

fucking hot, I can't wait. You'll have 
to give it to me right here." 

"Here at the bar?" 
"No one will care." 
" l'. 11 care, I don't want an audience 

-----~---------· tonight." 
PHOTO SETS AVAILABLE Jonathan looked annoyed for a mo-

8 8/W 5x7' s s1 2so ment, but he was too consumed with 
desire to have room for any other 
feelings. "There's a choice of back 
rooms, " he said. 

"All right. Show me." 
. Jonathan twisted away and stood 

' up, .his hand leaving Alan's groin with 
· the utmost reluctance. His knees 

were weak; he I-eaned against the bar 
for moment, his hips squirming. 
Then he led Alan toward the back. 
There was another corridor there, lit 
only by a feeble wall fixture. 

"Where's the room?" Alan dem
anded. 

"Take your choice. The men's 
room or the ladies'. Actually there's 
not much of a choice, sinc·e women 
aren't allowed in here, and they're 
both men's for all practical purposes. 
Haven't you ever screwed in a to ilet 

;:; before? I sort of get off on it, myself. 
~ It adds a touch of indecency, of filth. 
~ g: And it's absolutely as far as I' ll be 
~ ~ able to make it tonight, without com-
:;; _____________ J~ ing in my pants, after that hot grope 

(Cc[lDfiU@ITrnnm CG oo:;v~ IL 1'.t@L 
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you just gave me back at the bar." 
He faced Alan, pressing his groin 

out. Once again that overwhelming 
body heat surged into Alan's flesh 
from Jonathan. There was no point in 
hesitating, no point in looking around 

for a more sanitary place to cool their 
lust. Not that this guy could ever 
have been sanitary. He would have 
exuded filth in a bath of antiseptic. 
Physically, he was clean, but his in
tentions and inclinations made Alan 
feel almost chaste by contrast. He 
rotated his hips and Alan 's rigid 
shaft rolled across the equally un
yielding flesh below Jonathan's flat, 
hard belly. He moaned and closed his 
eyes. His face was twisted, strained 
and tormented like some gross 
parody of the stern, emotionless ex
pressions of the men cruising each 
other-while pretending not to-in 
the next room. 

"I can't stand it!" he gasped, and 
pulled Alan after him through one of 
the doors. The toilet was large, but 
dark and dirty. Nor was it unoccu
pied. A huge guy, wearing leather 
jeans, a worn gray sweatshirt dis
playing his barrel chest and massive 
biceps, and keys on his left side de
noting his dominant preferences, 
waited impassively by the row of 
urinals. Jonathan ignored him, tug
ging his jeans down. His flesh was 
smooth and unblemished, the tangle 
of his pubic hair blazing like a forest 
on fire. He walked over to a toilet 
bowl, holding his shirt high above his 
waist so that Alan-and the man 
in the sweatshirt-saw the firm 
muscles roll in his buttocks. Facing 
away from the other two men, Jona
than straddled the toilet and lowered 
himself on bent knees, inch by inch, 
reaching behind himself to hold his 
ass cheeks wide open, exposing his 
hairy cleft and pink sphincter rim. 
Alan stared, fascinated by his bla
tant, whorish display. 

"Come here," Jonathan whispered 
urgently. "Get behind me!" 

Alan did so, straddling the toilet 
bowl himself. Jonathan bent forward, 
raising his bottom toward Alan. He 
groped with one hand to pull at 
Alan's zipper, while his other hand 
vigorously massaged his own erect 
cock. He worked its dribbling semin
al emissions into a frothy lather. 
When his questing fingers reached 
Alan's dick and pulled it forth, Alan 
felt the blood rush ing through his 
brain. He was already enlarged to 
enormous proportions in both length 
and circumference. 

"Fuck me, fuck me," Jonathan 
gasped. He pressed the bulging knob 
of Alan's cockhead down, aimed it 
between his cheeks, and it rose in
stantly upward again to meet his 
quivering pucker hole. It sank in
stantly into the slippery warmth. Alan 
Continued to page 67 
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STRAPPED 

The thing this guy likes best is being stripped for action. Stripped and strapped. 
He prefers his action man-to-man but if there's nobody else around, he can go at it 

all by himself. 

Photography by Close-Up Productions 
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STRAPPED 

Although he doesn't mind a little solo action , he has the feel of leather straps against his hot 
flesh to keep him company. That leather, wrapped tightly around his cock and balls, almost 

becomes a part of him. 

Photography by Close-Up Productions 
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STRAPPED 

With his dick belted down and his biceps tightly bound with another strap, he's all set to go 
into business for himself. Just because he started this scene alone doesn't mean it has to end 

up that way. Why don't you get into the picture? Yeah, you! Just step right up and grab onto 
that strap. You ' ll be glad you did! 

Photography by Close-Up Productions 
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As the machine fucked deeper into my 
asshole, my grunts of pain and pleasure 
echoed across the empty training floor. 
My muscle-hunk gym instructor told 
me: "Just sit tight and enjoy the ride. 
The machine knows what you need." 

" Al I right , get ou t of those c lothes 
and into your jockstrap, then I want 
to see you in the other room right 
away." 

I had just a glimpse of the 
muscular blond who was to be my 
instructor, then he left me alone in 
the small dressing room. I peeled off 
my clothes and hung them on a wire 
hanger. From what I saw, the blond 
was as hunky as could be; he was 
naked except for a bulging jockstrap, 
and his definition told me that he 
knew his business. 

I pulled my own jockstrap over my 
half-hard cock, forcing the thing to 
settle down. The last thing I needed 
wa s to show up for my first sess ion 
with my dick sticking out in front of 
me. 

What was I doing here? For a sec
ond I considered dressing , leaving by 
the street door, and never com ing 
back. Thoughts of th e blond instruc
tor stopped me. 

Silly. " Trim Haven Workout 
Palace," the ads read. " Personal and 
private supervision. Lates t tech
nology, state of the art machinery." 
Besides, the cou pon they'd sent me 
made the first session free. What did 
I have to lose? 

I went into the next room , a large 
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By Don Sakers • Illustration by Jim Keene 

area dominated by the complicated
looking Universal Gym with its 
various stations and weights hung in 
odd places. The blond was doing 
chin-ups on the side of the machine; 
except for him, the room was empty. 
It smelled of old sweat and new floor 
polish. 

The blond hung for a second, 
every muscle in his body outlined 
beneath smooth tanned skin, then 
dropped lightly to his feet. " I'm Fred, 
your instructor. I' ll be in charge of 
your program." He must have 
noticed my nervous glance at the 
door, for he said with a grin, " Don 't 
worry, our sessions are private. No 
one else will come in here while 
you 're working out. We think that 
helps make you more relaxed and 
less self-conscious." 

Fred offered his hand, and when I 
took it I felt a searing flash. The 
energy that radiated from this man 
was tremendous. My cock stirred; 
once again I wondered what I was 
doing here. From the moment I 
arrived and handed over my coupon 
to a bored receptionist, everything 
had seemed unreal. The gleaming 
metal and polished wood of this 
place belonged to another existence. 
In passing through the door I had 

crossed over into a world utterly 
foreign to my nine-to-five executive 
life. 

Fred gave me no more time to 
reflect. "Come on over here and we ' ll 
get you started right away." He led 
me to a padded bench. " Flat on your 
back, and we ' ll see how much you 
can bench-press." 

As barbells lowered into position 
above me, I concentrated on lifting 
them. Fred walked to the side of the 
machine and started typing com
mands into a kind of computer 
keyboard. " Th e machine will take 
care of your program. It monitors 
your physical state, and it knows 
what you need." 

"Pretty smart machine." 
"We use the best. Keep working." 
After a time, when my arms felt 

ready to fall off, Fred slapped me on 
the right shoulder. " Pretty good for 
someone who 's out of shape." His 
hand lingered on my shoulder, and I 
began to nurture a hope that this 
man might be interested in the same 
sort of exercises I was. I turned my 
head, and suddenly my view of the 
room was framed by his two muscu
lar thighs, with the white pouch of 
his jock between them. For a second 
it hovered at the apex of my sight, 
Continued to page 68 
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There's tEiis hot gas jockey who's stuck in some jerkwater town and 
bored half to death. On most days there's not much to do except fill 
a few tanl<,s with high-octane, wipe some windshields, and jerk off in 
the men's room when there are no customers. But when you pull up 
to the put11ps in your dusty red Corvette, he sits up and takes n:otice. 
Photogra~fiy by Nick Rodgers 
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The gas jockey is eager to show you what he has underneath his work clothes, and in the 
junkheap behind the station he gives you a wild performance. You feast on his golden ass, 
his furry thighs, his sweet tits. And the horsepower between his thighs is almost too much 
for you to handle. 

Photography by Nick Rodgers 













by Mark Lamb• illustratioq by Steve Janis 

Jack Pierce stretched his long, hard 
body in the afternoon sunl ightwnct, 
cocking his blond head, scann~ the 
pier once more. That hot ltaliai"l; foking 
kid with the hairless chest and! . ,·, 
smooth , lanky legs was staring at him 
again. Fuck. whai the hell did the kid 
want? Jack had stood up and walked 
toward the young boy an hour before 
- long enough after eye contact had 
been established to elim inate any 
doubts as to their mutual interest -
and the kid had blushed beet-red and 
dived into the water, leaving Jack alon€ 
and fee ling like a total asshole. And 
now he was back with the stares. Fuck ,, 
him: fuck this whole fucking town! 

Jack was twenty-f ive years old, a 
six-foot-two, we ll-developed hunk- in 
some places, very well-developed. His 
thick, sandy blond hair waved softly 
across his smooth, high forehead, and 
occasionally fell into his pale blue 
eyes. His nose was long and straight, 
Continued to oage 5 7 
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Leaning against an abandoned old wreck, our .'~ 
young rustic has saved the best country com- \ 
fort for last. Step right up and take a taste of :,. 

some of the finest farm sausage available, all · 
fresh and natural meat with no unwholesome 
additives. And it goes down fine with some 

sweet country cream . 

Photography by Nick Rodgers 
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BOON DICKS 
Continued from page 51 

and when his full, sensual lips parted 
in a smile, they revealed a perfect row 
of white teeth. His shoulders were 
wide and sturdy, his arms well-mus
cled. The years of working out at the 
gym had paid off amply. His hairy 
chest narrowed first into a hard, flat 
stomach, and ultimately into an in
viting mound of plenty. 

He was a city boy, born and bred. 
And he was street-wise: the city streets 
had taught him, among other things, 
that he was indeed one humpy stud. 
With his rugged, handsome looks, his 
washboard torso, and his ten-inch un
cut sausage, he had never lacked fun 
in the Big Apple. There he had his three 
regular fuck buddies: Tommy, the insa
tiable little Italian who could never get 
enough of Jack's fat dick up his clutch
ing, grabbing ass; Trevor, the soft
spoken English professor, with his hot, 
hungry mouth and his succulent nine
inch piece of meat; and Raymond, with 
his collection of slings and leather har
nesses, cock rings and dildoes. And 
when Jack wanted something new or 
different, he had the baths for good, 
clean sex; he had the bars and after
hour places for raunchy, dirty sex. Sex 
of all kinds, everywhere and anywhere, 
and Jack never got enough. But that 
was all back in New York. 

Six weeks ago, Jack had finally been 
ottered the promotion he'd been work
ing to get for two years. It was his 
chance to break into management, and 
he'd jumped at it, despite the fact that 
it would mean leaving New York. So 
here he was, with his fine new posi
tion, stuck out in the sticks in this 
sleepy New England village, going out 
of his head with boredom. 

In this one-horse town, he felt as if 
he'd entered a monastery: six weeks, 
and he'd scored once! And even that 
was a fiasco; the kid he'd picked up at 
the local pool hall - an eighteen-year
old college student with a perfect ass 
and a seven-inch dick- had been anx
ious enough during the ride back 
home, but once there, he'd taken a 
look at Jack's massive equipment and 
freaked out, so the evening had ended 
with a highly unsatisfying beat-off ses
sion. Jack figured he could have just 
as easily been meditating, and might 
even have enjoyed it more. 

This morning was so beautiful that 
Jack had decided to come here to the 
lake. Now the morning had turned into 
spring afternoon, and the pier at least 
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offered some diversion. There were 
plenty of near-naked bodies and well
stuffed baskets, but, once again, every
body stared and nobody made a move. 

Well, fuck all these dumb hicks, Jack 
thought gruffly. I may as well go home 
and get used to the old fist again. He 
pulled on a pair of short, snug cut-offs 
and a tank-top, and with a disappoint
ed shake of his head, started toward 
the parking area. As he approached, he 
heard the roar of motorcycle engines, 
and two bikers pulled up and stopped 
beside his car. The one closest to him 
removed his helmet, and Jack watched 
as he shook an incredible mane of 
gold ringlets that tossed and sparkled 
in the bright sunlight. Jack caught his 
breath: this biker was a mirage, a fan
tasy come to life! His face was tanned 
and hard, with piercing blue eyes, high 
cheekbones and a thin, golden beard. 
His rippling, muscled chest was 
gleaming with sweat and his thin 
t-shirt clung tightly to his rock-hard 
stomach. His faded denim cutoffs 
were short and loose, and Jack could 
plainly see the hefty tube that flopped 
down his thigh. The shining pink head 
was visible just below the fray. Jack 
felt his own cock begin to harden. He 
sensed that his arousal wasn't unno
ticed by this golden Adonis. 

in New York. But this was the country. 
David was staring at Jack with a 

sultry intensity, a sly smile growing 
across his sexy mouth. "Anything hap
pening down on the pier?" 

His meaning was direct, blunt and 
challenging; as if to clear up any pos
sible misunderstanding, his hand 
rubbed across his well-worn denim, 
and the generous mound began to 
swell, pushing out even more of the 
bulbous head. 

"Just like always- nothing goes 
on;' Jack replied returning David's 
stare. "Seems to me that nothing ever 
goes on in this ghost town!" 

Leo chuckled. "You'd be surprised 
about that!" Jack saw him glance 
down at his own rising mound, and lick 
his lips. 

"Yeah? You two know of any places 
a guy can go·around here to have 
some fun?" 

For a moment, they just stared and 
no one spoke. Then David turned to 
Leo, and they nodded to each other. He 
turned back to Jack and his hand 
reached down, pulling his thickening 
shaft further down his sturdy thigh. . 

He spoke slowly, deliberately. "Leo 
and me, we've been known to be real 
fun! Maybe you'd be interested?" 

Jack wasn't about to wait tor a sec-

Jack didn't like living in the boonies at 
firs~ but then he met two studs who 

between them had 21 inches. When those 
hot dudes finished with him, he never 

missed the city again. 
"Hey, you're new around here. Never 

seen you before:' The biker's voice was 
deep and sexy. 

"No, I just moved here a few weeks 
ago. My name's Jack." He shook the 
biker's hand; the firm grip, the near
ness of that incredible body and its 
musky, masculine smell all worked 
hard on Jack's hungrily increasing 
cock. 

