


A-3 MUSCLE TEES:show A-4 SOCCER SHORTS: A-6 THE LAUDERDALE: A-5 T·BACK GYM TOP: 
what you've got In these 100% cotton 100% cotton poplin shorts wlth con• Made of 100% cotton with side slits tor Scoop front, T-back gym top for easy 
tees In the season's hottest colors: trastlng trim comes In these cham• action movements, the Lauderdale movement and minimum cover. Great 
Black, grey, red, light blue, pink. plonshlp color combinations: white shorts are as practical and comfor- for workouts, biking or cruising. Made 
$6.50 wlroyal blue, black wlyellow, royal table as they are good looking. Colors: of 100% LycraSpandex In these hot 

blue wl yellow. Sizes: small, medium, black, white, grey. Sizes: Small, colors: Black, white, turquoise, red. 
la2o;_-;,ease Include waist size. medium, large. $20.00 Sizes: Small, medium, large. $17.50 

$ A-7 TORTOISE AVIATORS. $7.50 
A A-8 FASHION SHADES: 

White, Grey, Lt. Blue with Black Logo. S, M, L. '10.00 

A-16 QYM SHORTS (Cotton-Poly) 
White, Navy, Red (Blk Logo) 

Black (Wht. Logo) S,M,L. '10,00 
A-11 BARREL QYM BAO (Nylon) 
Blue, Red, Yellow /Blk Logo/ 

Bleck (Wht. Logo) $11.00 

A-11 

Colors to match anything you've got. 
Available In clear or the following 
colors: blue, pink, red, tortoise, 
violet, black, white. $6.50 

A,1 ATHLETIC TEES: Made 
of 100' ::e-:- :,,r a so':. smooth com
fortaD e •ee :C ::n : acK, grey, red, 
light b ~e: ·• $6.00, 
A-2 GAZELLE RUGBY 
SHORTS: ·x•, ::e•tondrlll Rugby 
short"';• -- • "• a"<ltwo deep 
pockets G·e • •:,,r •• .,,,,alklng, 
beac . Cot<YS· _ ac " te, khaki. 
Size sn-a - ec • - arge. Please In• 
clude,.as"SZI! f22.00 

A-9 GAZELLE PAR: Terrific 
classic style swim brief made of 
ltallart.ycra-Spandex with no side 
seams. Colors: Black, white, 
turquoise, sliver. Sizes: Small, 

A-10 "LE JOC" by Gazelle: 
Colors: black, white. Sizes: Small, 
medium, large. $8.50 

A-11 GAZELLE POUR 
HOMME: Poly cotton underwear 
brief with no side seams. Colors: 
Black, white, light blue, tan. Sizes: 
Small, medium, large. $8.50 

A·12 LEATHER BRIEF: Black 
leather at Its very briefest. Cut to 
show you at your best with elastl· 
clsed waist and legs. Sizes: Small, 
medium, large. Please Include hip 

medium, large. SJZ measurement. "7_,;n 



B-1 LEATHER VEST:ca11ed 
"The Veal" because there Is nothing 
like leather. You've seen It work ... make 
It work for you. Sizes am, med large. 
$60.00 

B•B ALL-NEW LOOKI f!lack 
leather military belt. 1 ¼" wide with 
sliver buckle. Include waist size with 
orders.$15.00 

B•5 STUDS ONLY: 
STUDDED BELT. 1" wide black 
leather belt with pyramid studs. In
clude waist size with order. $18.00 

8·12 

B-12 BASIC MIRRORED 
AVIATORS WITH CHAR• 
COAL FRAMES $6.50 
8·11 "PORSCERE" 
CHARCOAL FRAME 
AVIATORS. $10.00 

B·2 OUR OWN STUDDED 
MUSCLE SHIRT: A muscle tee of 
cotton/poly blend (to avoid shrinkage) 
with amply studded sleeve bands. 
Sizes small, medium, large. Colors: 
Grey, black white. $12.50 

B-10 KAMA SUTRA 
MASSAGE CREAM: Designed 
solely for sensual massage. Fortified 
with vitamin A water soluable. $11.00 
B-9 KAMA SUTRA 
PLEASURE BALM: Soothing, 
ooollng emollient designed to 
,1elghten and lengthen pleasure. 

$7.50 

B•B NEW: Braided black leather 
arm band. Required gear on both 
coasts! $15.00. 
B-7 TRADITIONAL 
STUDDED black leather arm band. 
Hand tooled and hot. $18.00 

B-3 CIRE SHORTS: 8-4 HOODED SWEAT· 
JACKET WITH ZIPPERED 
FRONT. A natural for fall or winter 
ur.der your bomber Jacket. Cotton/poly 
blend In sizes small, medium, large. 
Colors: grey, whlte.$20.00 

SMOOTH AND SENSUAL 
These shorts are made of nylon clre 
with elasticised waistband and side 
pockets. A snug, hot flt. Colors: black, 
white, red. Sizes: small, medium, 
large.$17.50 
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I 
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Add $1 .25 for postage and handling of each Item ordered __ _ 
Subtotal __ _ 
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TOM BENEDICT 
100% COTTON SHORTS 

GRAV/WHITE TRIM 
GRAPE/WHITE TRIM 

NATURAL/OLIVE TRIM 

BLACK/BLACK TRIM 
WHITE/WHITE TRIM 
OLIVE/OLIVE TRIM 

S [28), M [30), L [32), XL [34) 
$20.00 + $2.00 EACH ORDER FOR SHIPPING 

--~-· 

_____ _:{· 

CREDIT CARD ORDERS ONLY CALL 

TOLL FREE 800 ··223 ·1125 
SEND CHECK OR M.O. TO 313 AMSTERDAM AVE. 
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PLEASE ACO $2.00 FOR SHIPPING 

313 AMSTERDAM AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 10023 
(lii!11ii!) !IBD-8430 

FIRE ISLAND PINES, N.Y. 117B2 
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rather than stew about it the way he 
was doing now. But I waited until 
another day. 

We had had an especially hard run 
in the hot afternoon sun. We were 
both exhausted, sweaty, and ready for 
the showers. I waited until we'd cool
ed down a bit from the refreshing 
water. He was depressed. To get it 
over with I was as direct as I could be. 
"Steve, about Alex-he is gay." I told 
him how I knew, where I'd seen him, 
the kind of guys he hung out with. 

He didn't say anything, but just 

stood still , letting the water splash 
against his back and shoulders. I 
watched him out of the corner of my 
eyes as I continued to wash. He stood 
like a Roman statue in the middle of a 
fountain. I realized after awhile that 
some of the water runn ing down his 
face was tears. 

I turned my shower off and stepped 
in front of him. I put my hands on his 
shoulders and looked into his sad 
eyes. I said, " I'm sorry if this tears you 
up, Steve. But you wanted me to tell 
you." 

His chin trembled with emotion. He 
raised his arm and violently knocked 
my hands from his shoulders. He 
lunged at me like a madman, put his 
hands on my chest and shoved me 
back against the marble shower wall. 
He pressed his forearm against my 
throat and pushed my head up and 
back. He pressed his soapy body 
against mine, one knee between my 
legs. There was terrible anger in his 
eyes. 

" Did you fuck him?" he spat at me. 
I tried to slip from his grasp but the 
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pressure on my throat prevented me 
from speaking. " I ought to rip your 
tucking faggot cock from your crotch 
and turn you into the cunt you 'd like 
to be." 

He reached down with his soapy 
tree hand and grabbed my terrified 
cock. But instead of being shriveled 
from fright, it was hard. After all , here 
was Steve leaning against me in a 
way I'd only dreamed about. Instinc
tively my body reacted. 

All he said was, " Oh, Jesus." He 
dropped the arm that had been 
holding me against the cold wet mar
ble. He dropped that hand to join the 
other one fondling my growing rod . 
"Oh, Jesus Christ," he moaned as he 
pressed his body, then his lips, 
against mine. 

I could taste the salty tears on his 
upper lip as we groped with our 
mouths. I answered his needs but I let 
him take the initiative. He removed his 
hands from my cock and grabbed my 
ass, forcing us together even harder. 
Our cocks and balls battered each 
other as Steve explored my mouth 
with his eager tongue. 

I recognized the eagerness but also 
the uncertainty and inexpertness of 
the convert. He was trying to use me 
like a woman. I broke away from his 
kiss. "Wait a minute. " I kept our 
bodies together and looked into his 
eyes, holding his face in my hands. 
" Are you sure you want to do this?" 

" I've always wanted to do it. I've 
waited tor five tucking years tor you to 
make a move. Ever since you told me. 
I didn't dare tell you how much I 
wanted it because you never showed 
any interest in me that way. And it 
was just you I wanted, not any other 
shit." He pushed against me harder, 
keeping our bodies locked together. 
"It got to me when you told me about 
Alex because he had the nerve to do 
what I couldn 't. A thousand times I've 
wanted you to tuck me, eat me, piss 
on me-whatever it is you do with 
other guys. But I wanted you to do it 
with me." 

I wrapped my arms around him. 
"Then let's do it right , slowly and 
gently. You almost broke my neck. I 
told you already, I'm not into rough 
stuff." I pushed him back and we 
rinsed oft the soap under the same 
shower, touching and exploring each 
other, holding and hugging as the hot 
water poured over us. 

I dropped to my knees in front of 
him to take his beautiful cock at last. 
"No, let me," he said and knelt. " I 
want to do you." 

I stood again, the water hitting my 
back between my shoulder blades, 

washing down over my buns and the 
back of my legs. He took my wet cock 
in both hands and pressed it up 
against my stomach. Then he licked 
my hairy balls. Like an expert 
cocksucker, he licked the underside 
of my shaft up to the head. Then he 
bent my dick forward and took the 
head in his mouth. He toyed with it 
between his lips and flicked the tip of 
his tongue across the hole. 

With one hand between my legs he 
ran his fingers up and down my crack, 
washing my asshole with the warm 
water. He sucked in most of my cock 
and gagged. He breathed water in 
through his nose. He coughed. 

" Take it easy. I won 't go away," I 
said. I ran my fingers through his wet 
hair. 

" I guess this needs a little 
practice," he said and started on my 
cock again. He kneaded my ass with 
both hands as he pumped his face up 
and down on my cock. I didn't tell him 
then how much I too had wanted 
something like this to happen. There 
he was, the guy I'd treated like a 
brother tor years, now acting like a 
lover. I was as turned on as I've ever 
been. 

back on one of the benches. " You 're 
going home with me. We need to talk. 
You need to deal with all of this. But 
first let me deal with this," I said as I 
took his cock in my hand and stroked 
it slowly. 

" That feels so unbelieveably good." 
He was so hot I knew he was going 

to explode quickly, which was our pur
pose right now. I straddled him, my 
feet on the floor. Then I squatted over 
him until my limp cock and hefty balls 
just brushed over his bright purple 
handle. The foreskin was pulled back, 
the cock-head was huge. I couldn 't 
wait to get that up my tube, but I had 
to. I settled down on his cock, 
pushing it against his belly with my 
balls and cock and buns. I rocked 
back and forth , stroking his pole with 
the trench between my ass cheeks. 

He grabbed the backs of my legs 
and helped me pump. As I expected , it 
didn't take long. Starting with a growl 
deep in his chest, he began to hump 
against me and growl louder and 
louder. His bright purple cock-head 
thrust from under my dangling equip
ment, then back under my crotch. 

"Here goes! " he yelled. I slid back 
and took his cock in my hands, 

"Did you fuck him?" he spat at me. I 
tried to slip from his grasp but the 

pressure on my throat prevented me 
from speaking. "I ought to rip your 
fucking cock from your crotch and 
turn you into the cunt you'd like to 

be." 
" I'm coming," I warned him. He 

didn't let go, but kept slogging away 
like an expert. I unloaded into his 
virgin mouth with a passion I hadn't 
felt tor a long time. He swallowed 
most of it and kept sucking until there 
wasn't a drop left. I had to take him by 
the ears and pull him from my tender 
cock to make him stop. 

" Was that all right? " he asked with 
the uncertainty of a teenager. 

"Like a tucking pro," I said, weak
kneed from the job he'd done. " But 
now it 's my turn ." 

" Jesus, let's get out of here. I'm 
water-logged." 

" Well , you can 't go out like that," I 
said . His cock was so hard it jerked in 
little spasms as I pulled him to his 
feet. I led him dripping wet to the 
locker room and had him lie on his 

squeezed at the base, stroked a time 
or two and he erupted like Mount St. 
Helens. It splashed on his chest and 
poured over my hands. Then when I 
thought he had finished, he came 
again, this time thicker and yellower, 
like heavy cream. I spread it over his 
stomach, lowered myself onto his 
body, and pressed my mouth to his 
panting lips. 

At last I got up and sat on the 
bench across from him. " Is it always 
that good?" he asked. 

" It 's better than that. That was just 
adolescent jerking oft. Come with me 
and I' ll show you what sex is really 
like." 

Six months later, Steve is st i ll am
bivalent about himself, but Alex has 
told him that he's gay and Steve was 
m~n enough to accept it. • 
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Three years ago I saved up enough 
money to do something most people 
only dream of. I took six months off 
from work and did nothing but paint. 
Well, almost nothing. I was living rent
free at my grandparents' summer cot
tage on Cape Cod, so I did a little 
home repair work for them. And I was 
paying the heating bills, so I insulated 
the attic and weather-stripped the win
dows. But there's so little to spend 
money on in the winter on Cape Cod 
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that it wasn't hard to stick to a budget. 
I just loaded up my van with paints, 
canvases, a couple of bags of clothes, 
my weight set, and ·a color TV, and I 
was set for the season. 

I suppose wintering on the Cape 
isn't everybody's idea of an ideal way 
to spend time off. Why not Florida, or 
California? Well, I didn't happen to 
have any grandparents with empty 
houses in those states, for one thing. 
And for another, I've always loved the 



thin gray light of the Cape in winter. Do 
you have any idea how many shades of 
pink and green and purple there are, 
hiding under the flat-looking gray of 
the ocean in winter? Maybe you don't 
but I'm a painter and I was determined 
to catch those colors on canvas. 

I ought to explain that my grand
parents' house isn't exactly in the 
toniest part of Cape Cod. The cottage 
was built in the Thirities right on the 
Cape Cod Canal, a U.S. Army Corps of 
Engineers project that slices through 
the top of the Cape where it joins onto 
the rest of Massachusetts. Houses on 
the Canal used to be considered pretty 
hot stuff, but nowadays the folks with 
money go a lot farther out onto the 
arm of the Cape. Bourne, the town I 
was in, is a little on the low-rent side. 
The summer houses tend toward the 
old and ramshackle, and the year
round residents tend to spend a lot of 
the winter on food stamps, waiting for 
the summer people to return and bring 
the town's economy back to life. 