"I'm David. And this is my buddy, 
Leo:' 

Leo, by now, had pulled off his 
helmet and joined them. He was 
shorter, about five-feet-ten, with thick 
black hair, dark skin, and a compact 
body. He had a tapered waist, two per
fectly rounded buns, and he wore skin
tight, revealing shorts, which ac
centuated his muscled legs in black 
leather boots. He was the kind of 
leather man who would never be seen 
without his black jacket if he had lived 

ond invitation; these two macho bikers 
with their humpy bodies had already 
worked his starving gonads to a 
fevered pitch. He was practically ready 
to take both of them on right there in 
the parking lot. "Your place or mine?" 

David told him to follow them, and 
the three drove back to town. They 
entered a small studio apartment, 
sparse and uncluttered, with only one 
chair and a large double mattress on 
the floor. Leo went into the kitchen tor 
beers, while David rolled a joint. He lay 
back on one of his cushions as he 
worked, his hard, brown legs spread 
comfortably wide, his heavy, flopping 
cock still inching from his pants. 

"Me and Leo've lived here all our 
lives;' he said, through his clenched 
teeth, tightly holding in his first deep 
toke. "After New York, I guess you 
must find it quiet here." 

Jack took the proffered joint and in
continued to page 78 
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As though his dick inside me were not 
enough, he began to massage my 
stomach. His muscles rippled like 

waves and his groans roared like the 
surf. His body was hotter than the 

baked sand around us. 

By Jamie Barton • Illustration by John Krygowski 

He rolled me back and wrapped his 
arms around me. My cock grew thick; 
he was handsome. His tangled blond 
hair tell over his blue eyes. 

Silently, he rolled me over and 
plunged his big cock into my ass. He 
breathed his hot breath on the back 
of my neck as he pumped. He moved 
back and forth, fucking me. 

He oiled his hands and massaged 
my back as he took me for his own. 
Even as he worked the oil into my 
skin, he leaned forward enough to 
plant kisses on my neck. 

The oil felt warm, like the load I 
knew I'd be getting. His powerful 
hands worked the oil into my skin as 
he pumped his final strokes. 

He growled slowly and-

The waves pounded. I opened my 
eyes to the blinding reflection of the 
sun on the sand. 

"Hey, buddy." 
There was a voice, the sun was 

searing into my back, and I left my 
dreams. I'd fallen asleep at the 
beach. 

"Hey, buddy," the voice repeated. 
"I thought I'd better wake you up. It's 
late." 

Even when it was setting, the sun 
seemed so bright I could barely open 
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my eyes. "What time is it?" I asked. 
"Almost sundown." 
Oh shit, I thought. I had gotten to 

the beach just before noon, and I fell 
asleep sometime around five. My 
back was on fire. I knew better than 
to burn like this. "Damn-I mean, 
thank you. I didn't mean to sleep this 
long." 

"No one ever does. I think you're 
the last one here." 

La~t one here? I looked around, 
and sure enough, the once crowded 
beach was deserted except for the 
man standing next to me. I recoiled 
as the burn stung my back. "Oh." 

The uniformed man above me 
didn't walk away. "Are you going to 
be all right?" 

He was obviously a ranger with the 
State Park Department. This public 
beach near Cape Canaveral was well 
known locally as a mecca for nude 
sunbathers. The rangers only pat• 
rolled to insure general order and to 
keep trespassers away from the 
NASA land. The rangers were gener
ally friendly and helpful. 

"I'm sure I'll-" I grimaced again 
as I arched my back to turn. "I hope 
so." 

The ranger knelt down and pressed 
one finger gently onto my back. 

"Ouch!" he said empathetically. "I'm 
out here all of the time, and I've never 
burned this badly." 

I was awake and thinking clearly 
now. I realized it was just as well that 
I hadn't turned over. My cock was 
still quite erect from the dream I had 
been having, and my swimsuit was 
less than modest. 

The ranger reached across my re
clining figure and got the suntan oil. 
Uninvited, he began to put oil on my 
back. 

"Thank you," I interrupted, "but 
I'll-" 

"Just lie still," he countered. "This 
isn't normal procedure, but I'm 
almost off-duty, and, well, I'm con
cerned about you. Call it first aid. 
You are badly burned, my friend." 

I sighed. He was right. "It really 
doesn't hurt that much," I said, look
ing for something to say. 

"It won't, until later." 
He was handsome. His hair was 

brown-dark brown-at the roots, 
and sun-bleached blond at the ends. 
Hours in the sun had given his face a 
golden tan. It was almost so dark 
that his five o'clock shadow didn't 
show. As If this wasn't enough, his 
blue eyes reflected the sky. 

Although I couldn't see them, his 
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hands felt very large and strong. As 
he massaged the oil into my skin, I 
was reminded of my dream. My cock 
grew harder. 

The ranger clapped his hands to
gether in an " I'm finished" sort of 
way. My cock twitched with surprise 
as he said, "Okay, now roll over. You 
for a long time on your back." 

Knowing that I couldn't turn over 
with a raging erection, I told the 
ranger I'd put the oil on myself when I 
got ready to leave. I said I wanted to 
sleep some more. 

The ranger raised his eyebrows as 
if to say, "Am I going to have to do 
this for you?" 

He did. 
I quickly rearranged the bulge in 

my swimsuit in a futile effort to con
ceal my stiff dick. 

"I-" the ranger stuttered. 
"Well , 1-" I stuttered, too, just as 

we both burst into laughter. 
Between laughs, the ranger said, 

"Well, I'm glad you're enjoying your 
sunburn!" 

There was no point in being seri
ous about it. "I have a case of suntan 
oil in the car!" I joked, and we both 
burst into laughter again. 

Undaunted, the ranger poured 
more oil on his hands again and 
rubbed it into my chest. His large 
hands seemed to cover my chest as 
he rubbed my shoulders, nipples, 
stomach, and as he brushed the 
waistline of my swimsuit., 

It seemed impossible that this man 
was interested in me. It was unlikely: 
he was so handsome. I tried to think 
of other reasons for his interest, but 
it seemed true: he wanted me. 

My cock stayed erect, pulling the 
swimsuit away from my body. The 
tender, white skin around my midsec
tion saw its first light for the day. The 
ranger noticed my tan line and boldly 
peeled an inch of swimsuit away 
from my waist. "Nice line. You 've 
been working on it, haven't you?" 

I looked into his blue eyes. He 
looked intensely into mine and I felt 
that I was being raped on the spot. 
His eyes burned like the sun on sand; 
they took me, and he made me his 
own. 

I was nearly naked, but he was ful
ly uniformed. I folded the swimsuit 
neatly back to my tan line. The ranger 
put his massive hand on my wrist 
and moved my hand away. He slid his 
fingers, still slick with oil, across the 
hot skin and onto my cock. 

For the first time, I saw a rustling 
in his pants. His cock traced a thick 
line down his left leg; he was big. He 
looked up, confirming that no one 

else was on the beach. Without a 
word, he pulled my swimsuit down to 
my knees, then to my ankles, and 
finally off. He tossed it aside. 

Gently, firmly, he pushed on my 
chest. I lay back. With more oil , he 
began to massage my chest and 
thighs with generous, languid 
strokes. I closed my eyes, gratefully 
accepting the physical attention. I 
felt his warm mouth close over my 
cock. 

As his mouth moved slowly and 
deeply over my stiff rod, his hands 
slid behind me. He supported my 
back as he pushed my dick deep into 
his throat. Like a starving man eating 
with his bare hands, he filled his 
mouth with my stick of meat. Occa
sionally, I'd open my eyes only to see 
the muscles of his arms flexing 
through his loose shirt as he dev
oured his prey. 

As animal as he was, he knew 
what was good for me. Each moan or 
sigh from me brought more of the 
same from him. His tongue spiraled 
around the long shaft of my cock and 
worked to the top, where he teased 
the tip. His hands slid down to grasp 
each cheek of my ass. He began a 
fast movement, stroking with his 
mouth from top to bottom, slowing 
only when I was seconds away from 
pumping a load into his mouth. 

My mind wandered as he kept me 
on the edge of ecstasy. I pictured 
what we must look like, golden 
bodies couched in the powdery sand. 
The sun was setting behind the 
dunes and the sea oats. Spidery 
shadows began to creep over us, 
causing the sun to glint in the oil on 
my body and in the sweat on his fore
head. 

I opened my eyes; it wasn't a 
dream. He sat up and looked at me. 
Slowly, like the growing shadows 
around us, he hovered over me and 
pressed his mouth to mine. He was 
gentle at first, but as the sweet taste 
of oil and sweat mingled, he reached 
deep inside my mouth, his tongue 
searching for more. His panting, hot 
breath blew against my cheeks as he 
kissed me. His hand slipped behind 
my head, and he held my mouth to 
his. 

Slowly, he released me. He sat up. 
I watched as the uniformed ranger 
removed his shirt. The wind tossed 
his hair. The angle of the sun dark
ened his eyes. He tossed his shirt 
aside. The clank of his belt buckle 
broke the dull roar of the surf and the 
singing of the wind in the palmettos. 
He kicked off his pants and shoes. 
He stood on his knees between my 
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legs, his cock erect. 
Long accustomed to the "island 

pace" of the beaches, he didn't hurry. 
He poured oil, warm from hours in 
the sun, onto my chest. His eyes 
never left mine as he kneaded oily 
fistfuls of skin. He also rubbed his 
hands into his own heaving chest. 
The oil seemed to make each muscle 
stand out, and as it mixed with his 
sweat, every drop of oil gleamed in 
the sun. 

He leaned over and I closed my 
eyes. Feeling the weight of his body 
on my chest, I wrapped my arms 
around him. As he held me close, the 
oil seemed to boil on my chest. He 
peered into my eyes again. There was 
an orange reflection of the sun in his 
brilliant blue eyes, which made me 
think of a fire inside him. 

He raised his eyebrows; I nodded. 
He sat up and stroked my spit-slick 
cock against his. My cock was 
pounding a heartbeat in his warm, 
oily hands. 

He moved between my legs. He 
was going to take me for his own. He 
guided his cock to a position just 
inches from my ass. He towered over 
me and rested the weight of his body 
on his hands against my shoulders. 
My shoulder blades dug deeply into 
the sand as his piston pushed deep 
into my ass. 

He pumped slowly and steadily 
two or three times. He paused as if to 
say, "Are you all right?" 

I sighed deeply, closed my eyes, 
and turned my head to one side, as if 
to say, "Don't stop, ranger." 

He put his hands around my hips 
as though he might be about to pick 
me up, but instead he pushed down 
firmly. My hips sunk in the sand as 
his cock drilled into my ass; he was a 
hard rider. His huge hands slid in the 
oil on my body; he could almost 
reach around my waist with his pow
erful hands. 

As though his cock inside me were 
not enough, he began to massage 
the skin on my stomach. He pumped 
faster and began to breathe heavily. 
Even with my eyes closed, I felt that I 
could see his hulky body towering 
over me. His stomach muscles rip
pled like waves and his groans 
roared like the surf. His body was 
hotter than the baked sand around 
us. 

He wrapped one oily hand around 
my cock and stroked slowly, out of 
rhythm with his own movement. He 
stroked from the base slowly up to 
the tip, where he turned the palm of 
his hand gently around. Down and 
up. 

Just as I thought we were going to 
come, he removed his hand. I opened 

ENCORE~ 

my eyes to see his arms on either 
side of me. He scooped me up, still 
impaled on his rigid cock, and lifted 
me. He picked me up, carried me 
down to the water's edge, and put me 
down in the damp sand a few feet 
away from the water. My back rested 
in the cool, wet sand. Again, he 
pushed my hips into the sand as he 
thrust still deeper into my body. He 
conveyed the lust he felt for me by 
drawing fistfuls of my chest into his 
hands. 

His grip relaxed as his hips moved 
faster and with more power. I heard 
the slapping sound of his hips 
against my ass as he pumped faster 
still. The edge of a wave touched my 
feet. The sticky salt in the sea air 
mixed with the musky smell of his 
sweat. 

I felt the strength leave his hands 
as he shot his load in my ass. My 
own white jism fell in beads on my 
chest. He collapsed, exhausted, on 
the sand. 

As we rested, the waves grew loud
er and the cool high tide nipped at 
our feet and ankles. The ranger rolled 
over and propped himself up on his 
elbows. He looked at the waning tide. 
Then he turned and looked at me, 
speaking again with his eyes. 

As we swam in the darkening 
ocean, the waves slapped against us 
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The feel of Johnny's tongue licking 
around the knot of his ass sent a 
thrill racing through Jeb's body. In a 
flash, he felt Johnny's mouth once 
again descending on his cock. The 
attention being paid to his ass by 
Johnny's tongue was replaced by a 
moist finger which began to prod, 
seeking entrance. 

Jeb was rapidly reaching the brink. 
With frantic thrusts, he pounded his 
cock into Johnny's mouth. Suddenly, 
Johnny's finger popped into the tight 
opening and slowly, deliberately 
drove deep into Jeb's ass. Instantly, 
Jeb felt the surge of sperm escaping 
from his balls and gushing into his 
cock. As he exploded into Johnny's 
mouth, he had to stifle his cries of 
ecstatic pleasure by closing his pant
ing mouth; otherwise, his cries would 
have been loud enough to wake 
William! . . . 

The next morning, after a breakfast 
of beans cooked with chopped buffa
lo meat, Jeb said goodbye to William 
and Johnny. Realizing he might never 

Jeb rode out early the next morning, 
anxious to be away from the Bible
reading, prayer-spouting old coot. 
Ahead of him, glowering and forbid
ding, loomed the Rocky Mountains. 
Luckily, it was almost summer, be
cause winter snows made the passes 
dangerous, and spring thaws held 
their own special brand of menace. 

The following night, he slept at a 
station in the foothills. When he rode 
up, he was greeted by a tall, hand
some, well-built man with a drooping 
black moustache and mutton-chop 
sideburns. 

"You must be clear worn-out from 
your ride, youngster," the man said, 
taking the horse's reins in his hand. 
"Go on and wash up, and I'll take 
care of your horse for you." His voice 
was rich, deep, soft and gentle. Jeb 
liked him better than any of the num
erous other managers he had met 
along the Pony Express route. 

After removing his shirt and wash
ing at the trough-pumping water 
from an old hand-pump and using his 
shirt to dry-he went into the cabin. 
Like most of the stations, its floor 
was dirt, its walls were crude lumber, 
the one window was draped with part 
of a musty wool blanket, and the heat 
came from a pot-bellied stove plant
ed in the center of the room. 

Johnny, the other Pony Express rider, 
moved toward the single bunk. "Time 
for bed, Jeb," he said, and took off his 
cowhide britches. Jeb wondered if all 

the riders were hung this big. 

see them again, he was filled with 
sadness. Although quiet, William had 
been a nice, likeable guy; and Johnny 
- well, Jeb would never forget his 
first sexual contact with someone 
else. 

After a lingering farewell, he rode 
out. By noon, he was beginning to 
think he had made a bad decision 
last night. After he had achieved his 
own sexual gratification, it had been 
his turn to see to Johnny's. Johnny 
had told him that he could either 
suck Johnny's dick or let Johnny 
fuck him. At the time, he wasn't sure 
whether he could drink Johnny's jizz; 
so he had let Johnny fuck him. Now, 
his ass hurt-terribly! 

That first night away from Johnny 
was spent at a station whose mana
ger was a deeply religious older man. 
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Jeb noted that there was only one 
room. Off to the left, in the back cor
ner, was a bunk. It was only slightly 
larger than the one he had shared 
with Johnny. It was the only bed in 
the cabin. Immediately Jeb's 
thoughts returned to that other night, 
which now seemed so long ago. His 
pulse quickened as the picture of the 
handsome station manager came to 
mind. He wondered ... 

Johnny had been a fellow-rider, 
nearly his own age. Would this man, 
about fifteen years older, be interest
ed in doing the same things? Or 
would he make Jeb sleep on a pallet 
on the floor like the old Bible reader 
had made him do? No matter what 
might happen, Jeb was glad he had 
stopped wearing those smelly long
johns. The days were getting hot; so 

were the nights, especially since he 
was learning to appreciate his sex
uality more fully. 

The entire left wall of the cabin re
minded Jeb of the tack room in Jor
gensen's livery stable: bridles, reins, 
ropes, strips of leather, horse shoes 
- just about everything a rider might 
need. The right front of the room held 
an old table and tour wooden chairs. 
In the right rear the station 
manager's personal effects were 
stored. The absence of a pallet once 
again set Jeb's thoughts to wonder
ing what the night might bring. 

Still stripped to the waist and 
standing in front of the stove, he rub
bed his cock through his britches. He 
decided that one of the first things 
he would buy when he got paid would 
be a set of cowhides. He loved the 
way the smell of the leather had 
clung to Johnny's body, even when it 
was stripped naked! That same smell 
seemed to linger in the air of this sta
tion. 

The door opened behind him, inter
rupting his thoughts. He turned and 
said, "Howdy." 

The man closed the door. "Howdy. 
My name's Andy. Make yourself com
fy." Andy set about boiling some 
beans. It seemed to Jeb that beans 
must be about the only food a station 
manager kept on hand. The two of 
them talked, exchanging details of 
their backgrounds and comparing 
notes about the Pony Express. 

By the time supper was over, dark
ness had fallen. The only light in the 
cabin came from a new kerosene 
lamp, which cast grotesque, eerie 
shadows against the walls. 

"You're one of the biggest boys 
I've ever seen to be hired as a rider," 
Andy commented. His blue eyes 
flashed in the light of the lamp. "I 
mean, usually the riders are skinny. 
But you've got yourself a fairly 
muscular physique." 

"I was almost too big to get the 
job." Jeb was flattered that Andy, 
who at 35 had a massive physique, 
thought his body worth commenting 
on. 

Changing the subject, Andy sur
prised Jeb by saying: "There's not 
much to do at night around here; so 
whenever a rider stays over, I usually 
suggest we play some kind of game. 
The game we usually play is good for 
teaching a rider how to defend him
self in case of Indian attack. You feel 
like trying it?" 

Jeb readily agreed. So far, he 
hadn't seen any Indians; but further 
west he was bound to encounter 
some- most of them still hostile 
and often on the warpath. 
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Andy explained that he would act 
like an Indian attacking the station; 
Jeb would try to defend it. As he 
talked, he took off all his clothes, ex
plaining that he would dress up like a 
brave. Jeb watched with increasing 
fascination as Andy finally stood 
stark naked in front of him, his mus
cular body looking even more power
ful because of the deep shadows. An
dy's chest was covered with curly 
black hair; his stomach was hairless 
and looked like Hilda's washboard; 
his cock was long and thick, and his 
legs were like those of a fast horse: 
thick in the thighs and lean in the 
calves. 

Andy turned and walked to the 
tack wall. He took a length of leather 
rope and tied it around his waist. Jeb 
watched the fluid motion of Andy's 
buns as the man went to the other 
corner and found a short, narrow 
strip of blue cloth which he tucked in
to the front of the improvised breech
clout belt. 

Andy explained that this was to be 
a night-raid. Jeb, the "station man
ager," would be in bed as·leep. "So, 
get out of your clothes ... " When he 
h~ard the horses whinny, Jeb was to 
wake up and get ready to defend him
self. 

"I'll give you a hint," Andy said. 
"Most of us sleep naked. You won't 
have time to put your clothes on. 
Even taking the time to slip on trou
sers could cost you your life! So take 
off your clothes-and no fair cheat
ing!" With that, he was gone. 

Jeb stripped. Standing naked, near 
the stove, he suddenly realized that 
Andy had not told him how to defend 
the station. He shrugged. "Oh, well," 
he muttered. "I guess he'll teach me 
as we go along." He walked to the 
bed and lay down on it. 

Five minutes passed; then the 
sound of nervous horses reached his 
ears. He sprung from the bed, looked 
around for a rifle, spotted it standing 
in the left front corner, grabbed it and 
stood by the door. A thought occur
red to him abruptly. He went to the 
table and extinguished the lamp, 
then resumed his vigil at the door. A 
half-hour passed and nothing hap
pened. Tension built, his hands were 
wet, the gun stock slippery in his 
grip. 

He began to wonder if something 
had happened to Andy. What if he 
had been bitten by a rattlesnake? 
What if he had actually run into some 
Indians? As time passed and nothing 
happened, Jeb grew concerned. At 
length, he decided to go look. 

Cautiously, he opened the door 
and peered out. Seeing nothing, he 
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stepped outside. Suddenly, the rifle 
was wrenched from his hands. He 
felt himself jerked forward. He trip
ped and went sprawling into the dirt. 
Then his attacker was on top of him, 
and his hands were being tied behind 
his back. 

"You lose!" Andy's voice came out 
of the darkness. 

Andy lifted Jeb to his feet and the 
two of them walked into the cabin. 
He made Jeb sit in a chair, while he 
re-lit the lamp. 

Andy was totally naked, with the 
beginnings of a hard-on. Jeb realized 
that he was tied up with the rawhide 
from the breech-clout. He watched in 
silence as Andy removed a coil of 
hemp rope from a peg on the wall. 

Jeb was soon tied hand-and-foot to 
the chair. Andy stood in front of him, 
his back to the lamp. "Do you know 
what the Indians would have done to 
you?" 

Jeb shook his head slowly. 
"No ... " 

Andy reached out and gripped 
Jeb's cock. "They'd have cut this 
off," he said with a firm squeeze. 
"Then they'd have shoved it into your 
mouth. I'm going to give you a 
choice: do you want me to cut it off 
and put it in your mouth? Or do you 
want me to put mine in your mouth?" 

Jeb was slow to answer. "Yours, I 
guess ... " 

"Open wide," ·Andy commanded. 
Jeb opened his mouth and Andy 

straddled the chair. Jeb got a whiff of 
that wonderful smell of cowhide as 
the fleshy head of Andy's cock 
pressed against his lips. Jeb wanted 
to tell him that he didn't have to be 
tied-up to do this, but his mouth was 
full of throbbing cock. 

Despite the apparent roughness of 
the "game," it was obvious to Jeb 
that Andy did not intend to hurt him. 
He felt Andy's hands on his shoul
ders, gentle and caressing. His own 
cock was now fully erect, bobbing 
with ecstatic pleasure, begging for 
attention. Andy's cock glided in and 
out with a slow, easy rhythm. But it 
was huge, and Jeb gagged. Solici
tously, Andy ceased all movement; 
then slowly he began again. This 
time his pace accelerated. Jeb real
ized that Andy was going to press on 
toward a climax. He was afraid that 
Andy's jizz would make him throw up; 
but he remembered that Johnny had 
actually liked it. He tried to relax, but 
was too excited. 

Suddenly, Andy's fingers gripped 
Jeb's shoulders and his cock thrust 
deep into the young rider's throat, 
hammering with the rapidity of a Gat
ling gun. The taste of Andy's cum 

was surprisingly different from what 
Je_b had expected. Gob after gob of 
creamy liquid.shot onto his tongue, 
and Jeb had to admit-that he rather 
liked its exotic, strange, slightly 
metallic taste. 

Then it was over. Andy extracted 
his thick piece of manflesh from 
Jeb's mouth. Jeb started to speak 
but all at once Andy's mouth was 
pressed tightly against his own. Andy 
sat down on him, their two cocks 
pressed as intimately as their lips. 

As they kissed, Jeb felt his cock 
being stroked. Then, Andy lifted him
self slightly. The next thing Jeb 
knew, his cock was being guided 
toward Andy's ass. It nudged against 
the opening; then Andy lowered him
self onto Jeb's rigid tool. The sensa
tion was unlike any he had ever 
known. His pulsating cock slid into 
the hot interior of Andy's body and 
Jeb moaned with pleasure. 

Andy began to lift and lower his 
body, stroking Jeb's cock to new 
levels of sensual delight. Their 
mouths separated. 

"You like that?" Andy asked. 
"Oh, yes," Jeb whispered. " But do 

we have to do it with me tied-up?" 
Andy kissed him, then answered, 

"That's part of the game. If you feel 
like doing it again, later-after we go 
to bed-you won't be tied up." 

Andy rode the rider expertly, milk
ing his cock almost to a climax, re
laxing, then doing it again. Andy's 
cock, with a new erection, pressed 
against Jeb's abdomen. Jeb realized 
thathelovedthefeelofanother 
man's cock against his body-any 
part of his body! 

The eruption was building rapidly. 
Breathing faster and moaning loudly, 
Jeb quickly approached orgasm. An
dy's body was moving up and down 
swiftly, and Jeb's pleasure was 
almost unbearable. 

Suddenly, with a loud cry, Jeb ex
ploded. Hot sperm shot from his 
cock. His body wrenched with spas
modic shudders. Andy stopped his 
up and down movements, leaned for
ward and kissed the teenage rider, 
lingering until the final moments of 
passion were at last spent. 

• • • 
"Don 't ever let yourself be taken alive 
by an Indian," Andy was counseling 
the young rider, the next morning. "If 
you ever get ridden down by a war 
party, pull out that Colt and stick it in 
your mouth and blow your head off! 
Don't even think about it, just do it. If 
they get you first, you'll die a horrible 
death. They'll try to see how much 
you can take, but then they'll kill you 
anyway." 
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The clear spring morning was 
fresh and the two men had walked 
out of the cabin as naked as they had 
slept. There was still a little nip in the 
air which made their bodies tingle 
with an invigorating awareness of 
their nudity. After a moment of 
silence, as they walked to the corral, 
Jeb breathed deeply through his 
nose, then said, "It's so beautiful out 
here away from civilization. I guess 
they're right when they call it 'The 
Wild West.' It's wild-and free-and 
peaceful." 

"It also gets lonely," Andy said, his 
voice slightly sad. "A man really ain't 
meant to be a loner. He needs some
one ... " His voice trailed off. 

Jeb had not yet learned the mean
ing of loneliness. For more than fif
teen years, there had been too many 
people in his life. At last, he was free, 
no one to tie him down; no book
learning to worry about; no chores to 
do for Carl and Hilda; no fourteen
hour days for old man Jorgensen. 
Nothing but the wind in his face and 
the dust behind him. There was ex
citement. And challenge. And most 
of all: freedom! 

Back in St. Jo, he would never have 
experienced sex with another man. 
He would have lived his entire life 
without knowing the pleasure of a 
rock-hard cock pressed against his 
body, or the sweet-sour taste of 
sperm, or that glorious sensation of 
his cock sliding into a man's mouth, 
or the delight that only two people of 
the same sex can share-as both 
friends and lovers. 

No. Back in St. Jo, he would have 
eventually gotten married, and would 
never have discovered his true na
ture. Jeb liked men. He liked a man's 
ruggedness. He loved the feel of firm 
muscles and a throbbing, rigid cock. 
The flabby softness of a woman's 
body held no appeal, nor did he like 
frills and lace and delicate things. 
Jeb was a man-all man - and he 
liked manly things, including other 
men! 

Johnny had been hardly more than 
a boy, but even Johnny was mascu
line. And Andy had been the perfect 
full-grown man. Jeb could not know 
that Andy liked him more than any 
other rider; that Andy's feelings of 
loneliness were prompted by the fact 
that Jeb would soon ride out and An
dy would probably never see him 
again. For Jeb, there was still a 
whole new world waiting, a world of 
adventure and excitement. 

"Let's go get breakfast ready," 
Andy said, after stretching his 
powerul body, facing the early sun. 

An hour later, Jeb rode out. As 
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much as he liked Andy, he was anx
ious to see .what lay ahead. Riding 
slowly, he turned to look back at An
dy, several times. Eventually, Andy 
disappeared from view. Jeb would 
never forget him, but neither would 
he give him a lot of thought. There 
were too many new adventures still 
waiting for him. He spurred his pony 
and galloped off into the foothills of 
the Rockies, a new excitement well
ing up deep inside as he considered 
the endless possibilities ahead. 
Someone had told him (he couldn't 
remember who it was) that there were 
eight men to every woman out west. 
With odds like that, Jeb thought, 
"Look out! Here I come!" • 

DIAL-A-HEAD 
Continued from page 12 

shared orgasms. Every week a call 
and a cum-shoot; every week a wild 
and inventive fuck-story. Nice gettin' 
off with you, indeed. Neither man 
suggested that they get together and 
turn their phone chatter into body 
talk; there was a tacit understanding 
that their relationship was one that 
would always have Ma Bell for a 
chaperone. 

It was the Friday before a three
day holiday weekend when Tony 
brought his latest work into Charlie's 
office. He had had a wild, prolonged 
session with Ned that morning; not 
only had they jerked off together, but 
Ned commanded Tony to finger-fuck 
himself. After he had a jaw-clench
ing, swoony orgasm that nearly flung 
him off his chair, Tony produced 
an extraordinarily vivid story about a 
visit to the proctologist. When 
Charlie finished reading it, he looked 
up and said, "Excellent. Just fucking 
fabulous. Probably the best one yet." 
Tony grinned and did a mock
chagrined, aw-shucks shuffle with 
his right foot. 

"Sit down a second, Tony," Charlie 
said, a serious mien coming over 
him. Tony sat. 

"Y'know, Tone," Charlie began, 
"for a while there I was worried 
about you. This business eats up 
writers, and about a month ago, I 
figured it happened with you. But 
you seem to have gotten it together 
again, just like when you started, 
except the new stuff is even better." 

"Thanks, Charles." 
"You're welcome. In fact, your 

work has been so good that I'm 
requesting a raise for you." 

"Really? That's great! Thanks a 
lot, Charles. I really appreciate it. I 
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got some more stuff to work on that 
I think you ' ll like." 

"Terrific. But why don't you give 
yourself a break now? Take a long 
lunch." 

" Thanks, Charles. I will!" 
Tony got up and headed out of 

Charlie's spacious office, cheered by 
the praise and the prospect of extra 
bucks in his paycheck. Charlie 
watched Tony's hard, round ass 
bobbing in his tight black jeans as 
the writer headed down the hallway 
towards the exit. 