As for gay life in Bourne, 
Massachusetts-well, forget it. Pro
vincetown, the famous summer resort, 
is an hour's drive away, at the farthest 
tip of the Cape. When it got too much 
for me, being on my own down there in 
bustling Bourne, I piled into my van 
and drove an hour in the other direc-

name, and I got plenty of cordial 
hellos, but nobody seemed to want to 
know what I was doing. Nobody invited 
me out fishing. 

I really had only one friend in 
. Bourne. Teddy Nesbitt, whom I knew 
from school, lived on the other side of 
town, but he visited me frequently, 
since I was the only certifiable queer 
he knew of locally. At first, I wished he 
wasn't so sure of me. Teddy was iden
tifiably, stereotypically gay from a 
distance of six blocks. Blond, slim, and 
pretty, he walked with a barely sup
pressed swish, and he had a lot of 
trouble controlling his wrists. Since he 
was working as a substitute teacher 
and trying to get a full-time teaching 
job, he had to be a little careful how he 
conducted himself. I think he was so 
relieved by the time he'd get over to my 
place that he just let it all hang out and 
flitted all over the house. That's not a 
style I naturally warm up to, but Teddy 
was funny and companionable, and he 
was, after all, the only other queer in 
town. 

Teddy made a half-hearted pass at 
me early on, which I deflected good
naturedly. Once that was out of the 
way, we were sisters, and Teddy raced 
over almost daily to tell me the dish on 
some family in town or to clue me in 
on his latest crush. He was always 

On the telephone pole across the street 
was a swarthy repairman with a thick 

black moustache. I could tell, even 
through his heavy winter clothes, that he 

was all man, top to bottom-and 
especially in between. 

tion, up to Boston, where I had some 
friends and knew the bars. 

I'd known what I was getting into, 
though, and most of the time I loved it 
at the cottage. The fishing in the Canal 
was good, and there was a big picture 
window in the living room that let in 
the whole glorious gray spectacle of 
winter on the water. I painted like a 
demon, and I got off on the fact that I 
was living out one of my dreams. 

Of course, I got lonely from time to 
time. The locals pretty much stick to 
themselves-the Cape is heavily Por
tuguese, and they're clannish people 
from fishing villages across the Atlan
tic. City people wintering on the Cape 
strike them as suspicious or a little 
crazy. The storekeepers all knew me by 
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madly pursuing one straight guy or 
another in town, never getting 
anywhere, of course, but it kept him 
occupied. Which in Bourne in the 
winter wasn't easy. 

One day Teddy dashed breathlessly 
into the house and gasped. "Have you 
seen what's climbing the phone pole 
right out front?" He dragged me to the 
window and pointed. I had to squint, 
because he was fogging up the glass 
with his panting. 

About midway up the telephone pole 
across the street from my grand
parents' house was perched one of the 
guys from town, obviously Portuguese, 
swarthy, with thick black hair, a droop
ing moustache, and the flared, 
downward-pointing nose of a bad guy 

in the movies. He wore a heavy jacket 
against the cold, with a utility belt 
wrapped around his dangling tools 
and coils of wire in all directions. 

"Can you believe that?" Teddy 
squealed. "Running his act right in 
front of us, like a pole-climber at the 
circus! Isn't he fa.bulous? I think I'm 
going to swoon." 

"Jesus, Teddy, don't jump out the 
window at him. You'll scare him to 
death!" There was more of an edge in 
my voice than usual with Teddy, and 
he heard it and backed off. I guess he 
must have thought he'd disturbed me 
at my work. What he'd actually disturb
ed me at was watching the telephone 
lineman, which I was doing surrep
titiously before Teddy showed up. Of 
course, when I saw Teddy's yellow Pin
to pull into my driveway I developed a 
sudden inspiration to return to my 
painting. 
Straight guys have never been a big 
fantasy of mine. And there was no 
finesse, no sensitivity or intelligence in 
that lineman's dark, brutish face. But 
even onder his winter clothes you 
could see that his shape and his bear
ing were all man, top to bottom, and 
especially in between. He was looking 
damned good to me that lonesome day 
on the Cape, I had to admit it. But not 
to Teddy. 

"How can we get him to come in?" 
Teddy asked excitedly. "Quick, rip the 
phone out of the wall!" 

"Touch that phone and you're a 
dead queen!" I warned. "Teddy, why 
don't you get over your thing for 
straight guys? He'd only fuck you 
bloody and leave you for dead." 

Teddy's eyes gleamed, and he grin· 
ned dementedly. "Be still, my beating 
heart!" 

I snorted and went back to my paint
ing. Teddy made himself coffee and 
kept me posted on the lineman's pro
gress up the phone pole, but I'd lost in
terest. The lineman might be okay for a 
jack-off fantasy later that night, but 
there was no point in getting worked 
up about it. I used to do the roadside 
rest areas; I knew the straight-guy 
scene. You'd find these married guys 
who'd let you suck them off if you were 
lucky. Big fucking deal. Since then I'd 
developed too much self-respect for 
that boring, closety scene. 

"Listen!" Teddy suggested. "Why 
don't you call the repair number and 
tell them we've got a problem on the 
line. Maybe they'll send him in!" 

I shook my head at him sadly. No 
straight guy in Bourne was going to be 
caught dead in the vicinity of Teddy 
Nesbitt, or he'd get branded a 
Continued ro page 39 



ANHOLES 

WE'D LIKE TO SHED A LITTLE LIGHT ON THAT 
PLACE WHERE THE SUN NEVER SHINES! 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED BY NAAKKVE 
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HOLES 

ON THIS SPREAD ARE ALL THE 
INGREDIENTS NECESSARY FOR A 
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INTERVIEW: By Sam Staggs. Section photographed by Phil Flasche 

RICHARD LOCKE, 
THEDADDY 
OFUSALL 
HONCHO: Why is the "daddy" image 
so popular now? You and I can both 
remember when anyone over 25 was 
considered washed-up by most gays. 
LOCKE: It's because many men
younger guys, but also guys my age
need father figures. In the last ten or 
fifteen years masculinity has become 
the big thing in the gay world; so dad
dies are in. Before that, daddies were 
rather distasteful figures to many gay 
men, who were more attracted to 
female images. Also, now that the 
baby-boom generation-that is, the 
people born in the late Forties and the 
early Fifties-is approaching middle 
age, they want sex symbols who 
resemble their own self-images. About 
three or four years ago I did a show in 
San Francisco, a tribute to the older 
gay man. Standing on the stage and all 
around me were these young kids in a 
semi-circle. On the other side of the 
semi-circle were all the daddies-they 
had brought their "sons" to the party! 
(Not their biological sons, of course.) I 
had no idea I fitted their daddy image 
until all these children started ripping 
my clothes off. 

I have a Number One Son. He's 
threatening to have me arrested for 
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child abuse. You've probably seen his 
pictures in Stallion magazine. 
HONCHO: So you have a Number One 
Son but not a Two, Three, or Four? 
LOCKE: I have a few but I don't let 
Number One know. He's here in New 
York. 
HONCHO: But you live three thousand 
miles away from Number One Son, in 
the California desert. When did you 
move there? 
LOCKE: I moved there about ten years 
ago. I left the city mainly because of 
the things that have caused 
AIDS-disease, urban dirt, and also 
alienation of affection: I wasn't receiv
ing affection from the gay men I en
countered because they were too busy 
flitting around with every trick they 
could find. Also, there were too many 
drugs in the city-I got fed up with 
seeing my friends die like flies. 
HONCHO: Yet you have had several 
diseases. 
LOCKE: Not in the desert; not since I 
moved there. I had meningitis in 1971 
and I left for the desert right after that. 
That was my last disease, really. It 
almost killed me. Before that I had had 
hepatitis. 
HONCHO: But didn't you have 

amoebas five years ago? 
LOCKE: I had amoebas five years ago 
when I came to New York City. There 
was this pretty little asshole, this little 
fuzzy asshole-it was beautiful. I stuck 
my tongue in it and got amoebas. But 
they were city amoebas, not desert 
ones. 
HONCHO: Where is your desert? 
LOCKE: My particular part of the 
desert is 25 miles outside of Palm 
Springs, in Desert Hot Springs. I built a 
geodesic dome which is still under 
construction. People ask me when it 
will be finished-well at one point I 
thought it was 99 per cent done, but 
now I think it is only one per cent done. 
Tomorrow I may reverse myself 
again. 
HONCHO: What are the dimensions of 
your geodesic dome? 
LOCKE: It is 30 feet in diameter and 
18½ feet high. When my brother walk
ed in, he said, "This is quite a temple 
you've built." My old house was just 
five miles down the road from this one. 
I moved out of it because of R-1, which 
is a heterosexual law stating that a 
house has to have 750 square feet 
which will enable a man, a woman, and 
Continued to page 29 
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two kids to move around in their living 
space. R-1 refers to Residential Area 1, 
which means you can only build a 
house there-not a store or a factory, 
and you can't put a trailer on that land. 
So I moved to a place where the zoning 
law suits me better. I could have a 
trailer; I could have a farm; anything I 
damn well please. I can have a barn, 
which I do: that's what I call my dome. 
HONCHO: Do you have neighbors? 
LOCKE: There's probably about one 
person per square mile. 
HONCHO: How close is the nearest 
neighbor? 
LOCKE: He's a weekend neighbor and 
he's five acres away. Where I live you 
can see from horizon to horizon. We 
have about 340 days of clear weather 
every year. This is the only place in the 
country that saw the Age of Aquarius 
begin. All the planets were in align
ment, including the full moon. You 
could see them all lined up. I love be
ing in New York for a few months, but I 
find myself wanting to be home so 
badly. 
HONCHO: Do you live alone? 
LOCKE: Yes. Several people thought 
they might enjoy living with me, but 
after a while they realized that I wasn't 
the person they wanted me to be. I was 
still going to be myself. I have no pro
blem with being alone. A lot of people 
get lonely-I haven't been lon-ely'in ten 
years. I find myself on Saturday nights 
standing outside underneath the full 
moon looking up at the stars and en
joying myself. Sometimes I have 
friends visiting me. It's not that I really 
want it this way, but nobody else cares 
to live 25 miles out in the middle of 
nowhere. 
HONCHO: How many weeks a year do 
you spend in New York, San Francisco, 
and Los Angeles'?' 
LOCKE: I was hoping in March 1983 
not to be in an urban area for at least 
one year. That month, I came to New 
York to do the Black Party at the Saint. 
That's when I read Larry Kramer's arti
cle in the New York Native: "1,112 And 
Counting." That refers to the number 
of AIDS victims at that time, of course. 

My appearance at the Saint was to 
be my swan song; I was planning to 
retire while my career was still at the 
top. Onc,;e you've played the biggest 
gay club in the world, in front of that 
many people, there's not much left to 
do. I planned to go on to other things. I 
have my own massage studio in Palm 
Springs. My whole life was set up 
perfectly; then I read the Larry Kramer 
article. I realized that someone had to 
do something. So I went home and 
closed up my house and my massage 
studio, found a place for my animals, 
and came to New York. I've been work-

For many years we have arranged our extremely popular and en1oyable 
annual summer tour to visits to Athens and Mykonos with excursions 
to Delphi and Delos; and participants in the tour have the novel and 
interesting choice of spending the first week at the luxurious private 
villa on the island of Syros where our groups have been welcomed and 
dined and wined by its genial owner since 1974- or of 101n1ng us on a 

walking tour of the monasteries of Mount Athas: 

Greece and the H~ Mountain 
SEPTEMBER 7 TO 22, 1984 

The theocratic republic of Mount Athos is celebrated for its breath
taking scenery and its ancient monasteries, in which the life of the 
Middle Ages is still enacted, with its manners and customs, dress and 
modes of thought and belief, absolutely unchanged. Here we will be 
received with kindness and courtesy, lodged in the guest quarters, 
and inspect superb Byzantine frescoes, mosaics, paintings and icons, 
and libraries containing magnificent early books and illuminated 

manuscripts. 

The tour is hosted throughout, and the ten participants in the visit to 
Mount Athos will be accompanied by Mr. Hanns Ebensten , who led the 
first group there in 1982 on what was the most fascinating, memorable 
and moving travel experience of his life. In accordance with the edict 
of the Emperor Constantine Monomachus in 1060 AD, access to 

Mount Athos is forbidden to women. 

Detailed brochures of the tour, and a copy of our newsletter which lists 
all our travel programs for men, are available from : 

HANNS EBENSTEN TRAVEL, INC. 
513 FLEMING STREET, KEY WEST, FLORIDA 33040, USA 

TELEPHONE (305) 294 8174 

Please state that you saw this advertisement in HONCHO 

HONCHO I MAY 1984 29 



WcJRLD'S LARGEST 
AND MOST FAMOUS 
EMPORIUM OF 
EROTICA 

250 West 42nd Street 
(South side bet. 7-Bth Aves.) 
212-354-1513 
New York City 

250 West 42nd Street 
(South side, bet. 7-Bth Aves .) 
212-944-1050 
New York City 

21 Ann Street 
212-766-8641 
New York City 

251 West 42nd Street 
212-563-3944 
New York City 

mags • films • paperbacks 
beta • vhs video cassettes 
rubber goods • movie arcades 

As written up in The Village Voice 
and Time 

30 MAY 1984 I HONCHO 

ing ever since to try to educate 
people-to tell them that it's wonder
ful to have sex but just to be smart 
about it. I feel that because of my per
sona people will listen to what I say. 

When I read the pamphlet "How to 
Have Sex in an Epidemic" by Richard 
Berkowitz and Michael Callen 
{available from News From the Front 
Publications, c/o P.O. Box 106, 70 
Greenwich Ave., New York, NY-10011) a 
whole new world opened up to me 
because until that point I had so much 
heartache about my fellow gay men 
falling to AIDS. Ninety-eight per cent of 
the people who have this disease are 
men; the other two per cent are women 
who are sodomized. And that's the key 
to the whole thing. I feel in my mind 
that I have the answer to the problem. 
You prevent AIDS. Once you've gone 
overboard, there is no way the body is 
going to respond before an oppor
tunistic disease kicks you off. Nobody 
had died of AIDS; what people have 
died of is the number of opportunistic 
diseases that come along and attack 
the body when the immune system is 
suppressed. So we have to rebuild the 
bodies of those people who have AIDS. 
I recommend high doses of vitamins. I 
suggest that if you have AIDS you im
mediately leave an urban area and find 
a place with nice, clean, country air 
where there are few people, The oppor
tunistic diseases are coming from ur
ban areas where people congregate. 
Don't go to theatres, don't go into sub
ways-stay away from people. Wear a 
mask, not for other people's protection 
but for your own. Bec.ause you are 
open to disease. 