" Nice gettin' off with you," Charlie 
muttered softly, a small smile on his 
lips. • 

TOILET TRICK 
Continued from page 34 

realized that Jonathan had come to 
the bar with his asshole already lubri
cated and ready for action. Jonathan 
stopped jerking off to grip the toilet 
bowl in order to steady himself 
against Alan's penetrating thrusts. 
He moaned with pleasure as Alan's 
dick slid into his anal corridor inch 
by thick inch. Then Alan's belly was 
tight against Jonathan's ass cheeks: 
his shaft had penetrated the full 
length of this man's rectum. It was 
like sinking his dick into a bed of hot 
mud which rippled and bubbled and 
then closed over it. Jonathan's hot 
anal flesh sought the maximum pos
sible friction of cock against ass. H·is 
tunnel seemed made out of boiling 
quicksand which sucked furiously at 
its victim. Jonathan imprisoned 
Alan 's cock with a ferocious, uninter
rupted suction . 

"I 'm too hot," he cried. "God, I 
need to get fucked! Give it to me! 
Give me your cock! Screw the shit 
out of my asshole with your big, · 
thick, stud cock!" 

Alan started to thrust, then his en
tire body jerked in shock as a warrn, 
wet tongue suddenly flicked over his 
balls and the base of his cock. The 
tongue came from below, wetting 
dick, balls, and ass crevice. He real
ized that the guy in leather pants and 
sweatshirt was sprawled on the floor 
next to the toilet with his head hang
ing over the bowl, face upwards, lick
ing his dick and Jonathan's dick
plugged ass. 

Jonathan writhed and squirmed, 
pumping furiously back upon Alan 's 
dick. He sought to delay his climax, 
obviously enjoying the pressure of 
the third man's tongue on his burn
ing, invaded asshole. But it was use-

less: he was indeed too hot, and the · 
licker's tongue probably got seared 
as it passed over his flesh. Alan felt 
his own genital tempernture rise 
sharply, quickly approaching the 
melting point, as the tongue lapped 
eagerly and repeatedly over his scro
tum, adding friction and sensation, 
bringing to his loins an intensity of 
arousal that rivaled Jonathan's as he 
fucked the redheaded stud with 
blind, bestial , instinctive abandon, 
making him shudder and moan. 

" Give it to me," he sobbed. " Fuck 
me, fuck my ass! Fuck it hard! Fuck 
it off! Tear my asshole open with 
your dick!" 

Alan drove his hips forward and 
up, plunging to the full extent, and 
then he let himself go. His ejacula
tion spurted like a liquid rocket blast; 
Jonathan 's hips leaped at the pres
sure and impact as Alan filled his 
butt, then his own release joined 
Alan 's. The cum flew free of his cock 
and sprayed all over the wall , obliter
ating the lewd gr;iffiti with drops of 
jism. 

Alan drew back. His cock slid out 
of Jonathan's asshole, and he leaned 
against the wall. He saw his cream 
pour out' of the unplugged hole: It 
streamed down Jonathan's legs and 
fell into the toilet bowl , and some of 
it spattered on the dirty tile floor. For 
a moment Jonathan was motionless, 
except for the trembling that passed 
through him; then he pushed his ass 
down into th~ face of the man who 
had been licking him from below. 
Slowly, without passion this time, he 
encouraged the guy to rim him and 
lick Alan 's sperm out of his asshole. 
The man lapped it up with his obedi
ent, irisatia~le tongue; the slimy over
flow from Jonathan's gaping aper
ture filled his hungry mouth. 

" Obviously, you can 't judge an ass
licker PY which side he wears his 
keys on," Jonathan joked lewdly as 
he let the man work on him for a few 
minutes. Then he stepped away from 
the toilet. The guy's tongue stopped 
stroking his asshole although it re
mained lolled out of his gaping 
mouth, quivering as though it were 
still hungry for the taste of Alan 's 
cum on Jonathan's anal flesh. The 
man fisheq into his fly; undid the but
tons to reach his swollen piece of 
meat; pulled it out between the slit in 
his leather pants; grabbed the erec
tion in his hand; beat it hard and fast, 
cupping his dangling balls with his 
other hand; and stared with depraved 
lust at Alan and Jonathan. 

"Look at that, will you," Jonathan 
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commented, taking the cock in his 
hand. "Jesus!" Without further ado, 
he dropped down to his knees and 
kissed the guy's erect cock, his hand 
gliding up and down the shaft. He 
held the guy's balls between his 
thumb and forefinger, squeezing 
them none too gently. He kissed the 
cockhead again, bit it , then lathered 
it with his tongue as the guy howled 
in pain. The leather number, legs 
apart and planted firmly on the floor, 
head still resting on the rim of the 
toilet bowl , ground his ass against 
the side of the porcelain fixture. 

Jonathan grasped the man around 
both thighs, placed his lips over the 
cockhead, lowered his mouth down 
over the shaft, and sucked the inches 
of throbbing manhood effortlessly 
down his throat while Alan watched , 
repelled yet excited by the lewd spec
tacle. The guy Jonathan was sucking 
groaned despite his evident deter
mination to remain completely silent 
as he tricked in the john. He groaned 
again, pushing his ass hard against 
the edge of the toilet bowl , as Jona
than 's mouth traveled down the thick 
tube toward the balls, then slipped 
sluggishly back up toward the mas
sive cockhead, which he flicked back 
and forth within the cavity of his 
mouth with his rough, swabbing 
tongue. The man in the leather jeans 
put his fingers into Jonathan's di
sheveled red mane to guide the rise 
and fall of the cocksucker's face 
upon his rock-hard cock. 

"Suck me! " he whispered hotly, 
staring not at Jonathan but at Alan. 
Then he groaned, thrust his butt 
away from the toilet bowl, and buried 
his cock all the way down Jonathan's 
throat. It exploded as it sank in. He 
kept his hands in Jonathan's hair, 
kept the latter's face pushed snugly 
into his lower belly, and held him so 
tightly that Alan wondered why Jona
than didn't choke on the guy's dick 
and why the dick didn't thrust clear 
through Jonathan's skull. 

Then the blow Job was over. Jona
than swallowed, licking away the last 
drops of cum from the guy's cock
lips. He bent the guy's limp-going 
cock, stuffed it back through the 
parted jeans, and buttoned the fly 
over the bulge it made. 

Brought back to reality by watch
ing this, Alan fastened his own jeans 
while Jonathan stood up and adjust
ed his clothing. The redhead looked 
quite normal , unflustered, as though 
nothing out of the ordinary had hap
pened - except for a glow of momen
tary satisfaction in his green eyes as 
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he turned to Alan with a leer, leaving 
the guy he'd just sucked off slumped 
on the floor, panting for breath, look
ing dazed. 

"Let me do that for you, sir, " 
Jonathan offered. He tucked Alan's 
diminishing erection back inside his 
pants, gave it a gentle squeeze, and 
pulled the zipper back up. Then he 
kissed Alan on the mouth, letting him 
taste the other man's sperm which 
lingered on his lips and tongue. " I 
like you," he said. " I think we can 
have a lot of fun together. " 

Fun hardly seemed an adequate 
word for it, but perhaps to Jonathan, 
it was a precise description. He led 
Alan back into the bar without so 
much as a glance at their temporary 
sex partner, who remained behind, 
waiting for still more action among 
the urinals.• 

THE WORKOUT 
Continued from page 41 

then he turned aside before I could 
determine if the pouch held anything 
but limp meat. 

" Next station," he said. " Hold on." 
There was a humming, and the 

bench moved beneath me. Fred 
chuckled at my expression of panic. 
"The machine knows what it's 
doing." 

In another minute I was perched 
atop an oddly uncomfortable seat, 
with two large rings hanging at arm
level. The entire Universal Gym was 
moving slowly, redistributing itself 
and adjusting its weights. 

"You pull on the rings to lift 
weights. Got it?" 

"Got it," I repeated, wiggling to 
get comfortable. The padded seat 
hugged my hips and my ass cheeks, 
but there was a hole in the center 
and I felt cold air on my asshole. To 
help slim the hips, I supposed. 

After one or two tugs on the ropes, 
Fred stepped away. "Where are you 
going?" 

" You just keep it up. The machine 
has you under supervision. I' ll be 
back in a minute or two." He left the 
room. I shrugged, and pulled on the 
rings. They were under quite a bit of 
tension, and I felt my muscles 
straining to move them. 

Something moved under me. A 
~lunt object rose between my legs, 
tickled my asshole, and then 
withdrew. It happened again, and I 
looked down to see a dildo-shaped 
rod of plastic pushing against my 

ass-crack. 
"What in the hell -?" I said. Once 

again the big dildo rammed against 
my hole, and in spite of myself I 
settled back, relaxed, and let it slip 
in. It vibrated gently, filling rny ass 
with delicious electrical feelings. 

The machine knows what you 
need . . . 

Now the rod started moving with a 
will of its own. With each thrust, it 
drove deeper into my asshole, filling 
me to bursting before withdrawing, 
then returning to dive even deeper. 
My grunts of pain and pleasure 
echoed in the room, and I hung 
tightly to the rings. My cock strained 
against my jockstrap. 

The door opened abruptly, and 
there stood Fred. My face flushed, 
but I couldn't stop the ramming 
dildo. He smiled. "Just sit tight and 
enjoy the ride." There was a distinct 
swelling at his crotch. He rubbed the 
rising mound as he watched me 
being fucked. 

Going in and out, the dildo 
violated my butt. I started to writhe 
with pleasure, squirming to make the 
rod dig yet deeper. The tempo 
increased until I felt like my ass was 
being reamed out by a high-speed 
piston. 

Finally it stopped, the dildo with
drew, and I whimpered a little. 

Fred stood before me, six-feet-two 
inches of blond muscleman with his 
cock jutting out before him like the 
hard barrel of a gun pointed in my 
direction. 

I felt the machine moving around 
me once again. 

"What now?" 
"More weight training," Fred 

grunted. 

Straps passed around my 
shoulders, and the seat withdrew. 
For a moment I dangled in the air 
while my feet were trussed together. 
Then, all at once, my ankles were 
pulled smoothly up while my head 
descended. At last I was hanging 
upside down with my face only three 
feet or so from the floor. I heard Fred 
settling behind me, then I felt the 
pressure of a padded bar settle 
behind my head like a strong pillow. 

My cock had worked itself free of 
the jockstrap; from behind me Fred 
reached between my legs and 
kneaded my hard, hot flesh. I thrust 
my hips forward and moaned, 
anxious for whatever was to come 
next. 

"Umph." His hand moved roughly 
over my dick, jacking it to full hard
n~ss. Now I was swinging slightly; 
with each sway the back of my neck 

Continued to page 76 
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Hot gay men come in all types, from Nautilus-built clones to fierce 
leathermen; from streetwise urban punks to corn-fed rural hunks. They 

come in all colors, too. Our recumbent Asian reminds us of the old 
gay lib slogan, "We are everywhere." We'd love to be anywhere he is. 

Photography by Suma 
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-,-'-'"PACIFIC 
OVERTURES 

Our man from the East promises a sensual teast 
to the guy who will respond to his Pacific over

ture s.. Th.e<kimono parts, the legs spread, and the 
fine-boned h,and_ grips his swelling meat. It's not 

'. only fhe sun that rises in the East. 





PACIFIC 
ERTURES 

Now he discards the kimono and languidly stretches out his lean, oro 
all its alluring nakedness. The time for artful posing and suggestive glances 1 
over; the way he grips his cock while fingering his nipple makes hi~ desires as 

explicit as they can be. 

Photography by Suma 
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.\. \l ith .o····,l}· r ·c. lotrie.si o.!f.i~U.~ ... ;our cocks up, national and cultural differences earn get in the way of man-
.,.,, t~ an Q$.ntact'¥ RaJhir,, they 're something to be appreciated for the spice they br ing to sex . East 

m::ivl be Eas( andJ°Wes,t[.may be \Vest . but the twain meets just fine in th is slender stud 's arms. 
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said, pulling his jockstrap back on. 
"I'll expect you here next week for 
your next lesson. I'm sure the 
machine will have a program tailored 
especially for you." 

I looked up at Fred, then past him 
tb the Universal Gym. And I won
dered w~at it had planned for me. 

"I wouldn't miss it for the 
world.': • · 

ROLLOVER 
Continued from page 61 

and rinsed away the sand and mud. 
We held each other, standing waist 
deep in the tide. He kissed me again. 
And again. We didn't speak, but we 
understood each other. 

We ran out of the surf, up the 
beach, and back to the powdery 
sand. We wrapped ourselves in the 
towel on the sand. It would be night 
soon. "I have to go," I said. 

"You've been-," he stopped. Our 
voices seemed curiously out of 
place. We held each other and the 
fire rekindled. His eyes grew large 
and his cock grew larger. 

He rolled me back and wrapped his 
arms around me. My cock grew thick 
too, he was very handsome. His wet, 
tangled blond hair fell over his eyes. 
Silently, he rolled me over and 
plunged his big dick into my ass 
again. He breathed his hot breath on 
the back of my neck as he p_umped. 
Over and over he moved back and 
forth. 

He oiled his hands and massaged 
my back as he took me for his own. 
Even as he worked the oil into my 
skin, he leaned forward enough to 
plant kisses on my neck. 

The oil felt as warm as the load I 
knew I'd be getting from him. He 
growled and pumped three long, de• 
liberate strokes. He came in my ass, 
and the ocean sighed, drowning out 
the pleasure noises I made from the 
best fuck I've ever had.• 

BOON DICKS 
Continued from page 57 

haled deeply. "Quiet? Try dead! 
Doesn't anybody in this town fuck?" 

David laughed deeply; as he did, he 
gave an affectionate tug to Leo, and 
pulled the dark, husky stud down to 
join them on the mattress. "Oh, you've 
come to the right place if you're look
ing for some fucking! Me and Leo've 
been fucking for three years now, and 
it seems neither of us can ever get 
enough. Isn't that right, buddy?" 

Leo gave a wicked smile as he 
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passed back the smouldering joint. His 
hand reached out and he began to 
strb.ke Jack's hard, naked thigh. The 
gra.ss had begun to take effect, and 
Jack responded to the probing fingers 
by stretching his muscled legs wider 
and lying back on the mattress. Clos
ing his eyes, surrendering to the grass 
and the sensations, he felt four strong 
hands caressing his thighs, rubbing 
and tugging at t,is rising crotch. His 
pants were unzipped and slowly low
ered; then his giant cock plopped with 
a thud across his tan stomach. The 
hands gripped the growing shaft at its 
th ick base, played with his cum-gorged 
balls, and pinched his hardening nip
ples. Then a hot, wet mouth encased 
the reddening dickhead, another 
closed its lips around the throbbing 
length, and Jack felt himself pulsing 
and swelling into ten fat inches of bur
ning iron as two hot mouths worked on 
him. He moaned with pleasure as the 
two bikers sucked him, each taking 
turns with his cock and balls. Then 
David shifted Jack's legs across his 
sturdy brown back. Pulling up his body 
sharply, his face lunged for Jack's ass
hole, kissing, biting, chewing on the 
tender flesh, shoving his tongue deep 
into the warm, tight opening. Christ! 
That hot tongue felt like a dick up his 
hole, and Jack slammed his weight 
back h~rd, feeling David probe further, 
deeper inside him. Leo was sucking in 
full deep strokes now, taking Jack's 
fuckhead deep in his throat and clos
ing his mouth tightly around the base. 
Jack writhed and groaned as the two 
studs sent shivers of pleasure through 
his rugged frame. 