If you have AIDS what you have to 
do is rebuild you body and stay away 
from areas where there is disease until 
you can recoup what you have lost. 
Once you have done that, you can 
come back to a big city and have a 
good time again. There is no reason 
why people should curtail their sex 
lives because of AIDS if they use pro
per methods. Michael Callen and 
Richard Berkowitz in their pamphlet 
talk about using Betadine. You shower 
before and after sex {and in-between if 
necessary). If you get dirty, ·wash your 
hands or your whole body with 
Betadine. Betadine is what doctors 
use before surgery-hands are clean
ed so that the doctor doesn't put 
germs inside the patient's body. Peo
ple are putting hands into people's 
bodies today for sexual reasons. If you 
use Betadine, you can do anything you 
want within reason. 

Another way to lower the risk of 
disease is by using rubbers. Fourex are 

the best ones because they are the 
most impermeable. I blew one up, tied 
the end, and five weeks later the air 
had not escaped. You know when you 
take a balloon and blow ii up, two days 
later it is deflated. It's the same way 
with a Trojan. If air can seep through a 
rubber, so can viruses. Fourex is made 
of sheepskin, and sheepskin doesn't 
let air or viruses penetrate through ii. 
Trojans are cheaper than Fourex, but 
thinner. Fourex cost about $1.25 
each-that's not expensive for safe 
sex. And rubbers are hot, too. 

HONCHO: How did you first get inter
ested in rubbers as a fetish? 
LOCKE: I never liked them; in fact, I 
hated them. I tried them when I was a 
kid 17 or 18 years old. 
HONCHO: With men or women? 
LOCKE: I never used them with people. 
I used them just playing with myself. I 
found them very clumsy. So I didn't use 
them again until I came to New York 
and started to look for ways to prevent 
AIDS. Now I say, why didn't we think of 
this before? Rubbers should stop us 
from getting AIDS and all those other 
diseases I've had all my life. 
HONCHO: Do you use rubbers for 
fucking? 
LOCKE: I use them all the time. I also 
get fucked in the ass with rubbers. I 
called up the marketing department at 
the company which manufactures Tro
jans. I was going to see if they would 
aim their product at gay men for the 
prevention of AIDS. I talked to some
body's secretary but she hung up on 
me. Then I called the public relations 
department. They hung up too. People 
close doors in your face when you 
mention AIDS. There is a general 
hysteria on the subject. 
HONCHO: According to one theory, the 
government has spread AIDS inten
tionally through germ warfare. What do 
you think of that? 
LOCKE: I give no credence to it 
because I think we would love to 
believe that someone or something 
other than ourselves is causing AIDS. I 
really think it is a gay plague. Women 
don't get it unless they are sodomized, 
and very few of them are sodomized 
unless they are trying not to have 
children. As Callen and Berkowitz 
point out, we have eroticized our op
pression, and the result of so much in
discriminate sex is disease. 

One thing I've been doing in New 
York is raising funds for the AIDS Re
source Center. It is a unique organiza
tion which hands out money directly to 
people with AIDS-money for food, 
rent, medicine. Their main objective is 
Continued to page 68 
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FEET 
TO 

HEAD 
By Kelvin Bellele•Photo by Naakkve 

''I need to try the 
shoes on;' the 

young stud panted. 
Slipping them onto 

his damp, warm 
feet, I realized that 

the sale of the 
shoes, trying them 
on, was part of our 

game. 
The hot afternoon sun slanted 
through the front windows. I was tired 
and eager to close the shoe store for 
the day. While I was working the day's 
receipts, J heard the front door open. 
"Damn;' I muttered, " now I'll never get 
out of here." 

In the doorway stood a perfect 
cherub, his enticing young body fram
ed in the light from outside. I stepped 
around the counter to look at him. He 
was short and wiry, and dressed in 
running shoes. Under his tight cotton 
shirt his chest was hard, muscular, 
and strongly defined. Below his white 
shorts his legs sparkled a deep 
bronze. 

He nodded to me and walked to the 
athletic shoe display. 

"Sure hot today, sir," he said, shift
ing his weight from one foot to the 
other. His buttocks rippled, the 
muscles tightened and relaxed. He 
wiggled his hard, virile ass. " Could I 
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try these on in a size 8, please? If it 's 
not too much trouble:' He turned to 
face me; the front of his shorts bulg
ed. 

" No trouble at all. Not for you." I 
smiled as I ran my gaze along those 
tanned legs. 

When I returned, shoe box in hand, 
he was sprawled in a chair before me. 
Legs spread wide, basket thrust 
toward nie, round and full. I could see 
the beginnings of pubic hair through 
one loose leg opening. 

I sat down on the fitting stool in 
front of him, just inches from those 
enticing thighs and the dark mystery 
where they met his crotch. I straddled 
the stool and adjusted my own 
hardening dick. 

He slipped off his old shoes to 
display a dazzling set of perfect feet. I 
wanted to hold them, caress them, 
fondle the toes, kiss the high arches. 
The toes stretched straight and long, 
the nails all perfectly manicured. His 
feet were warm, slightly damp, and 
they smelled of fresh, decent sweat. I 
ached to run my hands along the firm, 
brown flesh. 

I arrived at his toes. I licked the 
underside of each one. I licked be
tween them. And I sucked each one of 
his toes, slowly, as if they were baby 
cocks. 

I opened my mouth and took all his 
toes. My chin nestled against his 
arch. " I need to try the shoes on; ' he 
panted, squirming away from my face. 
I quickly slipped the socks onto his 
feet, and put him into the shoes. I 
laced them and slig my stool back so 
that he could walk around in them. I 
realized that the sale of the shoes, try
ing them on, was part ofour game. 

He walked to the mirror, his hard lit
tle ass twitching with every step. He 
bent over, spreading his legs, and 
pressed a thumb on the toes of the 
shoes. Then he swung his hips around 
and returned to me. "See what you 
think." I bent over to feel the fit of the 
shoes. With my hand on his foot, I felt 
the hard knot of his basket against 
my head. "Feels about right;• I said, 
pressing my head closer, feeling the 
rough fabric of his shorts on my bald 
scalp. 

"Yeah," he growled, shoving his 

With my hand on his foot, I felt the hard 
knot of his basket against my head. 

Then he pressed the rough fabric of his 
shorts on my bald scalp. "I like bald 

men;' he said. "You're sexy as hell with 
no hair on top of your head!' 

"Ah;' he sighed above me. "That's 
about the best feeling I can think of." 
He grinned down at me, his eyes 
twinkling. "To get out of hot shoes at 
the end of the day: • He wigg led his 
toes, stretching them toward my face. 
He held out a pair of thick white 
socks. 

"Would you put them on me, 
please? I pulled a muscle playing ten
nis, and I can 't bend over to put them 
on." 

I reached out to take them, our 
hands brushing lightly against each 
other. I took his left foot in my hand, 
savoring his delicate flesh . I placed it 
on the stool between my legs and 
prepared to put the sock on him. He 
pressed his foot against my crotch, 
his toes flexing. 

Then I raised the foot to my face, in
haling its hot male scent. I kissed it, 
running my lips over his heel, across 
his arch, up the instep with its bulging 
veins. 

36 

body closer against me. He rubbed 
his crotch against my head, speading 
his thighs. 

He sat down again, this time rais
ing a foot and pressing it into my hard 
crotch. The pressure of his foot 
against my hard-on caused me to 
seep. The front of my suit trousers 
darkened with the liquid from my dick. 

He raised his feet, putting them 
high in the air, spreading his legs, 
revealing his soft inner thighs. 

I lowered my head. My lips touched 
the silky-soft skin, reaching the point 
where his legs met his torso. The 
heavy odor of his crotch was trapped 
beneath the sweaty skin of his 
scrotum. I lapped at the flesh until he 
put a hand on my head and pushed 
me away. 

·He pulled his shirt off. Next he 
stood and unbuttoned the top of his 
shorts. He unzipped them, and there 
was his cock, not the plaything of the 
boy he looked to be, but the heavy 

tool of a grown man. He rubbed it 
against the smooth flesh of my scalp. 

"I like bald men. You 're sexy as hell 
with no hair on top of your head." He 
slid his cock and balls down to my 
face. I licked at the head of his cock, 
where the dickflesh was pulled tight. 
The hole gaped wide, a drop glistened 
at the tip. I started to take the entire 
thing, when he sat back in the chair. 

He draped his legs over the chair 
arms, exposing his perfectly round, 
puckered asshole: sweet, clean, 
hairless, offered eagerly for my 
tongue. 

" All you'll taste is sweat from play
ing tennis. A clean asshole for you, 
sir." 

I hesitated no longer. I dived into 
the beauty of his loins, my tongue 
hungrily searching out his asshole. 

"Wait," I gasped, realizing the 
severity of the situation. I ran to the 
door, locked it, and guided my late 
customer to a chair that couldn't be · 
seen from the street. 

I began stripping off my own 
clothes. 

" Sir?" He was looking at my black 
wing-tip oxfords. " Could you leave 
your shoes on, please?" He was 
blushing. 

" Sure." I was naked now, standing 
before him in only my nylon socks and 
my shoes. My dark shoes and socks 
contrasted magnificently with his 
light ones. We were stroking our hard 
cocks, and looking at each other's 
feet. 

Kneeling before him, I shoved his 
legs apart and put my tongue back on 
his asshole. I lapped at it, licking the 
rim, easing my tongue into him, roll
ing my tongue, stiffening it, making it 
slide into his ass. 

He moaned above me, cupping his 
ass cheeks with his hands, spreading 
them to let me in deeper. I drooled in
to his ass, getting him wet and juicy. I 
drank the maleness of his ass, raising 
my mouth to lick his smooth mounds. 
Then I dived back to suck the 
sweetness of his hole. 

Suddenly he pulled my head up to 
his. Our mouths met and my very 
soul seemed to flow up to meet him 
in the dark warmth of our mouths. I 
couldn 't decide which end I wanted to 
kiss, which hole I wanted my tongue 
in. 

His cock stood up against his belly. 
I fell to my knees and took it to the 
base. He pumped my mouth full of 
cock, shoving it deep into my throat, 
sliding it in and pulling it out, as my 
spit shone along the length of his 
shaft. 

He pulled away, slid to the floor, 
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and ran his hands along the back of 
my calves, his face pressed against 
the rough-grained leather of my 
shoes. He nuzzled my feet , moaning , 
cooing. 

"You like those shoes, don't you?" 
He nodded in response to my ques
tion. " Go ahead, make love to those 
shoes: ' 

He ran his tongue across the shoe
strings and down the toes. He lifted 
the shoe to lick the sole. All this time 
his hand worked at his cock, stroking, 
squeezing. He pulled his balls, 
twisting the sac in his hand. 

He licked his way up my leg, past 
the sock to the bare skin. He licked at 
my balls, sucking them into his 
mouth, with his nose pressed against 
the base of my cock. I jacked off, 
watching his mouth and his hands. 
He straddled my shoes, his balls flop
ping at the top of the shoe tongue. 

I was about to come, but I held off; I 
wanted this to last forever. His mouth 
was the hottest, most sincere mouth I 
could remember. He licked along the 
shaft of my dick. And he stood up. 

Nuzzling his face against my furry 
chest, he left a wet trail where his 
tongue licked. He sucked my nipples, 
chewing them, biting them hard, 
catching the tips between his teeth. 
He pulled on them, growling deep in 
the throat. I groaned deeply, begging 
him to continue. 

" Eat my tits. Suck those nipples, 
make me feel it: ' 

He chewed on them, sending gentle 
pain shooting slowly across my chest, 
into my shoulders, down into my 
balls. He threw himself onto the floor, 
his legs kicking in the air, his hands 
holding the glaring white shoes that 
he wore. 

" Fuck me now. Put your cock in my 
ass. Let me feel those shoes of 
yours: ' 

I had my demands to make, too. 
"Take off your shoes and let me suck 
your toes while I shove my cock into 
you." 

"No. You take them off: ' 
I unlaced the shoes and slid my 

cock close to his ass. I stretched my 
legs out along his sides, with my feet 
on either side of his face. I hoisted his 
hard ass up onto my thighs. 

As I pulled the socks off, I slid my 
cock into his asshole. And by the time 
I was licking his bare feet, I was also 
into the hilt in his hot ass. 

He wiggled his ass against my lap. 
He pushed it against me, his ass 
muscles squeezing at my rod. They 
tightened up around it, then slowly 
loosened so that I could feel the slop
py wetness of his insides. He was 
fucking me, controlling my every sen-
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sation. All my nerves tingled from the 
manboy's dominance of me as he 
forced me closer to coming. I grabbed 
his hard little hips and ground them 
against my belly, my thighs and my 
balls. I was ready to shoot. 

"Stop!" he yelled, and pulled away 
from my cock. "Let 's come another 
way:' 

" I'm coming;' I shouted. "This time 
you won't stop me:• I felt the cum 
surging out of my balls, up through 
my guts, and slowly, deliciously along 
the length of my shaft. I watched the 
white pool of cum splash out against 
my shoe, sliding slowly along the 
seam. 

He had his head down on my shoe, 
licking all the cum off. When he had 
cleaned the shoe, he raised up. With 
his mouth slightly open to show me 
the cum, he thrust his face toward 
mine. We kissed. 

I swallowed my own cum from his 
mouth. His lips tasted soft and velve
ty. 

"Now let me suck your cock. I want 
you to come," I whispered into his ear. 
He spread his legs, and I settled down 
to sucking his cock. His hard, 
straight, straining cock. And his balls. 
I lapped at them as he stroked his 
dick; his hand moved faster and 
faster. 

"Oh, yeah, lick my balls, my hot hor
ny balls. Sir, I want you:' He pressed 
my head against his lurching pelvis. I 
sucked both of his hard balls into my 
mouth, tasting the hairless skin of his 
scrotum which was loose and hot in 
my mouth. I ran my hands around to 
his ass, pulling him closer to my 
greedy mouth. I wanted all of him, and 
I wanted him that very second. 

" Sir;' his tone of voice had chang
ed. "I wanna do something special, 
Sir. And maybe you're the one to do it 
with. Since you let me lick your shoes, 
maybe you'll do something else with 
me." I could hear the pleading, the · 
earnest young need in his voice. 
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I looked into his eyes. "Sure, what 
is it?" 

"Can I ... " He paused. His face 
was turning red. His eyelids fluttered 
as he haltingly continued. The guy 
was embarrassed. I was touched, and 
amused, by the risk he must be tak
ing. 

"Would you let me .. . " 
I was losing my patience. "What. 

Tell me!" I growled low in my throat 
as I laid my face against his. 

"May I come on your bald head? 
And lick it off?" 

" Yes." I swooped down to his balls. 
He jacked off. I felt his balls churning 
in my mouth as he worked his meat. 
The little stud was ready to shoot. I 
turned my head so that the head of 
his cock was in the middle of my 
scalp, rubbing against the bare skin 
on my head. My ent ire body tingled; 
my head felt empty and light. I had 
never thought much about my 
baldness, but now I was wildly excited 
by it. And by this man's attraction to 
it. 

"Oh, I'm gonna shoot my stuff on 
your bald head, sir. Now. Oh, Daddy, 
now." He screamed as the first drop of 
his juice hit my skin. His entire cock 
rubbed against my head while cum 
spurted across my baldness. 

The touch of his tongue on my head 
brought me close to a second orgasm, 
and a few strokes of my hand had me 
shooting my semen onto his smooth 
chest. My jism covered one of his 
long, hard, dark-brown nipples. 

In all the eagerness to have him, I 
hadn't even noticed his gorgeous nip
ples before. I licked my cream off him, 
lingering to suck at his nipples. 

"I'll take the shoes, Sir." He was 
smiling down at me. 

"You've already paid for them;• I 
said as we lay down, cuddling up to 
each other. 

"No. You 're wrong. I haven't even 
begun to pay for them." He chuckled. 
His low, muffled laugh grew, full of 
promise and challenge. He rubbed his 
bare feet over my shoes.• 



POLE CLIMBER 
Continued from page 12 

cocksucker for sure. Teddy must h,we 
known it. It was all just a game to him, 
panting after straight guys. We could 
set the phone on fire, and the guy on 
the pole outside wouldn't set foot in a 
house with Teddy Nesbitt. In fact, I 
thought ruefully, now that the guy has 
seen Teddy come into my house, it'll 
probably be all over town that I'm the 
same thing he is. Which I am. So fuck 
'em. 

But I was in for a surprise. Shortly 
after Teddy left, there was a knock at 
the door. Standing there, big as life 
and twice as wide across, was the 
telephone man. "Sorry to bother you," 
he said in a low growl. "There's still 
some trouble on the lines from the last 
snowstorm. You had any problems 
with your phone?" 

I smiled to myself as I thought about 
how Teddy would have answered that 
question. "Haven't noticed anything," I 
said. The lineman scowled. I think my 
little private smile annoyed him. City 
slicker, thinks he's so damned superior 
to us Cape hicks. 

I hadn't meant to get off on the 
wrong foot. "Want some coffee?" I of
fered. "You've been out there a long 
time." 

His scowl deepened. "Naw. Mind if I 
test your phone?" He stepped in past 
me, barely waiting for my affirmative, 
and made for the phone in the kitchen. 
With a shrug I returned to my easel in 
the living room. 

He stuck his head in. He'd taken off 
his coat and hat, exposing a thick tuft 
of black hair standing out of the open 
neck of his workshirt and a bald spot 
at the crown of his curly head. I've 
always had a thing for bald spots. 
"This one's okay. Any more phones in 
the house?" 

"One here in the living room and one 
upstairs," I said. 

"Thanks." He crossed the living 
room and started dialing numbers on 
the phone by the couch. Then he look
ed up. "You an artist?" 

No, I keep an easel in the living 
room for decoration. "Yeah." 

Now it was his turn for a private 
smile. No-talent city slicker, hiding out 
on the Cape, jerking himself off with a 
paintbrush; I could almost hear his 
thoughts. That made it a lot easier to 
ignore the way his big shoulders 
tapered down to a sma]I waist, with a 
big bulge in his crotch even in his 
heavy, loose-fitting jeans. But all he 
said was, "Another one upstairs?" 

"First bedroom on the left." Oh, 
shit-it suddenly hit me that I'd left an 
old favorite copy of HONCHO on the 
nighttable, right by the phone. 

There was a book over it, I 
remembered, but it wasn't covered 
completely. I started up the stairs in a 
panic, then stopped. Fuck it, I said to 
myself. He's already seen me with Ted
dy Nesbitt. What do I have to do, paint 
him a picture? 

I tried to get bark to my seagull, but 
now I was nervous. Might as well get 
rid of the damned magazine, I decided, 
and started up the stairs again. Don't 
want to embarrass the poor dear. If 
he's already caught a glimpse of it, 
he' ll probably pretend he hasn't. What 
the fuck. 

When I reached the bedroom, I saw 
the lineman standing over the phone. I 
had already started for the nighttable 
when I noticed him holding the HON
CHO open in one hand. In his other 
hand was a fat, uncut cock hanging 
free of his spread-open fly. I froze. 

He saw me in the door. I just stood 
there. His private smile turned into a 
dirty sneer. "C'mere," he said. 

I stepped forward. He pushed me to 
my knees. His cock hung thick-veined, 
purplish-brown, the round head pro
truding from the heavy foreskin like a 

myself half-crazy with lust. 
He liked the ball-sucking, but he 

soon grabbed the back of my head and 
started fucking my face. He wasn't 
gentle. His string of filthy language 
might have burned my ears, but I was 
too busy trying to breathe. Finally I 
started gagging and couldn't stop. He 
let up. 

"Bend over," he ordered. All sym
pathy, this guy. I'd lost my hard-on 
while he was raping my mouth, but I 
was still hot as a pistol. I knew that if I 
let him at my ass I'd remember it for a 
week, whenever I tried sitting down. 
Then again, it was going to be a long, 
lonely winter. I reached for the jar of 
grease by the bed. 

It was all I could do to keep him 
from plowing in like the Rota-Rooter 
man. I slowed him down enough to get 
his cock up my ass without causing 
any permanent damage, then tried to 
relax. To tell you the truth, it went in 
pretty easy, and it was one thick dick. I 
must have wanted it up there. 

He fucked like a fireman breaking 
down a door. Forget about mutual 
satisfaction, this was heavy-duty bang
ing. It felt like an offensive rush by the 
Los Angeles Rams, up the chute and 
goal to go. I was being slammed into 
the mattress, and there was definitely 

He unbuttoned the remainder of his fly 
and opened his shirt. A thick line of 

coarse black hair ran down his belly. "Go 
ahead, suck it," he growled. "You know 

you want it." 

lazy turtle gazing sleepily from its 
shell. He unbuttoned the remainder of 
his fly and opened his shirt. A thick 
line of coarse black hair ran down his 
belly from his forested chest. There 
was a little bit of heft to his belly, just 
the way I like it. He began to play with 
his tits. "Go ahead, suck it," he growl
ed. "You know you want it." 

He was right. I laid his cock along 
my tongue, then jammed its semi
hardness balls-deep into my mouth, 
sniffing the man-smell of his pubic fur. 
His cock hardened quickly. Not a long 
cock, but very thick. It filled my mouth, 
teasing the back of my throat. I gave 
him a wet, heavy-suction blowjob, then 
moved down to his balls. They were 
already tight in their sac, which was as 
hairy and warm as a small mammal. I 
nibbled, licked, and sucked, driving 

some pain, but I was feeling it as 
pleasure, no doubt about it, and I didn't 
want him to stop. He came much too 
fast. I could have put up with that stuff 
for a short three or four hours, no pro
blem. But it was not to be. I started to 
jack myself off, but he pulled out, 
wiped off, and zipped up. 

"Thanks," he said, concentrating on 
refastening his belt buckle. "I'll see 
you later." 

So much for romance. I brought 
myself off alone after he left, and that 
wasn't the only time, either. From then 
on, every couple of weeks, Marco 
would drop over for a visit. The 
scenario was always the same. He'd 
fuck my mouth or my ass, usually both. 
He'd come, and he'd leave. At first, it 
was some of the most exciting sex I'd 
ever had. But it got old fast. Still, it was 
Continued to page 58 
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"I don't take no beer from 
strangers," the man said, but Gus 
noticed that the bulge in his jeans 
was becoming bigger and his nip

ples harder. 

By Chuck Cooper • Photo by City Boy Studio 

When the handsome millionaire 
sportsman, William Clamp Ill asked 
ex-farmboy Gus Arnson to share his 
life, Gus felt sure that he was moving 
up in the world. Hell, not just moving 
up, he had arrived! 

Bill Clamp owned most of the good 
things a man enjoys, including a 
magnificent brownstone in the East 
60's, a cruiser capable of reaching 
Rio, and a mansion Gatsby would 
have loved out on Long Island. He 
was prepared to share all this with an 
intelligent twenty-three year old, a 
sensitive and honest Adonis. They 
made a fine pair. Both men had firm 
muscular bodies and cocks that 
stayed steel hard when they fucked. 
At thirty-four, Bill kept himself in ex
cellent shape with regular fucking, 
riding thoroughbred horses on his 
estate, and swimming nude in his 
Olympic-size pool. He was also an ex
pert deep sea fisherman. 

Living with Bill, the previously shy 
Gus soon became a fantastic fucker 
and fuckee. He also began appearing 
in glossy magazines, either tall in the 
saddle or with a long deep sea rod 

40 MAY 1984 I HONCHO 

between his muscular thighs. When 
riding he wore a pair of highly polish
ed black police riding boots and well 
tailored cavalry breeches. Fishing; he 
sported tight-fitting briefs, or else he 
fished naked. Bill took most of the 
photos on those occasions. 

A member of an international fetish 
club, Bill Clamp introduced his young 
lover to the delights of erotic role 
playing. At a certain address overlook
ing Central Park, it was possible to 
see a sweaty young sailor in summer 
whites, minus his tight pants, with a 
thick well-greased cock moving in and 
out of his ass. The owner of the 
lubricated ramrod could be anything 
from a stud in full leather to a High 
Court judge. No expense was spared 
to create the right mood. Settings 
ranged from the engine room of a bat
tleship to a glass walled tank large 
enough to hold sharks, where kinky 
guys in scuba suits fucked each other 
with slow fish-like motions. One 
member suggested filling the tank 
with piss. He offered to buy enough 
beer for a regiment and make ar
rangements with the Pentagon, but 

somehow the idea was turned down. 
So many troops might have alarmed 
the neighbors. 

Gus enjoyed wearing a motorcycle 
cop's uniform and fucking naked 
"hitch-hikers" on top of a large gleam
ing police bike. Bill didn't object. 
While Gus was getting off in his boots 
and breeches, the horny millionaire 
was lying belly down in a damp 
dungeon, being penetrated to scream
ing point by a sweaty "Prince of 
Darkness." In fact, when they got 
home they compared notes in bed 
together, having agreed to have an 
honest relationship and keep nothing 
hidden. 

When Bill was away on business, 
Gus often made solo sex trips. Unless 
his big cock was regularly serviced, 
he was too restless to paint his pic
tures of sexy men. Both the Manhat
tan townhouse and the Long Island 
mansion were filled with Gus's paint
ings. It was a natural gift like his 
superb physique. His specialty was 
handsome cowboys wearing tight fad
ed jeans and riding chaps, although 
Bill's favorite was a portrait of himself 





as a World War I cavalryman. The 
bulge in his khaki breeches attracted 
a lot of attention. After a day of hard 
riding, this good looking soldier seem
ed ready for a good hard fuck. 

"Wouldn't sell that painting for a 
million bucks," Bill told an interested 
banker from Boston. 

But there was something missing 
from Gus Arnson's life. Since meeting 
Bill Clamp, everything had been too 
easy. He needed a challenge. Life had 
become too sophisticated and predic
table, like one of those slick sex 
manuals. Even when he was having a 
sweaty fuck, pumping his thick dick 
inside the tight sheath of his lover's 
ass, or feeling Bill's cockhead moving 
between his own stretched buns, 
there was a little nagging voice say
ing, "There's got to be more." Of 
course, the voice was forgotten as his 
cock began to swell in the final 
moments before orgasm, when the 
creamy warm sperm shot out of the 
deeply buried head. And when he felt 
Bill's muscles tighten up, seconds 
before filling Gus's ass with his own 
thick male load. 

But afterwards, in the time of 
recovery, when his balls returned 
slowly to their normal position and his 

didn't bother showering every day. 
Somebody who had sex when he felt 
like it in places where sex wasn't sup
posed to happen. When he found 
himself grinning Gus knew he had the 
answer. He just had to keep his eyes 
open. There were no clubs which 
could provide spontaneous sex. And it 
was a myth to think that bars did, 
even though he enjoyed mingling with 
a crowd of horny males wearing 
leather, jeans and boots in dimly lit 
places: 

With Bill away in Switzerland taking 
care of some off-shore finances, Gus 
began cruising those areas of New 
York where big trucks pulled in and 
out from warehouses. Some of the 
drivers were big beefy fuckers who 
looked like the young Stanley 
Kowalski. It was summer, hot and 
humid in the city. Gus could have 
been enjoying air-conditioned luxury 
on East 69th Street, or the breezes of 
Long Island's North Shore. Instead, he 
was admiring a hunk in dirty jeans 
and a dirtier t-shirt unloading steer 
carcasses from a refrigerated truck. 
With the meat on his shoulders, the 
man's biceps bulged like balloons, 
stretching out the mermaid tattoo on 
one arm and the Marines motto on the 

When the man opened his wallet to 
show a picture of his wife and kids, a 
foil-wrapped rubber slipped out and 
rolled onto the floor. Gus picked it 

up and decided to gamble. "I've 
never been fucked by a guy wearing 

one of those,'' he said. 
fucked-out cock lay spent on his slip
pery belly, the voice came back. He 
never told Bill about it. The voice 
made him feel guilty, although he 
began to wonder how he could silence 
it. He certainly wasn't going to give up 
the horses, the deep-sea fishing and 
all the good sex. And yet he knew that 
sex had created the evil voice. Was it 
the devil? As a farmboy in Nebraska, 
Gus had believed in Satan. It was the 
latter who had made him fuck a calf 
and later allow one of the older and 
very grizzled farmhands to fuck his 
own tender boy's ass. He could still 
smell the man's sweat mingled with 
the stink of stale horsesweat and 
staler beer. Was that what he was 
missing? Sex with some man who 
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other. The t-shirt, even though the 
stud kept going inside a space of 
chilled air, was clinging tight to the 
muscular body, revealing well 
developed pectorals and firm nipples. 
The man had a flat belly and thighs 
like tree trunks inside his skintight 
faded denims. He was wearing rubber 
knee boots. Gus was wearing a pair of 
funky jeans himself and he didn't try 
to hide his throbbing hard-on. He 
challenged the sweating bull to notice 
and sure enough he did. "What the 
fuck are you staring at?" growled the 
unloader of meat. 