"Shit, I'm gonna cum!" he shouted, 
as David replaced his tongue with his 
long, sharp index finger and simultan
eously clamped his mouth on Jack's 
bursting nuts. Jack exploded into Leo's 
mouth, shooting again and again as 
the bikers continued their relentless 
suction. The sensation became exquis
ite, unbearable, and he diverted his 
tingling rod and his nuts from their 
grasp. 

"Whoa! Let me catch a breath 
here!" he panted. 

David sat on his haunches before 
Jack, his eyes sparkling passionately. 
"I thought you were looking for some 
fucking. We've just gotten started." He 
rose, pulled off his sweaty t-shirt, and 
stepped out of his cut-offs. "Want to 
work out this piece of manmeat for a 
while?" 

Ja~k looked down and gasped, hard
ly believing what stood before him. 
David's cock was only half-hard, but it 
was already over nine inches long, and 
thick as a beer can. The door-knob 
head pushed slowly from the thick 
foreskin, a droplet of pre-cum spark-
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li ng on its wide slit. He knelt down be
side Jack, who greedily gobbled up the 
massive pole. Jack's mouth barely fit
ted around its mushroom head. He 
kissed and licked the expanding 
length, and he was still more amazed 
as the blood-engorged tool continued 
to swell and grow. 

"That's twelve inches of hard, hot 
dick, buddy," David growled. 'Work it 
up real good now, and you'll get a big 
surprise!" 

It was the biggest tucking cock Jack 
had ever seen, and he was feverish 
with excitement. He stuffed the mam
moth slab into his mouth and forced it 
down his throat. He gagged on the 
phenomenal width, but relaxed his 
throat even wider, determined to 
swallow as much of David's log as he 
could. 

"That's it, baby," David moaned, 
feeling his giant dick slide in and out 
of the slick, wet cavity. 

Leo had removed the last of his 
clothing, and nine inches of luscious 
red meat sprouted over two heavy balls 
in a hairy sac. With one hand, he cov
ered his throbbing dick with spit, while 
the other hand played v:,.,ith Jack's 
shaft. Then with a quick movement, 
Leo spread Jack's quivering cheeks 
wide apart and buried his dick deep in
side in one long, smooth thrust. 

Jack's eyes nearly bugged out from 
the sharp intrusion, but the stiff 
warmth in his ass, and the fat fire
cracker scorching through him pushed 
him on further, higher, and he slammed 
his hips back to meet his inevitable in
vader. 

They fucked in rhythm now, one 
man's dick coursing through Jack's 
mouth and throat, while another man's 
dick plowed deeper and deeper up his 
ass. David handed round some pop
pers, and they flew into each other 
with a frenzy, exploding three heavy 
loads of cum together. 

Slowly they pulled apart. Jack lit 
cigarettes for himself and David, and 
the two of them lay back, puffing con
tentedly. Leo lay between their sturdy 
tanned legs, still panting, then began 
to content himself with Jack's tender 
nuts. Absentmindedly at first, with his 
fingertips, then eventually more insis
tent with his tongue, he tickled and 
teased the fat twin orbs until, in spite 
of himself, Jack felt his blood begin to 
rise again and fill his dick. As the 
heavy shaft enlarged, Leo swung his 
tight body around and straddled Jack's 
sweaty chest. Leo swallowed Jack's 
fat dick to the root once again. Jack 
groaned, watching the round, creamy 
buns that undulated before him; 
David's voice whispered in his ear. 

"Eat him out, baby. Suck that ass!" 
With a sigh, Jack buried his face in 
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the moist, hairy crevice, kissing and 
sucking the purple ring before him. The 
hot puckerhole opened eagerly, and his 
swirling tongue plunged deeper, driving 
the sucking stud on top wild. With 
another quick move, Leo rolled them 
both over, lifted his legs and pulled 
wide his cheeks, impaling himself on 
the ten-inch rafter with a sigh of 
delight. 

"Fuck that ass, man! Fuck me long 
and hard!" he gasped, pounding his 
butt against Jack's thighs. 

They began a slow, sensual pushing 
and pulling. Leo's ass ground and 
clutched at Jack's every thrust, his 
hands pulling and rubbing the blond 
dude's handsome chest. His voice ex
horted Jack to fuck harder, deeper. 

David had been watching them 
silently, rubbing his own mammoth 
pole to hardness with a handful of 
grease. Moving behind the fucking 
couple, he unleashed a popper under 
Jack's nose. As his head began to 
spin, Jack felt David's thick spear bat
ter into his defenseless asshole. First 
the baseball head pushed its way past 
the trembling sphincter, then three in
ches, then six, then nine, until, with an 
unrelenting thrust, David had buried all 
twelve inches to the hilt. 

Jack felt himself spread wider, 
stuffed deeper than ever before. The 
burning billy club filled his body entire
ly, sending jets of electricity through 
him, charging into his own twitching 
cock, which was still sunk in Leo's 
hungry hole. As David pushed his way 
further into Jack's ass with a rough 
and mounting rhythm, he felt Jack 
pushing even deeper into Leo. Each 
thrust from David brought a low moan 
from Leo, while Jack, in the middle, ex
perienced everything. 

They pushed and arched, plunging 
in and pulling out ferociously with 
steady, increasing lunges. Suddenly 
Jack felt every nerve of his body on fire 
as David's giant meat shuddered in
side him and spewed forth a shower of 
steaming gizm. Pounding furiously, 
David shot his thick juices deep into 
the body beneath him and into his lov
er below, as Jack exploded his own 
burning load and filled Leo's churning 
asshole. With a loud groan, Leo shot 
his cum; bending his torso, Jack greed
ily swallowed his second load from 
this hot biking duo. 

They collapsed, exhausted and 
spent. Jack felt as if he'd been fucking 
tor a week. His heart pounded still; he 
felt totally satisfied. David rolled them 
another joint, and after they had smok
ed, he suggested that they take a 
shower. 

In the rising steam of the bathroom, 
thickening cocks strained forth once 
more and Leo fucked Jack again, then 

took David's fat ramrod up his own 
ass. Dried off and somehow back on 
the mattress, Jack's sturdy dick found 
its way into David's hot, tight asshole, 
his hands barely closing around the 
stud's giant rafter while the two lovers 
sucked each others' bulging cocks. 
Even then, they weren't satisfied; later, 
after a few more joints and a couple of 
rounds of poppers, Leo took both stud 
cocks up his ass together. Swaying in 
the never-ending ecstacy, Jack felt the 
warm walls of Leo's canal caressing 
his throbbing meat, while David's 
horse dick rubbed and pressed against 
him. Together the three horny studs 
fucked and sucked each other dry. 

The moon had long since risen when 
Jack finally walked out to his car, clut
ching their telephone number tightly in 
his hand. As he slid into the driver's 
seat, he smiled to himself, remember
ing David's last words as he had 
closed the door: "You may be out in 
the sticks now, stud, but there are two 
sticks here who are gonna make you 
mighty happy you left the city."• 

Punishment or Pleasure? ~ -
caprice Cat. #7 has satin corsets and , • - ~ 
discipline restraints of leather and rubber. ' 
Buy: Penis Corsets, Chasity Belts, Breast, .,.. 
testicle & rectal devices, punishment , . 
pants, Blow Up Hoods, Suits , Gags, Wh ips, 
5, 6 & 7" heels Enema Equipment. ~ 
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action oriented film, magazines, books, 
cassettes and thousands of other items of in• 
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ARIZONA 
PHOENIX 
GWM, 6'6", 30's, 170 lbs., Wants to 
meet gays in area for friends, fun & 
sex. Photo please. Write: George, 
Box 5702, Phoenix, AZ 85010 

G INDIAN 5'7" 136 LB. 
Have tight ass. If you love to fuck and 
are 6 inches to? in size, let's get toge
ther, will travel, write with photo to 
Wayne Walker, P.O. Box 186, Peach 
Springs, AZ 86434. Would like 
Kingman area, if you're out there. 

ARKANSAS 

CURL UP IN BED 
with something ST/MULA TING and 
CHALLENGING. You may even learn 
something. It's only four dollars. 
Order two and SHARE THE FUN. 
PRECIOUS AND FEW, Post Office 
Box 751, North Little Rock, AR 72115. 

CALIFORNIA 
FACE SITTER 
BM face sitter seeks rlf slaves. W. 
Jones, 1139 Market St., Rm. 144, San 
Francisco, CA 94103. 

Bl S.F. J/O STUD 
Hot handsome hung young dude, 29, 
6', 165, short dark blonde hair, 
moustache, long thick handtool, 
heavy slung sack. Photo a must: 2269 
Market, #333, San Francisco, 
CA 94114. 

ROPES 
Hot, horny, well put-togther Libran, 
34, 5'8", 135 lbs., 8" cut, has a lot of 
rope and a lot of time to explore bon
dage trips with equally intense, like
minded MEN. Tune in to some real 
trips with a goodlooking bottom/top. 
Photo brings a photo. Occupant, 795 
Buena Vista West, #4, San Francisco, 
CA 94117. 

HUNG HANDSOME DIRTY 
BLOND CIGAR-CHOMPING 
COWBOY 
Wants stallions to break, train and 
ride. 33, 6'1 ", 170. Colts accepted. No 
geldings or mules. I wear spurs! Jake, 
Box 1582, Clovis, CA 93612. 

CHUBBY 
WIM, bind/blue, 34, 5'7", 180 lbs. likes 
to get high, get up on my knees and 
get it up the ass; big dicks, di/does, 
small hands, enemas. Open it up and 
use it. Answer with photo only. Write 
#165, P.O.B. 15068, S.F., CA 94115. 

ASSHOLE BUDDIES 
WIM, 24, 5'11", 160 lbs., hot butt into 
FIF, di/does, enemas, spreaders, ass
eating, long sessions, wants men in
to mutual creative & uninhibited ass 
play. Let's open 'em up and make 'em 
talk. Photo appreciated. 55 Sutter St., 
#662, San Francisco, CA 94104. 

S.F. AREA UNCUTS 
Brown hair/eyes, bearded, UNCUT, 
nicely proportioned; WM, 32, 5'10", 
170, looking for UNCUT MEN. Hairy 
w/beer gut! Into heavy cock with big 
hairy legs spread wide, with uncut 
thick cock, hanging balls, hairy ass 
for servicing. Answer with photo for 
HOT reply. P.O. Box 14098, SF, 
CA 94114. 

SKI THE ROCKIES 
Handsome, muscular skier, thirties, 
seeks exceptionally handsome, mus
cular stud for rockies ski trips. Send 
photo, letter, sex pretences to Box 
108, 2215-R Market Street, San Fran
cisco, CA 94114. 

HOT BODY BUILDERS 
And hunky built men: Contact this 
little dude for total worship sessions. 
Serious only! Photo/letter to: Dick, 
P.O. Box 3391, San Diego, CA 92103. 
Club organizing. 

SLAVES! 
YIW/M seeks slaves to worship and 
serve Him as part of a newly formed 
"Church" that understands your 
place. Be prepared to perform as the 
slave you are and an offering may be 
taken of those who prove them
selves. Send photo, and detailed ap
plication letter to: The First Lord of 
The High Court clo Box 59146, 
Norwalk, CA 90650. 

I AM 25, ATTRACTIVE 
and quiet. I am caramel brown with a 
cute smile and eyes. Enjoy meeting a 
Honcho. Write A. Sanders, 1036 
Magnolia Ave., Gardena, CA 90247. 

WANTED:HOTSTUDINTO 
GENITAL PAIN 
Excellent opportunity for attractive, 
we/I-built guy into having his balls 
worked over. Room, board, frequent 
vacation travel, other benefits. I'm 27, 
stable, friendly. Write 2265 
Westwood Blvd., Suite 8-168, L.A., 
CA 90064. Photo a must. 

HOT MARRIED MAN 
38, 6', 175 Masculine. Seeks other 
married men, 32-42, French passive, 
masculine, hung for discreet daytime 
action. Bronski, 8033 Sunset Blvd., 
#831, Los Angeles, CA 90046. 

SLAVE WANTED 
North Hollywood-Los Angeles. 
Master, 52, 5'10", 152 lbs., brlbr. in 
fair shape for my age. Dig slaves 
18-28 only. No beards or Mustaches. 
Smooth bodies. Have nice assort
ment of leather & S&M gear. Slave 
must dig bondage. Verbal abuse, 
mutual heavy tit work-my tits 
especially. Must dig raunchy games, 
but will respect slaves' limits, and 
any unacceptable sex play. No fats 
or phonies, however. I am Greek 
passive, also dig eating hot ass & 
piss both ways. If the ad fits call 
Tony at (213) 985-7001, or write with 
Phone & Pix to: Tony M., Box 1023, 
Hollywood, CA 90028. 

VERY HOT DADDY 
Dominant Daddy, 38, 5'9", 160, very 
muscular, goodlooking, seeks 
Daddy's boy under 28, smooth anc! 
slim, in need of discipline and adven
ture. Write with photo, phone no. to: 
Daddy, P.O. Box 2512, Beverly Hills, 
CA 90213. 

SOUTH BAY SLAVE 
WM, 25, 6'0", slim, novice, blonde, 
smooth, needs to be collared by 
special Master. Torture, tits, C&B, 
bondage and? Reply Sir: P.O. Box 
7000-81, Rolling Hills, CA 90274. 

ORIENTALS & LATINS! 
Y/WIM located in Orange County 
looking for hot & creative times with 
good looking Orientals and Latins 
(please no fems). Let's explore each 
other and maybe try some creative 
things. Write GST c/o Box 59146, 
Norwalk, CA 90690. 

SLAVE WANTED BY HOT 
SADISTIC TOP 
If you're ready for the real thing, send 
letter and picture to Box 5692, Glen
dale, CA 91201-5692. I'll try you out. 

LONELY, 45 YEARS YOUNG, 
CONVICT, 
Not queer, just like to suck young 
cock, piss, and to tongue, lick and 
suck assholes. Release to N. Y. 7-1-84. 
Penpals. SCAT, Pass. Plus More! 
Richard Joe Kidd,Box 872191-San 
Quentin, Tamai, CA 94974. 

PROUD SEXY MAN 
34, 5'8", 140 lbs., good body, needs to 
be totally dominated, bound and us
ed by 1 or 2 very well-built masculine 
studs or by master who has slave 
and desires more. Photo, letter to 
Zack Carter, Box 1152, 6311 Yucca, 
Hollywood, CA 90028. 