"Just enjoy seeing a man work," 
Gus replied, grinning. He was glad 
none of the other men were close 
enough to hear. A man like this could 

only be himself, whatever that was, 
when his mates were not around. 
These fuckers had to keep up the 
macho image with their buddies. 
Alone, they could be invited to have a 
beer when they got a break. 

"Don't take no beer from 
strangers," the man said, but Gus 
noticed that the bulge in his jeans 
was becoming bigger and his nipples 
harder. 

"Just this once," Gus insisted. 
"Well, what the fuck. Just give me 

time to tell my buddy I've met a pal. I 
don't think we need him. There's a 
quiet joint around the corner." 

"Suits me," Gus said. He'd seen the 
guy's buddy, a surly looking pot
bellied man who looked fresh from the 
Bible Belt, that part of it that believes 
fucking is only intended to create 
babies. 

"I'm Jimmy," said the big meat 
handler as they walked toward his 
favorite waterfront bar. Hank Snow 
was twanging away on the old juke 
box and a mean looking blonde in 
white plastic boots was sitting at the 
counter with a bottle of Lone Star. It 
was hard for Gus to believe that a 
joint like this existed outside of Lub
bock, Texas. They ordered two beers 
and sat down at one of the rickety 
tables. "What you all got in mind?" 
Jimmy asked, picking his teeth and 
rubbing his crotch at the same time. 

Gus was surprised by the direct ap
proach. Big Jim seemed to know ex
actly what he had in mind. But Gus 
decided to move slowly. As a fisher
man, he had learned not to relax until 
the fish was safely netted. He said, "I 
just thought we could have some fun 
after you get off work." 

"You always go round pickin' up 
guys for fun?" Jimmy asked. He pull
ed his wallet out from the pocket of 
his dirty skintight jeans and removed 
a greasy photograph. The picture 
revealed a scrawny looking woman 
and three remarkably handsome boys. 
"Thems my wife and kids," Jimmy 
said. Gus only glanced at the photo. A 
foil-wrapped rubber had slipped out of 
Jimmy's wallet. 

"Seems like you're ready for a bit of 
fun yourself," Gus said, picking up the 
condom. Holding the little red 
package he decided to gamble. "I've 
never been fucked by a guy wearing 
one of these," he said. He looked Jim
my straight in the eye while announc
ing this. Gus knew that men like Jim
my hated cowards. There was a 
pause, but Jim didn't seem hostile. In 
fact, he seemed curious, but not yet 
ready to admit it. When Gus put the 
Continued to page 50 
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he table, Jimmy carefully 
ack inside his wallet. It was 

d type. 
figurin ' on gettin ' me a piece 

or .. )night, " Jimmy said, grinning. 
His lewd friendly grin made Gus feel 
he had won his gamble, but he still 
played out his line carefully. 

"I guess it will be a big relief to 
pump it into something wet and 
warm," Gus said. He looked down at 
Jimmy's widely spaced thighs. He 
saw what seemed to be a large fat 
trout trapped under the tight denim. 
Barely managing to prevent himself 
from reac~ing out to release this trap
ped monster and suck on it, Gus took 
another swig of beer. His own cock 
was throbbing pretty intensely by this 
time. 

"Maybe you've got somethin' wet 
and warm I could put my dick into," 
Jimmy.drawled. He rubbed one of his 
protruding nipples and belched. " I'll 
be through with my fuckin' job in 
about an hour." He grinned. "If you all 
can wait that long." 

Grinning back, Gus asked his beefy 
companion if he had a place they 
could go to. The last thing he wanted 
to do was to take Jimmy to a fancy 
address in the East 60's. It would have 
ruined the fantasy. 

"I'm stayin' in a stinkin' hotel not 
far from here," Jimmy said. "My bud
dy shares the room, but he's head in ' 
out tonight." 

They arranged to meet at the hotel. 
In the interval, Gus phoned to tell 
Jason, the butler, that he would not be 
back for dinner that evening. He also 
went to a drugstore and picked up 
some expensive form-fitting rubbers 
and a large tube of sex lube. As a kid, 
Gus had jacked off in rubbers stolen 
from his older brother. But Bill Clamp 
was not a rubber man. 

Jimmy had told the truth. The hotel 
stank of cheap liquor and piss, but it 
seemed to be the perfect place for 
some low-down and dirty sex-the 
setting was right. Through an open 
door he saw a man who looked like a 
weight lifter sprawled naked on his 
bed. The dude had a girlie magazine 
in one hand and his fat cock in the 
other, but Gus was in too much of a 
hurry to wait until the guy came. Jim
my was already unlocking his own 
door two rooms further on. 

Jimmy's room was a mess, with un
made beds and empty beer cans. The 
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walls above his buddy's bed were 
covered with pictures of naked 
women. Jimmy's bed was surrounded 
by more fish than women. There were 
marlin, sailfish and stripers and shots 
of Jimmy, naked from the waist up, 
holding trophy sized catches on the 
decks of party boats. Fi shin' and 
fuckin' were Jimmy's favorite sports. 

" I like fishing myself," Gus said, 
placing the lube and the rubbers on a 
table between the two beds. 

Pulling off his dirty rubber boots, 
Jimmy invited Gus to help himself to 
a beer from the small icebox. When 
Gus saw what was inside Jimmy's 
metal clothes locker, he was im
mediately turned on. His new friend 
was obviously a rubber fetishist. The 
locker was filled with rubber gear. His 
inner voice spoke up loud and clear. 
"This is it, man. This is what you 've 
been waiting for. Do what the man 
says." 

Jimmy removed a pair of black rub
ber hip boots from the locker. They 
were the kind with steel toe caps and 
yellow binding at the tops. "I have a 
buddy who works for the Sanitation 
Department," Jimmy said, pulling on 
the heavy waders. "You need these 
fuckers for wadin' in the fuckin' shit." 
The sight of Jimmy in hip boots nearly 
made Gus shoot in his jeans. He had 
never seen a sexier man in his life. 

There was more. Jimmy had black 
rubber aprons, elbow length industrial 
rubber gloves, and several U.S. Navy 
gasmasks. There were also three 
more pairs of heavy duty hip boots 
which looked as if they were no 
strangers to the dimly lit tunnels 
under Manhattan. 

Jimmy tossed a pair of these boots 
and a gas mask onto his bed. "Put 
'em on," he growled. In a couple of 
minutes, both men looked as if they 
were ready for places where high 
boots and tight rubber masks were 
needed for survival. 

With his mask securely fastened, 
Gus's eye goggles started to steam 
up, so he began loosening the straps. 
Jimmy grabbed his arms and rapidly 
tied his wrists with thick rubber bind
ing. He then pulled the straps of 
Gus's mask even tighter. "You asked 
for this, fucker, " Jimmy grunted 
through his own tightly fastened 
mask. He unscrewed a small plug 
beneath the metal snout of Gus's 
mask and squirted in some volatile li
quid. This made Gus's already stiff 
cock six times harder. Jimmy was 
standing close behind him now, a 
booted giant ready for some heavy du
ty fucking with no holds barred. 

The hip boots st imulated Gus's 
erotic imagination just as much as his 
riding gear or the submerged guys 
fucking in wet suits. He had images of 
sweaty sewermen, firemen, muscular 
young fishermen up to their thighs in 
sexy black rubber, the kind of guys he 
had seen in Gloucester, 
Massachusetts. 

Wasting no time, Jimmy pulled 
down Gus's jeans and freed his throb
bing cock from the pouch of his 
jockstrap. The big man then deftly 
unrolled one of the sl ippery lubricated 
rubbers onto Gus's ready weapon, 
rolling the latex skin all the way to his 
pubic hair. Gus gasped as Jimmy 
pushed two thick horny fingers into 
his tight ass hole, filling it with sex jel
ly. He braced himself for the entry of 
Jimmy's cock, wh ich was already rub
bing against his buttocks. A fantasy 
of them both standing knee deep in 
filth flashed into his mind. Clad entire
ly in rubber they would fuck in the dirt. 

" Not yet, fucker," Jimmy grunted, 
push ing Gus roughly to his knees. 
Looking up, Gus saw a pair of scum
my looking hip boots towering above 
him. Looking further, he saw a pair of 
sperm filled balls and a horse-sized 
cock sheathed in rubber. Removing 
Gus's mask, but keeping his own face 
hidden behind the black rubber and 
glint ing lenses, Jimmy ordered him to 
" suck that fuckin ' rubber dick." Gus 
obeyed eagerly, smelling the warm 
latex as the massive rod passed bet
ween his wet lips. 

The condom was so tightly stretch
ed on Jimmy's cock that the latex 
hardly wrinkled as Gus sucked on the 
slippery smooth pole. He wished his 
hands had been free to massage the 
heavy swinging balls which pressed 
against his chin . When he saw these 
balls rising in their tight pouch he 
knew that the rubber skin would soon 
be filled with Jimmy's hot creamy 
sperm. But just then his head was 
pulled away from the rubber-covered 
dick, leaving his lips moving like 
those of a newly landed fish . 

Jimmy replaced his partner's 
gasmask, but he took off Gus's hip 
boots, his jeans, and his sweaty 
jockstrap. He then made Gus lie face 
down on his bed with his legs apart 
and his naked ass exposed for action. 
Kneeling astride Gus's prone body, 
squeezing his hips between his heavy 
rubber boots, Jimmy added some 
more lube to the waiting hole. Jim 
was the " f isherman," Gus was the 
" fish ." An experienced bottom, Gus 
knew that he must respond to the 
fucker's motions wi th movements of 
Continued to page 57 



MASTER 
BAIT 

A stud who flaunts his hot, muscular body in black leather is asking for it. With 
that studded belt and rawhide thong, he seems to be advertising for a master. 

Section photographed by Kristen Bjorn 
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ASTER 
BAIT 

It looks like he has gotten just what he wanted. You've got to watch out what you 
wish for because you'll probably get it. He's gonna get it. Hard and fast. 





ASTER 
BAIT 

Corded with rope, he can't get away. He probably doesn't want to. Blindfolded, he 
can't see the worst coming. He hasn't been gagged yet, though. You can do that with 

your hard, hot dick. After all, he was asking for it. 
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THE TOTAL 
FUCK 
Continued from page 50 

his own. He squeezed and then relax
ed his sphincter muscle as he sensed 
the big cock drawing near. Nobody 
wanted to fuck a "dead fish. " A wrig
gl ing one was more of a challenge. 

It was difficult to move a muscle 
when Jimmy's heavy body pressed 
down, his firm washboard belly 
pushing Gus deep into the mattress. 
He guessed the bed had seen hun
dreds of fucks, and wondered if he 
was the first man to get a dick on this 
mattress. He yelled "Shit almighty" 
when he felt the giant cock parting his 
flesh. His voice was muffled by the 
mask, but it was still loud. Jimmy ig
nored the request to stop, pressing in 
deeper as Gus tried to wriggle free; a 
futile effort. Once Jimmy's cock was 
inserted it was useless to struggle. 
Amazingly enough. the discomfort 
and agony soon vanished, as it usual
ly did. It was replaced by the terrific 
sensation of feeling virile male energy 
being spent purely on sexual 
pleasure: the total fuck. Jim pushed 
his cock in to the limit with each 
powerful thrust; pulling out and 
pushing in with a perfect rhythm 
which Gus matched skilfully with his 
muscular hips. When Jim started pull
ing on his erect nipples, Gus went into 
a frenzy of sexual abandon. Only the 
tight rubber on his cock prevented 
him from coming as he often did dur
ing hard, fast fucking. He was truly 
Jimmy's slave, his body unable to res
pond except as his strong ruthless 
lover demanded. With each massive 
thrust, he gasped into his tight rubber 
mask. He wanted this fucking to last 
forever; he wanted to be nothing but a 
sweaty slippery sex machine in a 
galaxy of sperm. But Jimmy's body 
suddenly became taut. His pelvic 
movements accelerated to a climactic 
peak as his sperm shot out into the 
tight rubber sheath. Jimmy yelled, 
" Fuck, shit, " as he ejaculated the 
spurts of creamy manhood. " I'm fuck
ed out, " he gasped, becoming mo
tionless on top of Gus, breathing 
heavily inside his mask. But the pause 
did not last long. 

Pulling Gus on top of him, cradling 
the young man between his booted 
legs, Jimmy began working on Gus's 
rubbered cock. He wasn't a selfish 
man. It felt great to be jacked off in
side a tight rubber by a working man's 
stubby fingers. The latex pulled on the 
skin of his erect shaft as Jimmy 

vigorously worked on bringing him to 
orgasm. There was a sudden filling 
out of the empty teat of the condom 
as Gus shuddered in ecstasy, 
shooting his load into the rubber. It 
felt as if his coming would never stop 
inside the tight rubber casing as his 
dick was pulled up and down. Jimmy 
seemed determined to extract the last 
creamy drop from his balls. Gus final
ly had to beg him to stop. 

But Jimmy wasn 't finished yet. Pull
ing off Gus's gasmask, he next reach
ed down for Gus's limp cock and 
removed the rubber without spilling 
any of the precious load. He placed 
the slimy condom on the bedside 
table before taking the rubber off his 
own cock. Gus had shot a heavy wad, 
but Jimmy's load was twice as much. 
He proudly held up his rubber. "You 
get a double shot of cum for your din
ner today," Jimmy said. " And then 
some hot piss up your ass and maybe 
another good fuckin '. You wasn 't in a 
hurry I hope." Gus grinned. He had 
plenty of time. 

Bill returned from Europe a few 
days after this enjoyable encounter. 
"What did you do while I was away?" 
Bill asked. They were having a quiet 
little supper at the Plaza with candles, 
caviar and champagne. 

" I met this sweaty guy unloading 
meat and we went back to his place. 
There were women on one wall and 
fish on the other. He was wearing hip 
boots when he fucked me." 

"I thought we agreed to tell each 
other the truth ," Bill said, spooning 
more caviar onto a sliver of melba 
toast. "You ' ll be telling me you had 
sex on Mars next." Bill paused; he 
seemed more hurt than angry. " I 
not ice you're not eating." 

Gus wasn 't especially hungry. He 
had once again enjoyed his fill earlier 
in the day at Jimmy's place: a double 
portion, and very satisfying.• 
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CLIMBER 

Continued from pege 39 

the hottest thing I had going, so I stuck 
with it for a couple of months. Then I 
broke it off. 

I'd tried turning Marco into 
something more like a sex partner than 
a rapist. A couple of times he took my 
cock in his mouth at the height of pas
sion, but he wouldn't stay on it for 
long. Then it was wham-barn again. I 
tried slowing him down, I tried aiming 
for variety. Marco was having none of 
it. He knew how a man fucked, and 
that's all he wanted. 

I felt kind of sorry for his wife. Marco 
had been married twelve years, had 
three kids, and only fooled around with 
guys when the occasion arose. Or so 
he said. I got him to admit he'd done 
some cruising at rest areas. But you 
could only get blowjobs in those 
places, and he liked to fuck a man's 
ass, too, he said with a wolfish smile. 
In his Portuguese culture, you could 
fool around with guys and not have it 
mean anything, as long as you were 
always on top. And Marco was always 
on top. 

Marco was actually kind of a nice 
guy, in his way, but I never had much in 
common with him, and he never gave 
enough in bed to make it really in
teresting. I tried wrestling with him a 
couple of times, anything to try to 
equal things out a little, but he 
wouldn't play. It had to be his way or 
not at all. So after awhile, I told him 
not at all. 

Marco stopped coming around. I 
went back to my winter celibacy, with 
some hot memories to jack off to. I 
never even told Teddy about my thing 
with Marco. I don't think he would have 
been seriously jealous. He'd have been 
delighted that one of us, at least, was 
getting it on with the local straights. 
But I wasn't really proud of myself for 
it. I'd been used, and I'd done some us
ing of my own, but the whole scene 
had been basically nowhere. So I kept 
it to myself. 

Then one night Marco showed up at 
my house drunk, around eleven 
o'clock. He must have been desperate 
for it; he'd never stayed away from his 
wife so late before. He barged in and 
wouldn't leave. I told him I wasn't in
terested. He just headed upstairs to 
the bedroom, crashing into walls and 



knocking over furniture. 
He was starting to break things, and 

I was starting to get pissed off. Marco 
had about thirty pounds on me, but I 
was in good shape and he was drunk. I 
went upstairs to throw him out. 

He was sprawled on the bed. I pulled 
him to his feet and he threw his arms 
around me and dragged me down on 
the bed. I struggled to push him off me, 
and he pressed his lips against mine in 
a sloppy kiss. It was the first I'd ever 
gotten from him, but it reeked of 
alcohol, and I was in no mood. I threw 
him off me. 

He grabbed me again, and we 
started wrestling. He was strong as an 
ox, but I pinned one of his arms behind 
him about two degrees away from frac
ture, and he quieted right down. 

He was crying, blubbering into the 
bedsheets like a baby. I couldn't make 
out a thing he was saying, and I got 
ready to heave him down the stairs 
and out the door. Then I pieced his 
words together. "Fuck me," he was 
saying, "please, fuck me, man, aw, 
c'mon, why don't you just fuck me!" 
His ass was writhing against my groin. 
His free hand had snuck down to his 
waist and unfastened his jeans. I 
couldn't keep myself from pulling them 
down to expose those round, hairy 
globes of muscle, undulating now, beg
ging to be penetrated. Keeping his arm 
pinned tight, I slapped a handful of 
grease onto his puckered hole. He 
t rembled violently. 

My cock's not real thick, like 
Marco's, but it 's a long mother, and it 
can do some damage. It did that night. 
I fucked that man so that no matter 
how drunk he was, he'd remember it 
the next day, and maybe the next 
month. When I rammed into him, he 
howled like I'd used the fireplace 
poker, and he bucked so hard I almost 
had to wrench his arm off to get him to 
hold still. I don't think he expected it to 
hurt at first, because he roared like a 
lion. Then he started moving with it, I 
could feel him enjoying it, squirming 
around so that my cock hit every inch 
of his insides. But he was still bawling, 
his shoulders shaking, moaning and 
blubbering so that he almost choked, 
but not missing a single stroke of my 
plunging rod. 

I was too mad to come right away, 
which was fine with me, because I 
wanted to give Marco a real ride for his 
money. So I pistoned into him over and 
over, deep for awhile, then shallow, then 
deep again, then around in a circle. 
Every time I hit a new spot inside him, 
Marco groaned a new rumble of animal 

satisfaction and pushed back against 
me for more. We were both drenched 
in sweat, our clothes still half-on, half
off, and the bed a total wreck, when I 
mounted the pace to a pounrling 
gallop, smacking into his butt like a 
storm tide on a sea wall, and finally 
shot my full load of hot cum about 
halfway up to his Adam's apple. 

He cried softer for awhile, while I 
stroked him. Finally he pulled himself 
up off the bed, straightened his clothes 
a little, and lurched downstairs and out 
of the house. 

He never came back. I had only 
another month remaining in the house, 
and my painter's peace was never 
again disturbed by a telephone man in
viting himself in to make repairs. I saw 
Marco once in town. He was with a 
couple of his friends, and they were 
heading into a bar. He gave me an 
unreadable look, then turned and 
followed his friends. 

I never did tell Teddy about Marco, 
though I'll admit I told a few friends in 
Boston about the hot phone repairman 
I used to do it with down in Bourne. It 
made a good story. Still , I never felt 
proud of what happened with Marco, 
not in our early encounters, and not in 
our last one. All along, I figured, he 
was only taking what he wanted from 
me. The last time, too. I didn't think for 
a minute that any of it really meant 
anything to him. 

I used to run into Teddy Nesbitt from 
time to time. We'd talk about the good 
old days, when I spent the winter in 
Bourne with him. One time he told me 
he'd driven all the way to Pro
vincetown, just to go to a gay bar. And 
who should he see standing there but 
Marco, the big, butch telephone 
lineman from Bourne. " I could have 
read his_b(lads for him, right then and 
there," Teddy said, "but I didn't. He 
looked so scared, like I was going to 
come up and bite him. It was adorable. 
He had 'new recruit ' written all over 
him. So I left him alone, to come out in 
peace." 

So maybe something happened that 
winter in Bourne that changed things 
for Marco after all. Maybe he'd finally 
gotten something from another man 
that didn't fit into his program, and 
maybe he realized that he wanted 
more of it. Or maybe not. Maybe the 
time had simply come for Marco to 
step out of Bourne and into a bigger 
world. I guess I'll never know. But I'll 
admit that it makes me feel a little bet
ter about that winter, thinking that I 
gave a little back to Cape Cod for all it 
gave to me. • 
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The oldest boy said, 
"Beat your meat, 
faggot, let's see if 
you can squirt as 
much as we can." 
Then they all 
stripped and fed me 
cock one at a time. 

THE MINISTER'S MEAT 
I had a BaF)tist minister several years 
back. He was married and had four 
boys. In the summer they have what is 
called an "encampment:' There are 
people from a great many churches 
there and this minister was from a 
town about 60 miles away. I had notic
ed him giving me the eye when we 
were in the bath house changing into 
bathing suits and I'd also noticed his 
half-hard long cock. Man, it was a 
whopper and had balls to match. 
Great big globes that hung down as 
far as his cock. He was uncut. I think 
he had one of the largest piss holes 
I've ever seen. That hole looked as if 
you could shove a lead pencil up it. 
Hell, I wasn't going to be shy, as he 

© Boyd McDonald, from the book SMUT. Gay Presses of 
New York, P.O. Box 294, VillaQe Station , New York NY 10014. 
$10_paperback. plus $1 postage and handling. 
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was in a low cubicle next to me and 
apparently he wasn't a " shrinking 
violet." 

He stood where I could get a good 
long hard look and believe me it was 
something to see. His full-looking ball 
sac looked like a bull 's, but his cock 
looked like a horse-cock. What a com
bination and all on one guy. He had 
black curly hair, he was about 46 or 
47, and over 6 feet. I guess he weigh
ed about 200. I really looked him over 
and especially that horse cock. I look
ed up at him and he was eye-balling 
me. I ran my tongue over my lips so 
he'd know I'd like to suck it. With my 
mouth slightly open, I pulled up my 
bathing trunks, walked past him and 
gave him a quick but feeling grope. I 
had never felt such a piece of meat in 
a long time. 

I could get a good hold on it and 
could barely reach around it, and it 
wasn't real hard. I went on to the pool. 
I swim, but not well , so was standing 
about chest deep in the water along 
the side. I saw him come out, and look 
over the occupants. He saw me and 
he dived in from the opposite side. I 
could follow his progress under the 
water and he came straight to me, 
and before he surfaced he gave me a 
good firm and feeling grope. Hell, I 
got a hard-on fast. Then he came 
splashing to the top. I couldn't tell 
through the water if he was hard or 
not. He lost no time, but came right to 
the point and invited me to his tent 
during the afternoon siesta. He added 
that his two boys would be there too. 
Back in the locker room we stripped 
down and his cock sprang out like a 
jack-in-the-box. There was no one to 
notice, so I quickly squatted down 
and took the head of his cock in my 
mouth, running my tongue around it 
and pushing my tongue in his big piss 
hole. He gave a gasp. God, but that 
hard head felt good in my mouth. With 
my lips I tried to pull his foreskin back 
over the head of his cock. I had to use 
my hand to help. He gasped and pull
ed away, knelt down and it was my 
turn to gasp-he swallowed all of my 
5½ or 6 inches. God, what a hot suck
ing mouth. What a cocksucker. We 
finished dressing and went to our 
respective tents. I waited about 10 or 
15 minutes and went to his tent, 
which was among 4 or 5 pitched up 
near the woods, well apart. I walked in 
the tent and what a sight. There on 
cots lay 3 bare-assed men. Their 
cocks varied in length but all were un
cut and thick and fat. The youngest 
boy, maybe 19, had a cock to almost 
equal his Dad's. The other one, about 

22, had about 7 or 7½ inches. None of 
them seemed to mind my presence. 
The minister made first-name in
troductions, and told me to get 
undressed. 

MILITARY SECRETS: 

FROM A SUBSCRIBER-It's really 
fascinating what you are doing, filling 
an obvious need that a lot of men 
have to tell someone their ex
periences, which they can 't do even 
with their best friends. Another of my 
sailor experiences follows. I'm glad I 
retired since the job was quite 
stressful. I only miss the cute mail 
boys in their tight corduroys, but I 
now have time to do what my wife 
wants and also to visit my gay friends 
on a more frequent basis. 

On to the sailor who thought he 
needed whiskey. Out cruising on Fri
day night, I picked up a sailor on his 
way back to boot camp after a dull 
U.S.O. dance in town. The Naval Train
ing Station was about 40 miles away 
and I told him I'd take him about 10 
miles to a major intersection where he 
could get another ride and he agreed 
to that. He was 19 and really filled out 
his blues where they should be filled 
out. He was about 5' 1 O" and had dark 

told him I had to go back, but I'd take 
him back to where I'd picked him up 
and he'd get another ride in no time. 
This was kind of dirty of me, and I 
thought that if he put up a fuss, I'd 
just take him on to the original 
destination. To my surprise, he said, 
"I've been thinking about what you 
said, and if you want to give me a 
blow job, I think I'd like to try that." I 
asked him a couple of times if he was 
sure-that I'd take him on to where I'd 
agreed to-no sweat. But he insisted 
that he really did want a blow job, so I 
reached over and felt his leg and he 
turned toward me, pushing his groin 
into my hand. He had his "dry 
hard-on" all right. So I swung the car 
around again and he positioned 
himself so I could open his pants and 
feel his cock and balls as we drove 
along. I found a side road that was 
safe to park on and in a flash his 
shoes, pants and shorts were off and I 
had my head down on his cock. My 
hands were everywhere while my 
mouth went up and down that slick 
shaft. 

He swung one leg over my shoulder 
and behind my head, forcing me down 
hard to the base of his cock, my nose 
buried in his lush pubic hair. I was in 
heaven and soon he was saying "I'm 

He swung one leg over my shoulder and 
behind my head, forcing me down hard 
to the base of his cock. Soon he shot a 
huge load of warm, sweet cum in my 

mouth. 
hair-very good looking. I got the con
versation going about parties, dances, 
girls and, of course, how was his love 
life? He said that he had a girl but she 
didn't put out and he told about an 
overnight swimming party he'd gone 
to with her and had to sleep on " a 
reclining chair with a dry hard-on." I 
sympathized and said, "Can't you get 
a blow job when you can 't get the real 
thing? A lot of guys would do that for 
someone as good looking as you." He 
said he didn't go for that, except one 
time when he'd drunk too much 
whiskey he woke up to a guy blowing 
him and he was too drunk to stop him. 
I said, " I wish I had a bottle of 
whiskey! " 

He laughed but didn't pick up on it , 
so I figured I had wasted the time on 
him. After a few minutes, I pulled into 
a cross-over to get to the opposite 
roadway to return for better hunting. I 

coming," and I felt several strong 
spasms as he shot a huge load of 
warm, sweet cum into my mouth-the 
essence of his manhood. We rested 
ourselves a few minutes and then got 
ourselves back together to resume the 
trip to the base (of course I agreed to 
take him all the way back). I asked 
him if I could feel his cock on the way, 
and he obliged readily. When we were 
getting close to the base, he said we 
could do it again-"! know a place to 
park on the next side road." 

I parked beside the railroad tracks 
that carried the Washington-New York 
trains. He quickly removed shoes, 
pants and shorts again and wrapped 
his legs around my head and began to 
squeeze my head as he approached 
his climax. One of my hands was 
caressing his lovely balls, the other 
was stroking his beautiful cock hair 
while my mouth was bringing on 
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another explosion from his gorgeous 
cock. It seemed to swell up as he 
began to cum and I nearly suffocated 
in there as he held my head between 
his thighs but figured, "What a way to 
go!" 

As he shot into my mouth, the 10:30 
train 6ut of Washington streaked by, 
the lights from the train windows il
luminating for a few seconds a scene 
which-alas-nobody in the train 
could see. I really believe he was pret
ty much straight, but I also believe 
that, if separated from negative in
fluences, affectionate sex between 
two men fulfilling each other's needs 
is a very positive power. Isolated there 
as we were, not even knowing each 
other's name, we had a good thing, 
and nobody's masculinity or sexuality 
was threatened. Well, hope you like 
this. I'm about out of sailors but I've 
still got a few Marines, airmen & 
soldiers for you. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: I hope this writer, 
who has supplied so many superb ar
ticles over the years about his ex
periences with seafood, will now go 
on to supply articles about other 

writer's brilliantly brief dismissal of 
the "straight" world as a "negative in
fluence. "-Boyd McDonald. 