MALIBU MEN WANT YOU 
Travelling to Malibu? Be our house 
guest on the beach. We are 26 and 27 
blond blue eyes and goodlooking. We 
enjoy 3, 4 and 5 ways. Send candid 
photo for immediate reply. Also state 
age, dimensions (everywhere) and de· 
sired travel time to Malibu. No fats, 
fems, SIM or oldies. Write Gabriel 
and Justin, PO Box 2167, Malibu, CA 
80265. No reply without full candid 
photo and personal description. 
Foreign languages spoken. 

TOP BOTTOM OR TRADEOFF 
27, 6'1 ", slim, bearded, masculine. 
Into leather, sweat, wax, calibrated 
trips; imagination. Box 24C73, L.A., 
CA 90024. 

VERY HOT DADDY 
Dominant Daddy, 38, 5'9", 160, very 
muscular, goodlooking, seeks 
Daddy's boy under 28, smooth and 
slim, in need of discipline and adven
ture. Write with photo, phone no. to: 
Daddy, P.O. Box 2512, Beverly Hills, 
CA 90213. 

COLORADO 
HEAVYS 
32, 195, 6'2", hairy, travels frequently, 
sadistically sane, wants heavy M 
(trainees considered) into B&D, 
C&BIT, TT, Whipping, Enemas, Obe
dience, etc. Be ready for strict 
discipline if application accepted. 
Box 174, Henderson, CO 80640 

HOTHUNK 
Sexy, gdlkg, hung stud seeks same 
18-35. Denver, N. Colo. area. P.O. Box 
1371, Longmont, CO 80501 

CONNECTICUT 

VRY HANDS. SEEK SAME 
Top Quality sks same. 6' 170# 42 hry 
ch, 30w, musc.-defined-trim. Want 
only vry hnds.-musc hunks-model 
quality, wh or blk. Photo a must. 
Occupant, Box 397 New Haven, CT 
06502. 

CONNECTI-CUTE 
GWM, 5'11", 27, 180 lbs., seeks virile 
connoisseurs of vanilla sex. Likes! 
Classical music, poetry, modern art, 
teddy bears. Turnoffs! drugs, S&M, 
pain. (203) 562-7741. 848 State St. New 
Haven, CT06511. 
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FLORIDA 
STALLION VS. STALLION 
Ft. Lauderdale. Wrestle, cock-fight, 
spank, ver., Leather, Piss, just fine. 
You/us. Me the Fuck, goodlooking, 
28, 162 lbs. 5'10½ ", 7½" cock, BB 
wants ridin' the hole of another 
proud beatin' Stallion. Espanol, arro· 
gant young dudes at Box 11624, Ft. 
Lauderdale, FL 33308. Bang Balls 
and I'll show you what a girl you are. 

FERNADINA BEACH 
Just moved here. GWM 23 6' 160 lbs. 
Straight acting. Dark skin, Blk hair, 
very hairy: Need to meet friends 
under 25. Muscles a plus. No fems. 
Photo gets mine. C.N. Lee, Amelia 
South, 3350 South Fletcher Ave., 
Fernadina Beach, FL 32034. (904) 
261-0328. 

MIAMI-TWO SIM MEN 
With a variety of interests and the im· 
aginations to explore them, seek 
meetings with other men for mutual 
exploration and expansion. We have 
a well equipped game room and wel· 
come those who seek an atmosphere 
of mutual trust, respect and sinceri· 
ty. PO Box 651038, Miami, FL 
33165-1038. 

BODYBUILDER, BIKER 
35, interested in sex with any Drum
mer readers. Wet and dirty, dirty talk 
and fantasies, clothes. Top/mutual. 
Am versatile and appreciate same, 
but no FF. Travel widely. Photo, 
phone preferred. P.O. Box 10274, 
Tallahassee, FL 32302. 

PLANNING TO VISIT KEY WEST? 
This hot G WM 27 smooth, well hung 
loves long oral sessions especially 
rears (yours). Prefer hairy, husky, 
older men or just to exchange horny 
letters. Write RDA, Box 4001, Key 
West, FL 33041. 

FT. LAUDERDALE 
Masculine, stable, good-looking top 
with firm but gentle style seeks sub· 
jects for "training." Reasonable 
limits respected. Applicant will in· 
elude photo and phoine in letter of 
application. Jake, Box 130051, 2260 
NW 68th Ave., Sunrise, FL 33313. 

ORLANDO AREA 
couple would like to meet discreet 
singles and couples. No fems or 
drugs. Photos answered first. Give 
ages & interests. Occupant, PO Box 
1812, Maitland, FL 32751-1812. 

GEORGIA 

AIDS CELIBATES 
Don't be lonely, call Atlanta (404) 
633-2308. 

NEED GOOD FUCK 
Horny WM, 31, 155 lbs., 5'11", blue 
eyes, brown hair needs good fuck. 
Light S&M, di/does, enemas, jocks, 
aroma, three-ways. Versatile trench/ 
greek, rimming, FF, tit & ass play. 
Seeks like-minded. Photo ap· 
preciated. H. Roberts, 98 Peachtree 
Place, Warner Robins, GA 31093. 

JO-COCKRINGS 
Atlanta GWM, 6', 165, 8" cut, 40's into 
long JO sessions and photography. 
Wants to meet others with like in· 
terest. Your hot photo gets mine. P.O. 
Box 941002, Atlanta, GA 30341. 

HAWAII 
Warm, discreet, oriental, 30, wishes 
18-35 WM friendships anywhere. I am 
5'7'', 134 lbs. I work out at a health 
spa. Write: Box 4191, Honolulu, HI. 

IDAHO 
LONELY IDAHO FARMER 
Love correspondence with guys any 
age into tight levis. Send photo to: 
Bill, Box 893, Idaho Falls, ID 83402. 

ILLINOIS 
SPRINGFIELD 
Affectionate WM, 46, 5'11", 155 lbs., 
seeks white or black guys for love 
and friendship. P.O. Box 1234, 
Springfield, IL 62705. 

WM LOVES TO SUCK COCK. 
The bigger the better. 145 N. Weston, 
Elgin, IL 60120. 

PEORIA AREA 28 GWM 
Looking for straight acting guy 21 to 
35 for friendship not just sex! Photo 
and phone appreciated, P.O. Box 5565 
Peoria, IL 61601. 

CHICAGO 
S, 5 '9", muscle leather master seeks 
masculine slaves who need BID, 
S&M, WIS and tit work. Heavy leather 
scene. Slave must know how to 
serve. Limits respected. Big body• 
builder slaves preferred. Call Master 
(312) 642-2769. 
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BLACK MASTER WANTED 
WIM, 33, seeks black master into 
heavy BID, WIS, oral service and fuck
ing a hot white ass. Also like to hear 
from others into black domination. 
Box 6348, Chicago, IL 60680. 

MY HORSE 
is hung like me! Dominant but affec
tionate, French alp, j/o, 6 ft.1180 lbs., 
white, middle-aged, greying reddish
brown beard. Send photo with reply. 
Boxholder, P.O. Box 87444, Chicago, 
IL 60680. 

CORRESPONDENT J/O 
G WM, 28, looking for J/O buddies ot 
correspondents and phone J/O. Send 
hot letter and photo; Sure! Occupant, 
326 "B" East Park Ave., Libertyville, 
IL 60048. 

HEAVY? INTO HEAVIES? 
23, 6'4", 290, will try anything. Suck
ing, fucking, enemas, rimming, 
spanking, piss, dildos, armpits, jocks 
and socks. Richard Lewis, 408 Oak 
St., Apt. 1, Danville, IL 61832. 

IND/ANA 

YOUNG MAN, 5'8" 150 LBS., 20'S 
Looking for cosmopolitan gents 30-50, 
in Chicago area. P.O. Box 1352, Cedar 
Lake, IN 46303. 

HOT BODY SUCK! 
Good looking, hairy, thirsty, ass 
hungry wm, 37, 6'1", 155, worships 
very muscular, hung, sweaty greek 
active, trench passive, body builders, 
jocks, studs. Hot photo and letter 
bring quick service. P.O. Box 1063, 
Muncie, IN 47305-1063. 

IOWA 
SEEKS MACHO TYPE 
GWM photographer, 45, 5'5", 120 lbs., 
very sincere, wants permanent rela
tionship with men over 35. Will 
answer all. J.P., P.O. Box 4711, Des 
Moines, IA 50306. 

GWM, 21, 6', 195, 
interested in having good times! 
Drake student, in Des Moines over 
summer, P.O. Box 2470, Des Moines, 
IA 50311. 

INTO ANYTHING 
32 6'1" 175 lbs. IA-Minn-Wisc-Illinois
Missouri-into anything but scat. 8" 
cut. Box 8334, Des Moines, IA 50306. 
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LOVER WANTED 
Lonely GWM, 30, 5 18 11

, 145 lbs., hard 
working and out to get everything in 
life. Wants lover that will relocate on
ly. Serious letters only. Send letter 
and photo to G. Potter, 137 E. 29th 
St., Des Moines, IA 50317. 

KANSAS 
DUO LOOKING FOR MASTER 
29, Topeka Area. Looking for master 
to train slaves for service. Prefer 
20-40, hung. Willing to expand limits 
for right leatherman who knows limi
tations. We await replies at Box 4797, 
Topeka, KS 66604. 

JUST BEGINNING 
I am 20, 5'7", 175 lbs. and Spanish. 
Would like someone between 18-30 
to show me the ropes. Jason 
Collinge, 3408 N. Market #4, Wichita, 
KS 67204. 

GWM, 21, 5'8", 
Brown hair, brown eyes, no SIM. 
Seeks friends 19-30 from anywhere in 
state. Also would like to hear from 
boy lovers anywhere. Write to: Scott 
McBride, P.O. Box 369, Haven, KS 
67543. 

KENTUCKY 
WESTERN KY AREA 
White bisexual, masculine, ag
gressive, like outdoors, age 50, 5'8", 
175 lbs., 6" uncut, brown hair, blue 
eyes, ruddy, Libra. Only want to hear 
from those who can send photos in 
first letter. Farmers, loggers, truck
ers, etc. Prefer hairy white rugged 
guys, smooth OK. Must be stocky. 
Photo exchange. Let's get acquain
ted. Owen Krabson, Box 240, Rt. 4, 
Hwy 231, Utica, KY 42365. 

FRIENDSHIP NEEDED 
Early 50's, new to scene, looking for 
totally masculine kid brother, son or 
junior partner type for correspon
dence, meetings and possible lasting 
relationship. Travel wide area at 
times. Interests: hunting, fishing, 
campiing, BB & sincere discreet 
friends. Race and age unimportant. 
Facts and photo are essential. Dave, 
P.O. Box 365, Murry, KY 42071. 

DREAM LOVER CUM TO ME 
If you're 20-40, bi or GWM, attractive 
and firm, uncut and hair a plus. I'm 

seeking a lasting relationship. I'm 26, 
5'8, attractive, BR/BR, 150 lbs., 30" 
waist, 7" cock, smooth developed 
pees. Write/photo: Occupant, P.O. 
Box 804, Louisville, KY 40201. 

WANTS LOVER NEAR 
LOUISVILLE 
GWM, very masculine, 25, 6', 190 lbs. 
Wants a guy for emotional support 
and love. Like sports and outdoor ac
tivity. Must be 25-45 and live within 
175 miles from Louisville area. 
Occupant, P.O. Box 4633, Louisville, 
KY 40204. 

LOUISIANA 
HORNY, HORSEHUNG STUD 
wants hairy studs of all races who 
are into heavy masturbation and jock 
straps. Travel for perfect cock. 
Z. Carrington, PO Box 8824, New 
Orleans, LA 70182. 

PANTS-WETTING DADDY'S BOY 
Looking for a Daddy. P.O. Box 19654, 
New Orleans, LA 70179. 

MAINE 
MAINE COAST 
"Big Guy" GWM, college student
UMO, 21, 6', husky, hairy, brown, 
blue. Seeks a friend 19-33 for corres
pondence and possible relationship. 
All answered. R.D.J., P.O. Box 328, 
Seal Harbor, ME 04675. 

MARYLAND 
COUNTRY BOY 
G WM, 33, wishes friendhsip any
where, 140lbs., 5'11". Will answer all. 
Photo gets mine. P.O. Box 29, 
Reisterstown, MD 21136. 

MASSACHUSETTS 
HOT HUNG JOCK 
G WM, 33, 5'11 ", 170 lbs., brown 
hair/eyes/trimmed moustache who is 
hot, hung, into jockstraps. Seeks 
hungry, horny jocks for sex. Send a 
detailed description of yourself and 
sexual needs. All limits respected. In
clude any fantasies you wish to 
come true. Discretion assured. 
Blonds preferred, but all hot wel
come. PO Box 312, New Town 
Branch, Boston, MA 0225-" 

FOR THE BEST B.J. OF THE 
BERKSHIRES 
Call 413-442-5278. 
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HOT, VERY MASCULINE 
trim, muscular, uncut, 32, wants real
ly hot masculine well build Greek ac
tive buddy. Photo to: PO Box 1434, 
N. Y., N. Y. 10150. 

J/OARTIST 
NYC GWM 30's 6'2" 165 blue eyes 9" 
cut proud & cocky. Filled with 
creative uninhibited erotic energy. 
Bold use of everything I've got. Will
ing to share all of it. Handy with the 
camera. 50/50 voyeur-exhibitionist or 
100% of either. Get hold of yourself. 
Give the urge a real workout. Photo & 
thoughts gets a fistful. You dudes 
know who you are! Boxholder, PO 
Box 55, N. Y., N. Y. 10021. 

CA VER NOUS SHAVED PIG 
HOLE 
avallable on hot bearded horny w/m, 
scorpion, 36, 5'7", 130. Into mutual 
raunch scenes including FIF, WIS, 
UL, Tits, Balls, Jocks, Boots, Toys, 
Shaving with hot experienced MEN. 
Photo/Phone Box 1440, Madison 
Square Station, NYC 10159. 

NORTH CAROLINA 
JACK SON VILLE 
GWM, 45, I have brown hair, brown 
eyes, 175 lbs., 5'11", 6" dick and have 
a short beard. Want ·someone to 
make love to while watching porn 
films in my home. Call (919) 346-4082 
before midnight. 

OHIO 
I AM LOOKING FOR SOMEONE 
to satisfy my lover. He is 6'1" and 160 
lbs. and is willing to try anything. I 
set the limits and am present. You 
must be aggressive. Lover is blond, 
muscular. No fats or fems. Write PO 
Box 33303, Cleveland, Ohio 44133. 

22GWM 
looking for friends, lovers. 
Renn (216) 674-1610. 

OKLAHOMA 

MUSCULAR MEN WANTED 
GWM, 21, 6', 169 lbs., 8" cock. Consi
dered cute. Seeks honest, good
looking bodybuilders, jocks, studs 
and athletic men. You must have well 
defined chest. No SIM or BID. Send 
letter, photo showing face/chest, if 
possible nude. John C., P.O. Box 
19572, Oklahoma City, OK 73144. 