YOUTHS FORCE MAN 
TO CORRUPT THEM 

CHICAGO-I live in a high-rise 
building and last summer I decided 
one evening to sleep up on the roof, 
which is flat, because of the ex
cessive heat. There is a small area on 
the roof where the elevator machinery 
is housed and a door leads into that 
room. I put down a portable TV, a cou
ple of blankets and decided to look 
around before going to bed. I saw that 
the door of the elevator room was 
open and went inside. Imagine my 
surprise when I found four young guys 
there all smoking grass. One of them 
had seen me recently go into a gay 
bar on the corner from my building, 
and remarked to the other three, "Hey, 
that guy is the faggot I was telling you 
about." One of the others laughed and 
said that faggots could suck his dick. 
When they saw the TV set and the six 
pack I had left on the roof, the oldest 
grabbed them and said that unless I 

I reached over and felt his bulge and he 
pointed to me and then to his dick and 

licked his lips. I pulled over to the side of 
the road and opened his pants and 
pulled out a fat German sausage. 

military meat for my next book. 
Military uniforms are a readily visible 
guarantee that the U.S. Government, 
such as it is, has already inspected 
many of the physical and psychologi
cal qualities that comprise a good 
piece of eating stuff; and while I 
would be the last man on earth to 
underestimate a nice piece of 
seafood, I feel also that there is 
nothing more succulent than a piece 
of meat warmed by the high-quality 
wool of Government Issue uniforms 
for the Marines, Air Force and Army
-meat which the suitor normally 
finds he can make even warmer simp
ly by kissing, licking and sucking on 
it. Traditionally, as I know from my ex
perience and observation in and out 
of the Army, millions of servicemen 
spend more time and energy getting 
sucked off than in any other conflict, 
and throughout their service career, 
the main tool and weapon they handle 
is their own dick. I especially like this 
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did exactly as I was told, they would 
steal the TV and push me off the roof. 
The youngest boy asked the others if 
a faggot was a man or a woman. They 
said they would strip me so they 
could tell for sure. 

While the two older and bigger ones 
held my arms, another held my legs. 
The youngest started pulling my 
pants down. Finally, the oldest one 
pulled a knife from his pocket and 
told me to hurry up and strip and keep 
quiet about it. I was really afraid of 
this bunch and decided it best to 
cooperate completely. The oldest boy 
said, "Beat your meat, faggot, let's 
see if you can squirt as much as we 
can." As I massaged my tool, still 
limp because of fear, they laughed 
and joked about the size of it (I am not 
well endowed). I do have a lot of pubic 
hair and rather large balls, which were 
also the subject of conversation. 
When I finally got a hard-on and shot 
my load, the oldest kid laughed and 

said to Richie, the young one, that 
maybe in a year or two he would be 
able to do that also. Richie was ob
viously not as sexually oriented as the 
three fellows, since he asked me 
sincerely, "Hey, does it feel good 
when you do that?" I was a little taken 
aback by his obvious attempt to be 
more friendly than the other three, 
and did not know what to say. After a 
minute, the oldest one said, "Well, 
faggot, answer my friend. Does it feel 
good? How does it feel when the cum 
squirts out of your dick?" I told them 
it felt really good and that I liked to do 
it. While they made Richie stand 
guard for intruders, the other three 
stripped and fed me cock one at a 
time. 

After they had been sucked off, 
they dressed and called Richie back 
to the elevator room. The oldest said, 
"Hey faggot, is it true that faggots · 
molest boys?" I told him that most 
gay guys preferred partners his own 
age or a little older, but he said 
"Bullshit," that a guy had sucked him 
when he was ten in a restroom at the 
park. He told me that he wanted to 
see what it was like when a boy was 
molested and that if I did not do it 
they would carry out their threat to 
push me off the roof. He called over 
Richie, the youngest, and said to me, 
"Go ahead faggot, show us how you 
guys get your thrills." He ordered me 
to undress Richie. I knelt before the 
boy, unbuckled his pants and slid 
them down to his feet along with his 
shorts. As I fondled his tiny cock and 
balls, one of the others said, "Oh, God 
Damn, Oh Christ, look at him work on 
Richie." Finally Richie pulled away 
and said, "Stop it. That tickles too 
much." At that point the other three 
were ready to shoot again, from what 
they had seen. They all jacked off and 
got ready to leave. They took my beer 
and warned me not to follow them or 
say anything. They said they would 
blame it all on me if anything was 
said to their parents or the police. 

FOOTBALL COACH ARRESTED 
FOR BLOW JOB 

Whenever a boxer or ball player 
vomits or has a bowel upset, as can 
be seen in excerpts scattered 
throughout this book, the New York 
papers run stories and follow-up 
stories about it. But sports editors 
don't like it-and don't mention 
it-when the glorification of muscular 
masculinity in sports overflows from 
the merely homo to the actually sex
ual. The New York papers ignored 
Dave Kopay's historic announcement 
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that he is homosexual, even though 
he was the first pro ball player to take 
the step. Another important sports 
story the New York papers suppress
ed was the arrest of an outstanding 
football coach on cocksucking 
charges; I had to obtain the story from 
other papers. 

It happened in Miami, where Bob 
Lewis, coach at Columbus (Catholic) 
High School, was tired after cops 
found him and Julio Acevedo in a van 
parked under a tree near the water on 
Watson Island, undressed from the 
waist down, "performing oral sex." 
The cops charged the two lovers with 
"lewd and lascivious behavior." News 
reports did not specify whether Lewis, 
a 49-year-old bachelor, was sucking 
Acevedo, or Acevedo was sucking 
Lewis, or both. In either case the 
remark, made by the father of one of 
the team members, that Lewis "needs 
a lot of help," could hardly be more in
appropriate; any 49-year-old man who 
functions well enough to score with a 
22-year-old like Julio Baby obviously 
doesn't need any outside help. It 
anyone does, it's the father who made 
that patronizing remark. Lewis 
operated well as a coach also; in the 
last 3½ seasons, he led his team to 
33 victories (against only 6 losses), 
and his 1980 squad finished second in 
the state. In tact, two men from the 
Miami Dolphins, a pro team, were so 
favorably impressed by Lewis that 
they had their sons transferred to his 
school so that they could play on his 
team. 

THE MOANS DIDN'T NEED 
TO BE TRANSLATED FROM GERMAN 

Back in the 60's I frequently traveled 
the 60 miles north from my home in 
Austin to the Belton/Temple area of 
Central Texas where many hot Gl's 
spent their time oft from the huge 
base, Fort Hood. Being an ex-sailor, I 
had a real thing about Army meat and 
to see hundreds of hot soldiers on 
week-end passes was a real turn-on 
tor me. I usually got my share of hot 
dog meat every time I went to the 
area. One Saturday I was especially 
successful, having picked up a good
looking young soldier hitching a ride 
from Belton to Temple. It was early 
afternoon and I was ready tor a good 
hot dick to suck so I picked this guy 
out because he was by himself, which 
sometimes indicated they wanted to 
be picked up tor something other than 
a ride, or at least were more available 
than those who traveled with buddies. 

He hopped in and by his Yankee ac
cent I could tell he was from either 
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New York or perhaps New Jersey, but 
he could have been from Maine as tar 
as I was concerned, because I didn't 
give a tuck as long as he looked as 
great as he did. He was probably 5' 9", 
150 lbs., red hair, good body. He had 
his shaving kit with him, indicating he 
was most likely going to spend the 
night, and when he got in my car he 
put the kit in his lap. I couldn't see his 
groin, but I know he saw me looking 
at that area, and as it I had asked him 
to show it oft, he picked his shaving 
kit up oft his lap and placed it on the 
floor, spread his legs pretty-wide and 
scratched the bulge in his pants. 
Since we had less than 10 miles to go 
I had to act pretty fast it I was to put 
the make on this beauty. I asked him 
it he was staying in Temple tor the 
night and he said yes, he sure wasn't 
going back to the barracks until he 
had to-late Sunday. He said he 
wanted to get some pussy it he could 
find it cheap. Since payday was two 
weeks away, he didn't have much 
dough to hit the whores up with that 
week. 

I asked him how much it would take 
tor a piece of ass at the Kyle Hotel 
and he said at least $15, if he tucked 
the ugliest of the two whores on duty 
there. I told him that I planned to stay 
at the Kyle myself and it he wanted to 
I would share my room with him to 
save his money-that is, it he didn't 
find one of his buddies to share a 
room with. He said he sure would be 
interested and would look out tor me 
at the hotel about seven that night. I 
told him that would be tine with me 
and I would look out tor him in the 
lobby. 

We arrived at the bus station where 
he jumped out. I thought this guy 
knew what I was after and I would pro
bably see him later, because I figured 
he wouldn't find pussy tor the money 
he said he had. I drove back to the 
freeway again, hoping to see some 
more Gl's hitching rides. With 
thousands of Army guys turned out on 
the town, I immediately picked up 
another guy hitching back to Belton. 
His beautiful tight-titting Levis show
ing oft that rounded male ass caught 
my eye fast. 

I stopped and opened the door and 
he got in and I assumed he was going 
back to the base. When we got a few 
miles from Belton he said in real 
broken English, "North Fort Hood," 
and pointed away to the west of 
Belton. North Fort Hood is northwest 
of Belton and is separate from the 
main part of the tort. I asked him it he 
was in the Army and he said yes, but 
Continued to page 79 
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RICHARD 
LOCKE 
Continued from page 30 

to set up a house for people who have 
been kicked out of their homes. Setting 
up this kind of house is a very difficult 
proposition. It is not a hospital; it is a 
place to recuperate until they can get 
back on their feet and start making 
their own money and pay their own 
rent again. They need contributions 
very badly. HONCHO readers who 
want to help should make checks to 
the AIDS Resource Center - Fishbowl 
Account. The address is 444 Hudson 
Street, Suite 435, New York, NY 10014. 
HONCHO: Let's go back in time. 
Where were you born? 
LOCKE: Oakland, California in 1941 . I 
have one brother who is an aspiring 
playwright. His name is Robert Locke. 
He is a wonderful writer. He sold an ar
ticle to Blueboy called "My Brother the 
Porno Star." My older brother is a con
struction worker. And I have a sister 
who is a year older than I am. 
HONCHO: Are your parents still alive? 
LOCKE: Yes. 
HONCHO: Have they seen your 

on and off. I don't think my father goes. 
They have a very basic religion that I 
think is wonderful because they don't 
have to go to church to practice it. 
HONCHO: What was your early life like 
-for example, did you go to college? 
Were you in the army? 
LOCKE: Yes, I'm a college graduate. I 
went to a little college in Northern 
California called Chico State. It's a 
nice place. I was a tank commander in 
the army, in Germany, for three years. 
While they were building the Berlin 
Wall, I was protecting America. I've 
paid a lot of dues. 
HONCHO: When did you come out? 
LOCKE: In college, when I was 24 
years old. And I made up for lost time. 
HONCHO: What jobs did you have 
along the way? 
LOCKE: I've done everything. I was an 
insurance claims adjuster in San Fran
cisco until I got fired because I was 
gay. The way they found out was that I 
brought home a co-worker who wanted 
to borrow some money from me. I 
thought my roommate might be trying 
on eyelashes when we got to the apart
ment, and sure enough he was. So my 
employer found out about me. I worked 
in gas stations and in the disease 
wards of hospitals. In fact, working in 

I see no reason why age should stop me 
from being a sex symbol. I have a screen

play called D.O.M. for ''Dirty Old Man" 
and I expect to be the dirty old man it it. 

movies? 
LOCKE: No; they are not that liberated. 
But I have great parents. One reason I 
am glad to have those parents is that I 
can use my own name. They feel good 
about me. 
HONCHO: They never objected to your 
career in gay movies? 
LOCKE: They never objected to me 
right out. One time my mother said, "I 
hope you're not making those child 
porno films." I said no. You see, my 
father married the preacher's daughter. 
HONCHO: In what denomination? 
LOCKE: Pentacostal. It's quite a dif
ferent kind of upbringing. When I went 
to church in my younger years I hated 
it because of the fire and brimstone 
bullshit. 
HONCHO: Are your parents still in
volved in their church? 
LOCKE: Not so much as when I was 
growing up. My mother goes to church 
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hospitals is how I learned a lot about 
cleanliness. Clorox is the cheapest 
and best disinfectant. That's why they 
put chlorine in swimming pools. Peo
ple should throw away all their other 
cleaners and buy Clorox. Soap is a per
fect culture medium for germs to grow 
in-the bar stays moist, and germs 
breed on it. You know, when you have a 
clap test they use a substance similar 
to soap on the culture smear. 
HONCHO: What was your first erotic 
job? 
LOCKE: I was one of the first attend
ants at the Folsom Street Barracks in 
San Francisco. That was in 1971 or 
1972, before I made any movies. I don't 
believe I made any movies until about 
1974. The first one was called Dreamer. 
It was about a dream this guy had 
about an Oklahoma highway 
patrolman; I played the patrolman. Joe 
Gage saw me in that and cast me in 

Kansas City Trucking Co., and, as they 
say, the rest is history. It's a fascinat
ing business, but there's no money in 
it. I've written my autobiography, which 
is tentatively titled I Didn 't Do It For 
the Money. 
HONCHO: Talking about money, most 
of our readers have the idea that 
anyone who has appeared in a gay 
movie or in a gay magazine has gotten 
immensely rich, but of course that isn't 
the case. How much were you paid for 
your movies? 
LOCKE: Altogether in my movie career, 
I made $8,000-and that includes 13 or 
14 movies. 
HONCHO: That's not exactly a John 
Travolta salary, is it? It's a pity, 
because it should be different. 
LOCKE: I never liked the word 
"should" because it makes you feel 
guilty. I could have made more money. 
I could have held out for more, but then 
the movies probably wouldn't have 
been made. I never did it for the 
money- I did it because I knew that 
there is someone out in Michigan or 
somewhere who is stuck in the closet 
and the only enjoyment he gets out of 
life is pornography. I figure that I am 
pretty good at it. I have a very good at
titude about it, like when I do my show 
-I give what I call a gay power salute. 
I like my body, I enjoy my body, and I 
want other people to know it because 
if they see someone who enjoys his 
body maybe they will start enjoying 
their own bodies instead of hating 
them. There are a lot of gay people 
who hate their bodies. They hate their 
bodies because they have sexual crav
ings that are abhorrent to the society 
in which they live. You can look at 
some people and tell that they hate 
their bodies because their bodies 
aren't very hot-they aren't taken care 
of. If I get up there and show them that 
I am proud of my body, then I am giv
ing that to them. People ask me how I 
have such a good body. I tell them it's 
because I jerk off in front of a mirror 
for a half-hour every day. Dynamic ten
sion-that's what Charles Atlas talked 
about. Well , I jerk off for my dynamic 
tension. 
HONCHO: To get those biceps you 
have to do more than jerk off. 
LOCKE: Well, I have five acres of rocks 
out in the desert and I'm trying to orga
nize them into a rock wall. 
HONCHO: So you don't go to a gym. 
Have you ever worked out? 
LOCKE: I think it is a waste of time to 
expend all that energy lifting weights 
from here to there and down again 
when I can spend the time making a 
rock wall. I have one rock that's the 
Continued to page 77 
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RICHARD 
LOCKE 
Continued from page 68 

size of you·r desk. When I was 17 I got a 
call from the Vic Tanny gym about a 
course. I was underage, but I went two 
times. On the third visit they told me I 
had to have my father with me 
because I was not 18. That was the last 
time I was in a gym. 
HONCHO: Did you ever hustle? 
LOCKE: It's the oldest profession in 
the world and I have nothing against it, 
but it's just not my style. 
HONCHO: Many of our readers would 
love to hear that you're available
they would probably turn up on your 
doorstep tomorrow. 
LOCKE: That's like when I give a 
massage, and a hand creeps up onto 
my leg. I say, "Brother, you're reaching 
for a $500 massage." I tell them I'm 
worth it. But five or six years ago I gave 
up mercy fucks. I don't fuck people 
just because they want it. Not unless 
I'm turned on, too. So I don't give mer
cy fucks and I don't hustle. But if the 
right person came along with the right 
amount of money, I'd do it. It's just that 
I'm not out there soliciting. 