OREGON 
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SEPTEMBER SONG 
GWM, 55, active, independent, going 
to retire and van around the conti
nent to see what's happenin'. Seeks 
compadre to share the adventure, ex
pense and each other. Write Hart 
Enfeld, 2320 SW Schaeffer, West 
Linn, OR 97058. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHER
PHILA. 
WM, 40, 5'9", 145 lbs., 7" cut. Wants 
other men into photography and 
home video taping. Non shy, uninhi
bited only! Willing to swap pies, 
tapes with others also. Your nude 
photo gets mine. No collectors 
please, just honest exhibitionists! 
voyeurs. Occupant, PO Box 13131, 
Phi/a, PA 19101. 

SUBMISSIVE WM 
Philadelphia, 5'1 ", 170, 35, wants 
dominant white rugged macho men. I 
will provide cock and ball service, 
rimming, underarm pits, etc. I need 
lite roughing up, threats, verbal 
abuse and total domination. No tor
ture please. I respectfully beg you to 
send me your detailed demands. Box 
17125, Philadelphia, PA 19105. 

SON SEEKS CIGAR SMOKING 
DOMINATING DADDY 
Who is over 35 and uncut. Son is 24. 
5'11" 145 lbs. and handsome. Steve B. 
1581 Hewson St. Phi/a PA 19125. 

WM, 130 LB., 27, 
Desires friends, lovers, playmates for 
dining, travel, good times. R.D.5, Box 
219C, Tyrone, PA 16686. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
LEATHER-SEX 
G WM, 26, 5'10", 180 lbs. Love leather, 
sex, boots, chaps and gloves. /-95 
travelers stop and call Dan (803) 
774-6537 when passing South of the 
Border. 

TENNESSEE 
ANIMAL SLAVE 
25/160 muscled. 9" thick. Experience 
managing 5 stallions, 3 danes. Give 
me a farm. I'll serve. Discrete, loyal. 
D. Johnson, Beech Creek Road, 
Brentwood, TN 37027. Sincerest cash 
donation earns $150,000 Yuan 
Dynasty jade horse. All donations 
rewarded. 

GWM WANTS TO MEET GUYS 
(18-35). Trim & muscular in appear
ance. I'm 30, 5'9", 150, moustache. 
Enjoy bodybuilding, running & music. 
Send photo & letter to: R.F., Box 482, 
Knoxville, TN 37901. 

TEXAS 
BB/WRESTLER 
seeks clean likeminded men 18-35 for 
discreet full contact workouts etc., 
with 6', 185#, WM, 29. Your place. 
Metroplex. Don Lee, Tandy Center 
Atrium #203, Ft. Worth, TX 76102. 

BRECKENRIDGE AREA 
Leo, 6', 45, 163, Brown/hazel 
moustache, independent straight
appearing. Looking for experienced, 
creative, tops 20-45 experimenting 
with light B&D, WS, tit play, Fr., Gr., 
rimming, jocks and fantasy. Fakes, 
drugs, heavy pain and scat are turn
offs. Semi-nude photo with letter 
answered first. Write Ken, PO Box 
201, Olden, TX 76466. 

DALLAS 
White, 31, reasonably good looking 
seeks same for friend/lover. Write, 
describe yourself and interests. Box 
45279, Dallas, TX 75245. 

LONELY FT. WORTH COWBOY 
GWM, 32, 5'7", 140 lbs. brown/blue. 
Prefer 18-24. Penpa/s welcome. No 
fats, fems or Blacks. Send PASE, 
photo to: Skip Williams, Pox 10272, 
Ft. Worth, TX 76114. 

2 LOOKING FOR 1 
Young 18 to 30, uncut a must. Not 
into S.M. or drugs. Photo please. No 
fats, blk or mex. Game room & spa 
for fun and games. G.L.C., PO Box 
821241, Dallas, TX 75382. 

WISCONSON 
HAIRY, HORNY, BEARDED GWM 
30, seeks hot men 20-40 for bareass 
fun. Bi studs, couples welcome. Into 
nudity, foto swap. PO Box 1085, 
Madison, WI 53701. 

INTERNATIONAL 

GWM, 5'6", 138 LBS 
Black hair & moustache, brown eyes, 
nice looking, sensible, honest. Wish 
to meet and correspond with: sincere 
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WHITE, 31, LOOKING FOR A 
FRIEND/LOVER 
Write and tell me about yourself and 
interests. Send photo and phone 
number to B.C., PO Box 83, 
Southfield, MA 01259. 

MICHIGAN 
LOOKING FOR PERMANENT 
FRIEND 
G WM, 36, 5'10", 203 lbs., looking for 
the right person to build life with. En
joy sports, quiet times. Seek those 
with similar interests between 18-38. 
Photo appreciated. Jerry Keller, Box 
177, Escanaba, Ml 49829. 

TONSIL TICKLERS 
Call talented bottom (313) 398-8141. 
Enjoys Greek three ways passive. 

MINNESOTA 
MINNESOTA GUYS 
Are you hot? If you're a slender bi or 
GWM, 18-30, who enjoys getting a 
good head job and stimulating mas
sage, I can do it! I can prolong your 
pleasure too. Send letter about your
self and phone# to: P.O. Box 6269, 
Mpls, MN 55406. 

ROCHESTER MASTER 
WM, 5'10", 170, 8". Master with well
equipped dungeon seeks obedient 
slaves. Willing to train submissive 
novices into S&M, B&D, WS and 
more. Write Robert, 1030 Adams 
Road, South Rochester, MN 48063. 

TALENTED SLAVE 
I enjoy being a guy's slave. I'm 
talented and versatile, can blow your 
mind. You should be 30-35, nice body. 
Box 30163, St. Paul, 55175. 

MONTANA 
SIM, 26, 5'8, 140 lbs 
Intelligent, love to explore, hung, sub
mit by writing, or photo appreciated. 
5404 Harrison, K.C., MO. 64110. 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 

WANTED: TOP MEN, ANY MEN. 
BID, C&BIT TT, Whipping, FF, enemas, 
obedience. Let me make your fanta
sies materialize. JG, P.O. Box 1373 
Claremont, NH 03743. 
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NEW JERSEY 

WANTED:HOTSTUDINTO 
FIST-FUCKING 
by hot masculine hunk, 30, 5'10", 150 
lbs., 8½" uncut. Pie & phone. PO Box 
2436, Plainfield, NJ 07060. NYC, NJ, 
PA only. 

PEN PALS AND FRIENDS 
WANTED 
by young Black male, 6'1", 200 lbs. 
My Interests are weight lifting, books 
and movies. Race unimportant but 
have a liking for Spanish people. 
Photo, returned if requested. No SM 
or Fems. Daimon, PO Box 3150, East 
Orange, NJ 07017. 

EXTRAORDINARILY BEAUTIFUL 
WM, 29, 5'7", 145, craves leather sex. 
Complete leather uniform, photo, and 
letter stating needs and require
ments strongly preferred. All replies 
answered with photo and similar let
ter. No fucking or heavy S&M. Reply 
Box 125, Ridgefield, NJ 07657. 

MANEATER 
seeks trim, hairy, cut, 18-40. I'm 32, 
slim, goodlooking, expert mouth and 
camera. Photo including chest: 
Parallax, Box 597, Belleville, 
NJ 07109. 

NEW MEXICO 
NEW MEXICO 
Moving Southeast New Mexico Sep
tember. Box 41, Weir, Texas 78674. 
Young. Athletic. 

28, WHITE, Bl, BIKER. 
Needs hung Black, verbal long 
lasting man who loves to fuck ass 
and get lip service. No basket cases. 
Photo, phone mandatory. Box 13894, 
Albuquerque, NM 87192. 

RELOCATABLE SUBMISSIVE 
Bi, WIM, 6'2", 200#, 35 straight 
appearing, oral slave to cock/balls. 
Lip serves any age, public/private. 
Into all but RIF, animals or pain. Love 
TV/TS, deep throat. Impotent OK. 
Cock/ball photo, list of demands 
please. Boxholder, P.O. Box 522, 
Texico, NM 88135. 

NEW YORK 
FINGER LAKES REGION 
Clean, discreet-seeks married men 
only-age not important-write Box 
272 Montour Falls, New York 14865. 

DONKEY DONG 
Slave, 24 needs dog training from ex
tra huge hung master. Big Dog a 
plus. Photo, etc., gets mine. #49, 132 
W. 24 St. NYC 10011. 

SIM 40 5'6 140 
Like to meet males all races 18-30 to 
take out, be good to, and obey. John 
PO Box 604 Scarsdale, NY 10583. 

BLACK MALE 
31, 5'11", 175 lbs. good body and nice 
ass, and cock 8", seeks nice looking 
bearded dark Italian age 30 to40 who 
enjoys ass fucking and eating and 
lives alone. (No fems.) Reply, Johnny, 
798 Hendrix St., Bklyn, NY 11207. 

HUGE ENDOWMENT? 
Dirty blond, gd-lkng, 25, 5'8", 145, in
terested In handsome, athletic, huge
ly hung German, British and Latin 
topmen who are a·ggressive, verbal 
and can keep their monster meat 
rock hard for hours. If it looks like a 
FIRE HOSE, and you're proud of it, we 
should meet. Your pie, measure
ments, and phone get mine. Box 49, 
132 W. 24th St., NYC 10011. 

SWEATY HORNY JOCKS 
Do you fantasize your big feet (size 
11 +) serviced by a hot WIM, 28, 6'1 ", 
175, who is attract masc and sine? 
Call (212) 675-7352, 8-11PM for real 
locker room action, or write P.O. Box 
304 Village Station, New York, NY 
10014. 

ALL RUBBER WEARING 
TOPMEN 
W/M 33 6' 145 bottom seeks introduc
tion into rubber/latex scene. Only 
serious rubber loving topmen need 
reply with letterlfoto to Rob, P.O. Box 
2980, Rockefeller Center Station, 
NYC, NY 10185. 

ROCHESTER AREA 
Goodlooklng, well built, married man, 
early thirties, desires relationship 
with same. Good looking, trim, mar
ried guys without communicable 
diseases preferred. No kinks or 
weirdos. Photo appreciated. P.O. Box 
24932, Rochester, NY 14624. 

ROUGH HOUSE & RA UNCH 
Buddy wanted for hot, wet, rugged 
contact in and out of sweaty Jocks. 
Especially UNCUTS. Send Photo: PO 
Box 1328, Grand Central Station, 
New York, NY 10017. 
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20-30, attractive, comprehensive, 
emotive, for sharing affaction and 
companionship. Sincere letters with 
photos answered. Pen pals welcome 
from all over. French or English. 
OCCUPANT, P.O. Box 154, Gatineau, 
Quebec, Canada J8T 4Z3. 

COMMERCIAL 

MAN TO MAN PHONE ACTION 
Hot men into your fantasy, 
like . . . Bruce: Sexy young surfer, hot 
& ready. Mick: Horny ex-GI bottom. 
Jim: Muscle stud all man top or 
bottom. Max: Leather master into ver
bal abuse plus other hot men always 
available dial 213 NOW-TALK, dial 213 
669-8255. Major credit cards or money 
orders ok! 

S&M PHONESEX! 
CALL THE MASTER who knows what 
he's talking about!! Visa, MC, Am Ex 
(or send $35 to Box 301, Laguna 
Beach, CA 92652). (714) 494-4871. 

HOT BOYS 
Call (212) 757-772.~ 

MAN ALIVE! 
America 's hottest new personal ad 
publication! First 30-word (photo ok!) 
Ad free. Send $1.00 (refundable) for 
info: M.A. 11684 Ventura #104H, 
Studio City, CA 91604. (State over 21). 

BANDANASIN47COLORS 
Hanky code, Rockshot and TNT 
cards, Ram and Hardware, write for 
details: Kitchen Plus, 208 N. 3rd, 
Manhattan, Kansas 66502. 

COMING TO L.A. FOR THE '84 
OLYMPICS? 
We can make it affordable. Write for 
information. Gledhill Tours, 2112 
Lyric Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90027. 

HOT SEX MUSIC 
Complete original music from Al 
Parker's hot film TURNED ON. Sixty 
minute Dolby cassette. $10 p.p. from 
Stallion Sound Prod., Box 436, Dept. 
H, New York, NY 10013. Brochure 
available. 

BODY BUILDERS' NUDE 
PHOTOS 
WhaJ turns you on? Photos in Jock
strap, butt shots, hard-on shots, mas
turbating in the shower, and " cum " 
shots. Send $5 for photo set of your 
choice, and letter. Dick, 54 W. Ran
dolph St., Suite 606-F7, Offer A-1, 
Chicago, IL 60601. 
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ESCORT/MODEL 

Bodybuilder 
813-823-5629 Jerry 

COMPLETE BODY MASSAGE 
MALE ESCORTS AVAILABLE 
12 noon to 9 pm (only). Call for ap
pointment. (216) 476-2956. Cleveland, 
Ohio. 

BELT BUCKLES 
For the true collector. Send $2.00 for 
our limited edition commemorative 
series. Refundable on first order. 
Gledhill Enterprises, 2112 Lyric Ave., 
Los Angeles, CA 90027. 

GAY VIDEO LIBRARY 
Borrow VHS XXX-rated. Service HV, 
Box 889, Seattle. WA 98111-0889. 

HEAVY MASTURBATORS 
Marines and navy guys stained jocks 
and shorts. Beefy. $3.00 a pair. Man
wear, Box 3565 WOB, Fla. 33402. 

DARK HANDSOME LATIN 
24, slim athletic body. Educated, 
safe, discreet. Hot rear, hung. Mike 
Monte (212) 244-4270, 24hr. answer
ing service. Out only. 

REAR FRENCHMEN OF 
AMERICA 
4th Year of the club for men into giv· 
ing/receiving rear French. Name, 
Age, $1 to: Box 623-CMH, New York, 
NY 10013. 

STUD FOR HIRE 
Write for details, PO Box 1047, Allen
town, Pa. 18105. 

HOT S&M AUDIO TAPES 
By Drummer's Frank O'Rourke. Con
tact: Hatfield House, Box 14128, San 
Francisco, CA 94114. 

LARSEN LEATHERS 
(new & used motorcycle gear) Rt. 1, 
Box 425, Christianburg, VA 24073. 
1-703-382-4668. 

GREAT EUROPEAN MODELS!! 
If you like pictures and S-8 films of 
best looking European models, send 
for free illustrated list and sample 
picture. Sauer, Muenchhausenstr. 38, 
D-3400, Goettingen, Germany. 

ORGANIZATIONS 

MEET 500 WRESTLERS/JOCKS! 
Pix/info: $4.00. NYWC, 59 W. 10 
Street, NYC 10011. 

LIKE TO FUCK? 
(OR GET FUCKED?) 
American-Greek Alliances: The club 
which gets Greek actives into Greek 
passives!! Name, Age, $1 to: Box 
623-AGH, New York, NY, 10013. 

PISS SOMEONE OFF!!! 
Rainmakers: The Ultimate water
sports club for men into golden 
showers. Name, Age, $1 to: Box 
623-RMH, New York, NY, 10013. 

MALE FUR WORSHIP! 
THE HIRSUTE CLUB invites HAIRY 
men & men who love hairy men to 
join our hot, erotic club. Information: 
send $2 to POB 11514, San Fran
cisco, CA 94101. 

AMERICAN-GREEK ALLIANCES 
Third sensational year of club which 
gets greek actives into greek pas
sives! Special discount for men who 
are solely greek active. Name, age, $1 
to: P.O. Box 623-AGP, Canal St. 
Station, New York, N. Y. 10013. 

INTO BOOTS 
shoes, leather, levi 's and/or other 
clothing and want to meet others? 
Over 800 members. Send s tamp to 
Foot Fratermity, POB 786, San Fran
cisco, CA 94101. 

HOT PHONE J/O CALLS 
Send SASE to Phone Pals Club, Box 
11097, San Diego, CA 92111-0010. 
Mention HONCHO and age. 

INTERCHAIN INTERNATIONAL 
Contact organization for the macho 
man. Information: Box 410, 132 West 
24th Street, New York, NY 10011 or 
call (212) 929-5078. Leave name and 
address until f1 p.m. EST. 

PUT SOMEONE'S FOOT IN YOUR 
MOUTH!! 
Footman: the boot, shoe, socks, 
sneakers and bare feet club! Name, 
age, $1 to: Box 623-FMH, New York, 
NY 10013. 

EXPERIENCES UNLIMITED 
SOMEONE FOR EVERYONE! 
The cute guy next door to the heavy 
leather top excortslmodels for mags, 
films, pvt use, party hosts, bar help, 
etc. U DESCRIBE 'IM, WE'LL 
DELIVER 'IM. (213)258-9577. 



COWBOYS, HIKERS, BIKERS 
AND CAMPERS, THEY ARE 
THE MEN OF ZEUS IN THE 

BEST TRADITION OF 
HONCHO ... 

MENINTHE ---~~---------i 

ROUG:HsJ"~~: HONCHO PRESENTS 
TOUGH, RODS TH OF 
OF STEEL AND 

MENOF 
MARBLE, 

GOD-LIKE MEN 
WHOTOILAND 
GET DOWN TO 

BASICS ... 
AVAILABLE AT NEWSSTANDS SOON 
OR ORDER USING COUPON BELOW. 

$3.95 
IUASE INCLUDE $1.06 POSTAGE AND HANDLING 

,_YMENT ENCLOSED: VISA D MASTER CHARGE D 
CHECK D MONEY ORDER D 

ENCLOSE$ __ FOR __ 

MYABLETO MODERNISMDPUBLICAT1DNS, L.T.D. 
155 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, 11TH FLDDR 
NEW YORK, NEW YORK 1D013 

NAME~---

MlDRESS ___ _ 

CITY __ STATE_ZIP_ 

I reprennt thlt 1 ,m on, 21 



c,\\,ER-JAC 

4-6 WK -GUARANTEED 
The love pillow for those private moments 
when you dreamily drift into fantasies. Port
able. Can be taken anywhere, anytime for 
your private pleasure. Folds into small pack
et. Complete instructions. Dynamite! $9.99 

Add $1.50 for postage & handling, 6% sales tax . 

REGENCY SQUARE Dept. 652 8 
1626 N. Wilcox, Hollywood, Ca. 90028 

ln't:ctO(Y,.Q/J.I.L.. e mMOVIE& 
~~ MOVIE VIEWER 
" 

D After School Suck Off 
D Streams of Passion 
D r.idnapped Slave 
D All You Can Suck 
D It's So Wot Oanny 
10 l.o<.ker Room Gang Bang 

ALL '" 

1SMAll PENIS?7 
IERECTION PROBLEMS?1 

I LINGA-100 is the pure , natural laboratory blend de
I signed to actuallv enlarge the penis and induce & 

maintain multiple , long term erections. LINGA-100 
I allows a more intense , deeply satisfying male climax 
I while developing sexual power, physical strength and 

I mental alertness. LINGA-100 was developed by top 
Swiss scientists involved in natural sex hormone 

I research. Thousands of European men have expe
l rienced dramatic results . Impotency overcome . In-

I creases in organ size of one-to-two inches not uncom
mon. LINGA-1 00 is perfect for the older man 's prob-

1 lems. Studies revea: men definitely consider the 

I penis as the real meas~,d of the man . Let LINGA-100 

I 
increase your sexual p_ower and size. Only $8.95 post
paid . Order now! s3EA SIX s15 a HANOLIN8 ONLY I EUROPEAN MEDICAL LABS 

Michael chz:U1'pher 
Miko O'Loai:~ _ _ 
Dentcll: Stanton , 
Erle Mud.rell 
Cfoulo• ~uzdan_ 

JCraJ;~I~ 
Greg Davis 

-~ •. -
* 

90 

Prices include Shipping 
and Handling Charges! 

VINCE. BOX 2411. DEPT.I\023 . VAN NUYS. CA 91401 L Dept. Jl08. Box 7057, Burbank. Cal. 91510 

,,EXPLICIT 
l·' 

GAY SEX 
All Color 
90 Minutes 

• Regular 8 
• Super 8 

0 ....... 1 for $19.00 
D ....... 2 for $36.00 
D ....... 3 for $52.00 
D ....... 4 for $68.00 
D .. All 6 for $96.00 

Please ship "EXPLICIT GAY SEX" 8mm FILMS marked below: 

NAME ....................................................................... 0 .. 172 Afternoon Delight 

ADDRESS ......... ... ......................... ............................ 0 .. 173 Young Meat 
0 .. 174 Pocket Pool 

CITY ....... ................................................................... 0 .. 175 Second Shift 

STATE ................................ ZIP ................................. 0 .. 176 Sparks 
0 .. 1n Devil's Delights 

Signature .. ................................................................ . 

Based on the "Consenting Adult laws': with my signature, I attest to the fact 
that I am of legal age and wish to receive the Explicit Gay Sex Films: HS 

Bank Charge No .............................................. . ... ................. Enclosed: 
0 Cash O Check O M.0. 

Expiration Date........... ......... ........... ................. .. 0 Master Card O Visa 

Attn: Canadians add $2.- and Foreigns edd $3.- per Film or Tapel 
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7746 SANTA MONICA BLVD. 
HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 90046 

- BREAKTHROUGH -
from the Mundane to the Fantastic! 

UNWIND at the 
INN and GALLERY 
of the FANTASTIC ARTS 
43 Crosby St . NYC 10012 
(212) 226 -0205 

Send $15 to, 16 art cards 
by Gregory Maskwa 
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DISCIPLINE DEVOTEES 
Spankinc swincers interested in Bondage, 
Discipline, Transvest ism, Humiliation . l::n • 
emu, Golden Showers, French & Greek 

. .... :. put their ads and photos in our corres-

~ 
pondence club macazine. 
SAMPLE COPY $ 7.00 

WENDY, Box 85111, Dept asm 
, Los Angeles, Calif. 90072 

Europe's J!J-lJ!J!10 PORNO 
BestSizzling I IMQVIES 
Cru1s1ng 
Scenes 
~ 
amiiD 

FREE 
8mm 

MOYIE 
VIEWER • ENCLOSE 

MY FREE 
MOVIE VIEWER 

WITH ORDER 

KAL TON PICTURES 
Box 30529, Dept. 12 
Los Angeles, Ca. 90030 

for a nighttime or a lifetime thru the 
new IGSF, the world's largest gay/ bi 
social contact club with thousands of 

members in all 50 states & Canada. 
Meet compatible people immediately 
by phone or by mail-in your area or 

when traveling. All ages-areas. 
Complete discretion assured. 
Call National Hotline Now! 

East/ Central U.S . 
212-684-4525 

Western U.S. 
213-650-5834 

Or Rush Coupon For Free Info Pak! 

I l•gsf 210 Fifth Ave. , Suite 1102, Dept. HO I 
New York, N.Y. 10010 

I Please rush information on how I can make I 
I new friends immediately. (Please Print) I 
I Name _ ___ ____ Age ___ I 
I AddreH _ _ __________ I 
I City _ _____ St• te __ Zip ___ I 
I Phone _______ Sex: M _ F _ I ·-- ---------- -- _. 

* * * FOI.L LENGTH POU a- COLOR* * * 
lox 32 Dlpt.H0 23 No. Hollrwood,CA 91802 

I I" 'I' 

\~f(\~ 
~~\\~ 

"JUST 
FOR FUN" 

Ship ___ @ $5.00 ea ppd 

... . ,,>, 'l 

.. ~HUMB 
/~PACIFIER 

.:.:::-/ ,1\.\ 
•· . •RELAXES 
'· •. :• CALMS 
;: • SOOTHES 
•: ; • TRY IT 

(NC res add 4% sales tax) 

To: __________ _ 
NAME 

STREET 

CITY 

STATE ZIP -----------PAV: JUST FOR FUN, LTD. 
DEPTH 
143 KING GEORGE CT. 
JACKSONVILLE, N.C. 28540 
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The face, with its large, soulful brown eyes, dark complexion and 
full moustache, hints at mixed ancestry: an ethnic hybrid of the 

Near East and Europe. That's because it belongs to a man called 
Mych'eal, who is half-Armenian, half-French and 100 percent hot. 

Photography by John Preston 

DECEMBER 1983 I HONCHO 





WE THOUGHT WE WOULD 

REMIND YOU WHY YOU SHOULD 

SAVE A BIG STIFF 25% 

OFF THE NEWSSTAND PRICE 

AND SUBSCRIBE TO 

TORSO TODAY. 

YES. Please start my one-year subscription to TORSO at a big 25% off the 
newsstand price. 12 monthly issues for only $35.75. 
GENTLEMEN: I have enclosed $35.75 in check ( ), cash ( ), money order ( ), 
or credit card plus required information. (MasterCharge or Visa accepted.) 
TORSO MAGAZINE SUBMIT IN U.S. FUNDS ONLY. ALL MAGAZINES 

225 LAFAYETTE STREET, SUITE 1204, t~~E~~~1~i.bNLAss~A~GEk ~~11:u~~~~Noi~~~: 
N.Y., NY 10012 WISE INSTRUCTED. ALLOW SIX WEEKS FOR 
PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY SUBSCRIPTIONS TO BEGIN. 

MASTERCHARGE [ 

ADDRESS _____ _____ CARD# ___________ _ 

EX~DATE _________ _ 



I I I I I I I I I I I I I 

STUDFLIX 
I I I I I I I I I I I I I 

We dellver the smash hits! 
STUDFLIX 
The magazine for men 
who love blue movies! On 
the screen, behind it, and 
on the set-if you're into 
an X-rated world for men 
only, you can't afford to 
miss a single issue! 

JUST MEN 
Truly the overnight sensa
tion from coast-to-coast! 
Young men in their prime 
and at their peak-a one
of-a-kind magazine about 
people that's auto
matically a collector's 
edition every time! 

r-------------------------------------~ 
I HUDSON COMMUNICATIONS 
I 155 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS 
: NEW YORK. NEW YORK 10013 
I 

l GENTLEMEN: Please send the following for 
: which I have enclosed a check, cash, money 
: order or credit card number~ ·us required in
I formation; (MasterCard or Visa accepted) I STUDFLIX • JUST MEN • 

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 
NAME _________ _ 

ADDRESS ________ _ 

CITY _________ _ 

STATE ____ ZIP ___ _ 

I 1 YEAR I 6 8I-MONTHL Y ISSUES: $36.00 
1 INDIVIDUAL ISSUES: $7.50 
I MASTERCARD • VISA • 
I l CARO# ________ _ 

: EXP. DATE ________ _ 

( SIGNATURE 

I SUBMIT IN U.S. FUNDS ONLY. ALL MAGA
I ZINES ARE MAILED IN SEALED PLAIN 
1 BROWN ENVELOPES FIRST-CLASS. ALLOW I SIX TO EIGHT WEEKS FOR SUBSCRIPTION TO 

l_~:GIN. --------------------------

I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 

STUDFLIX 

I I I I I I I • I I I • I I I 

STUDFLIX 
THI MOVII MAQAZINI FOR MIN 



INTERNATIONAL FETISH FILM BREAKTHROUGH 

OUND THE WORLD IN 60 MIN 

FIRST AMERICAN RELEASE! 

• This high-quality, remarkably 
color film has satisfied the erotic curl 
fantasies of Imaginative lovers all o <':: • • 
world. Now it's your turn to experience what 
you've only dreamed about! 

"SHOWERS" . .. SWEDEN 
Find out what really goea on in Swediah 
.tau nos as these hot numbers bring each other 
to ecataay with Gothic GOLDEN SHOWERS. 

"REAR END LOVE PURGE" ... NORWAY 
Be tantalized by thla statue,que Nordic nur,e 
as he purge• his patient. to ecstasy with hla 
sure cure for all HOT & TITIUATING 
LOVE ENEMA. 

"LEATHER PLEASURE" ... GERMANY 
Experience exhilaration a• the hot but 
heartleaa Aryan heathen torture, his bound 
slave Into aubmlulon In hi• private LEATHER 
PLEASURE DUNGEON! 

"THE GREEK WAY'' . .. GREECE 

. .. SWEDEN' S "FETISH REVIEW' 

"The Ultimate Fetish Film" 
. . . FRANCE'S "EROTICA CRITIQUE" 

Like getting six tapes 
for the price of one! 

Because the subject matter in this 
film is even too controversial for 
neighborhood adult video stores to 
touch • it will never be available in 
stores at any price! 

McNulty's - Exclusive 
U.S.A. Distributor 

See this muscular olive-skinned Adonis 
explore Mediterranean REAR END ACTION 
that gives new dlmenalona to the "GREEK 
WAY''! ·./" :. :::. ,:) All orders shipped first class in a plain, non-descript wrapper 

: J1 ·--------------"BEAUTY AND THE BEAST'' , .. MEXICO 
Be meamerfzed a, in,atlable rave~halred 
beauties perform the UNSPEAKABLE with 
Wang/to the Wonder DONKEY. 

"EBONY AND IVORY'' ... FAR EAST 
Be the voyeur watching these BLACK 
and WHITE Jocks sweating to the writhing 
rhythms ending In a climax scene not 
to be forgotten/ 

Showing the beat of 
all aexual worlds 

guaranteed to 
satisfy even the 
most advanced 

collector's fantasies/ 

MasterCard/VISA This film not available 
in certain states as 
prohibited by law. 

24 _hr. tQll-tr,e or.de( no. 
(800) 453-4004 

~;, Gentlemen: Please rush AROUND THE WORLD. I have I 
; · "- enclosed D check D money order to: 
·. · '· McNulty's I 

• 

-15 Bell Blvd. 
ayside, N.Y. 11361. 
DTICEI Signature required for orders to be shipped. I de
are that I am over 21 years of age. I am purchasing this 
xplicit material for my private use and will not sell, furnish or 
isplay this material to minors . I am not a postal inspector . 

VHS- $69.OO---

Beta- $69.QQ __ _ 

N.Y. Residents add sales tax __ _ 

Priority Mail and Insurance ~ 

• MC.• VISA• Total Enc losed __ _ • Card# ____________ _____ _ • Exp. Date ___ _____________ __ 

• Name 
Address I 

---------------------------------· City ___ _ _ State _____ Zip ---1 

---------------· 
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