can pull out the tape and watch Kan
sas City Trucking Co. 
HONCHO: If you had never done any
thing else, the fact that you have 
established an image of an over-35 
man as a potent male sex symbol 
would guarantee you a place in gay 
history. 
LOCKE: I think I'm the only one doing 
it because by the time most people 
reach 30 or 35 they've got their career 
established and so they can't make a 
fuck film. 
HONCHO: Casey Donovan seems to 
be going as strong as ever, and he's 
over 40. He told me that he has made a 
movie called Forty, although I don't 
think it has been released yet. But his 
image is different from yours-his 
isn't a daddy look. 
LOCKE: He keeps that preppy look as 
he grows older. He looks just as good 
as ever, and he's just as spry. 
HONCHO: Tell me what you eat and 
what vitamins you take. 
LOCKE: I take large doses of Vitamins 
C and D, and when I'm doing a live 
show I take 1,600 units of Vitamin E 
just before I go on stage. It makes me 
come copiously. I also eat a candy bar 
just before the show. It gives me quick 
energy and it doesn't deplete my body. 
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rather than itself. It takes an awful lot 
of energy to do a live sex show. 

I eat milk, eggs, walnuts, seeds, 
whole-wheat bread. I don't eat meat for 
breakfast, but I eat it in the evenings. I 
don't eat pork-the fat will just kill 
your body. I eat all my vegies, and I eat 
salads. In my formative years I helped 
my father build houses, and I ate three 
meals a day of good, basic food. It was 
not the fancy kind of food you find in a 
French restaurant, for example. All 
those sauces and filet mignons are not 
good for people. 

I think it's how you eat as well as 
what you eat. I eat two meals a day. I 
also try to eat things that are fresh. I 
avoid processed foods. And anything 
that comes out of a box is processed. 
No salt. Sugar is all right , but it 
depends upon the kind of sugar. 
Granulated sugar is deadly, but corn 
sweeteners are okay. Honey is fine, 
too. 
HONCHO: What about cigarettes? 
LOCKE: I started smoking in 1953 
when Marlboro cigarettes came out 
with that Marlboro Man, their macho 
image. 
HONCHO: It was very attractive, but 
people didn't realize the dangers. 
LOCKE: I try to smoke less than a pack 
a day. I've quit smoking for a week at a 
time, and when I'm in my normal sur
roundings I smoke a lot less. But when 
I'm on the road and there is nothing to 
do I grab a cigarette. It's been very dif
ficult for me to give it up. 
HONCHO: We've all been told by 
advertising that it 's masculine to 
smoke. Why don't you try to de
eroticize smoking while you are 
eroticizing rubbers? 
LOCKE: I've got to quit first, before I 
can say anything about it. But I always 
say smoking is bad-if you don't 
smoke, don't start. There's nothing 
masculine about it. I would have more 
stamina in my sexual marathons if I 
didn't smoke. 
HONCHO: Your skin looks very good. It 
certainly doesn't look like a smoker's 
skin, which often is leathery and gray. 
I'm sure it's partially due to your diet. 
Do you use a moisturizer? 
LOCKE: I' ll tell you what I don't use. 
It's more important than what I do. I 
don't use soap. Soap is terrible. I don't 
use soap under my armpits, either, and 
no one has ever smelled me. I don't 
use deodorants. The only thing I use 
on my skin is a loofa sponge and hot 
water. The sponge gets rid of the dead 
skin, and that makes the living skin 
more vibrant. 

The only time I use soap is when I'm 
having sex-I take my Betadine solu
tion and add 20 per cent Joy dishwash-



ing soap to get rid of the Crisco. I get 
fisted, and I understand the risk. But I 
think I've educated myself so that I can 
do it in a safe way. There are a lot of 
things I don't do anymore because 
they are dangerous to my health. I will 
not eat asshole unless I find someone 
who will spend a year with me-just 
me. 
HONCHO: Do you think we will ever go 
back to the old ways? 
LOCKE: I think we can. I think we have 
to become responsible adults and stop 
being like children playing in a sand
box. We have to have integrity. It's one 
thing that has been lacking in the gay 
community. Integrity not only in our 
business and social dealings, but in 
our sexual dealings. There are a lot of 
people with no integrity whatever
people who go to the baths with AIDS, 
people who go to the baths with the 
clap. Ten years ago I didn't mind too 
much if I picked up clap at the baths. I 
just went and got a shot and it was all 
over with. 
HONCHO: It's not that way anymore. 
LOCKE: No. It's a new age. For us as 
gay people, it's not a matter of should 
we but can we grow up. I think we can. 
Those of us with integrity will seek 
each other out. Those irresponsible 
people will kill themselves. • 

SMUT 
Continued from page 66 

not the American Army, the West Ger
man Services, and that he was here 
on exchange agreement between our 
two countries. On the way to the base, 
about 25 miles from Belton, I pulled 
out some porno magazines and pic
tures (some gay ones in among the 
straight ones) and asked him if he had 
had an American "piece of ass" yet. 
He shook his head in the negative. He 
said it had been over a month since 
he had sex in Temple. I asked about 
the whores in the hotel in Temple and 
he said no, that a guy had sucked him 
off one night about a month ago. 
When I showed him the porno 
magazines, he rubbed the bulge bet
ween his legs and looked at me and 
smiled. I asked him if he liked the 
blow job he had at the bus station and 
he nodded, though I am not sure he 
understood me too well, because he 
smiled and nodded quite a bit to me, 
rubbing his groin, no matter what I 
said. 

I reached over and felt his bulge 
and he pointed to me and then to his 

dick and licked his lips. That was 
good enough language to me so I pull
ed over to the side of the road and 
opened his pants and pulled out a fat 
German sausage. Since there was not 
too much traffic on the road and we 
were pulled off near a roadside park, I 
just leaned over and licked the big 
head of his dick. He put his hand over 
my head and shoved it down on that 
meat of his. I couldn't take it all in my 
throat, just too fat, but I licked it up 
and down and within minutes he filled 
my mouth with a big load of West Ger
man cum, and I loved every drop of it. 
His dick was cut and very clean, in 
fact it tasted like Listerine. We sat a 
few minutes and he said thanks and 
stuffed his meat back in his jeans, but 
he had to get out of the car to do it. 

As we drove on to the North Hood 
base, I thought to myself the moans 
and groans he had made while I was 
sucking him off didn't need to be 
translated from German to English, it 
was just the universal sounds of en
joyment of sexual excitement. I saw 
the Yankee GI that I first picked up in 
the lobby about 7 P.M. that night, and 
even though he was straight (as far as 
I ever knew), a good time was enjoyed 
not only that weekend but the follow
ing weekend and several other 
weekends for several months.• 
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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 or 
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 
answera/1. 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. 
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INTO ANYTHING 
32 6'1" 175 lbs. IA-Minn-Wisc-1/linois
Missouri-into anything but scat. 8" 
cut. Box 8334, Des Moines, IA 50306. 

LOVER WANTED 
Lonely GWM, 30, 5'8", 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. 

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 2.0-40, bi or G WM, 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 
G WM, 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 

MUSCLE MAN 
Big muscular studs wanted by New 
Orleans area bodybuilder to be weight 
training buddies and partners in hot, 
heavy duty sex workouts. Mark, P.O. 
Box 38, Lockport, LA 70374. 

MAINE 
AROOSTOOK COUNTY HUNK 
Young, attractive Scorpio needs sex. 
Photo-letter-phone. Will travel. All 
answered. R.M., Box 214, Eagle Lake, 
ME04739. 

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

MASSACHUSETTS 
HOT HUNG JOCK 
GWM, 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 02258. 

FOR THE BEST B.J. OF THE 
BERKSHIRES 
Call 413-442-5278. 



MICHIGAN 

TEN INCHES PLUS 
I would like to exchange hot photo's, 
letters and VHSNCR jack-off tapes. 
Yours gets mine. Write to: Occupant, 
PO Box 821, Cadillac, Ml 49601. 

LOOKING FOR FRIEND 
Medium height, build, 39. Married fine. 
P.O. Box 91, Muskegon, Ml 49443. 

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 i t ! 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. 

NEBRASKA 
DADDY LOOKING FOR SON 
18-30 into J/O and loves to get his 
cock and balls sucked. Albert, P.O. 
Box 332 Lyman, NE 69352 or call (308) 
787-1223 after 5:00 P.M. 

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. 

NEW JERSEY 

WANTED:HOTSTUDINTO 
FIST-FUCKING 
by hot masculine hunk, 30, 5'10", 150 
lbs., 8 ½" 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, W/M, 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 

ATHLETIC BLOND, 22 
Looking for pen pal and photo swap. 
Letter and nude photo gets mine. Eric, 
Box 33, Roslyn, NY 11576. 

HOT & HANDSOME WIM, 25 
Mustache, seeks w/m 18-30 wlsmooth, 
hairless, protruding buns. You won't 
regret answering. Photo/phone for 
reply write: Occupant, P.O. Box 3472, 
New York, N.Y. 10185. 

FRISKY SLAVE 
needs taming in Buffalo. Limits ex
pandable. Anything goes-public, 
SIM, J/O, BID, Leather. 35, 160. (716) 
832-0568, 11:00 PM-1:00 AM. 

WESTCHESTER GWM 
Seeks masculine, straight-acting 
discreet friend, (Muscle A+), 18-45, 
anywhere, for correspondence/ 
meeting/sharing letter/photo: Box 
3492, NYC 10185. 

WIM, 27, BROWN HAIR/EYES 
with trim beard and moustache. I'm 
curious-want to serve hot dude. Will 
worship well built guy-show me the 
way. (212) 251-6089. No J/O calls. 

LOOKING FOR PERMANENT 
FRIEND 
NYC. Very attractive·bottom GWM 24, 
6', 150 lbs, looking for the right person 
to build life with. Enjoy sports, 
movies, quiet times. Seek attractive 
top man with similar interestrs bet
ween 25-35. Photo appreciated. Write 
Mark Haas, 256 Hoyt, Brooklyn, NY 
11217. 

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, 8-11 PM for real 
locker room action, or write P.O. Box 
304 Village Station, New York, NY 
10014. 

ALL RUBBER WEARING 
TOPMEN 
WIM 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. 

UPSTATE HUNK 
GWM 28, 5'10", 162, well-built, blue
collar worker; interested in corre
sponding and meeting with sensual, 
erotic men for passionate romance. 
P.O. Box 393, East Syracuse, NY 
13057. 



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/O ARTIST 
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. 50150 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! Box holder, PO 
Box 55, N. Y., N. Y. 10021. 

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

ROCHESTER AREA 
Goodlooking, 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. 

NORTH CAROLINA 
JACKSONVILLE 
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 

ASHLAND/NORWALK AREA 
G WM, 30, seeking warm, sincere 
GWM 18-30 for friendship/relation
ship. No smoking or drugs. Letter/ 
photo. D.S., P.O. Box 191, N. Fairfield, 
OH 44855. 

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

MUSCULAR MEN WANTED 
GWM, 21, 6', 169 lbs., 8" cock. Consi
dere<;1 cute. Seeks honest, good
looktng 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. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

JACK-OFFS TO 35. 
Write: Occupant, P.O. Box 315, 
Sharon, PA 16146. No fats. 

SOUTHWEST PA 
Horny, handsome young college stu
dent, GWM, 19, 6'1", 160 lbs, wants 
other young horny guys for prolonged 
fucking, sucking, J/O and sensuous 
massage. Photo gets mine. P.O. Box 
80, Richeyville, PA 15358. 

STEELER JOCK 
My lover is a Pittsburgh Stee/er and 
has played in two Super Bowls. I will 
send you one of his cum-stained jocks 
for $12, a rubber filled with his cum for 
$12, or you can drink his piss for $6. 
Or, get all 3 hot items for $2Z50. Send 
check or mlo to: M.S. Davies, P.O. Box 
7474, Pittsburgh, PA 15213. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 

HOT SOUTH STUD INTO GP GR 
FR ETC 
Gd/kg 31 GWM 6'0" 225 Husky brown 
hair, eyes, hung big 10½ and thick. 
Ready for sucking and fucking. Hot 
horny for 17-40. JR Nelson, 311 
Thompson St, Camden, SC 29020. 
Hurry, I'm hungry!! 

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. 

MAN IN40'S 
desires young man 25 to 40. Love & 
home provided; some travel and home 
life. Into trench, w.s., lights & m. 
Photo necessary. R.G.B. 1115 N. 
Royal; Jackson, Tennessee 38301; 
901-427-8469. 

TEXAS 

WEST TEXAS AREA 
WIM, 33, 5'10", 150, It. brown hair, 
beard. Wants to meet gay or bisexual 
men for friends, fun and sex. Call 
Steve, 915-447-6101. 

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. 

LOOKING FOR HOT SEX! 
West Texas Area. 32, 5'10 ", 150 lbs. , 
beard. Am easygoing and enjoy 
meeting new friends. Enjoy rear end 
action. Am willing to do anything 
once! Overnighters welcome. Must be 
discreet. No fats or fems. Let me show 
you a fun time. Steve, 915-447-6101. 

GWM BODYBUILDER 
26. Wants to correspond with hot hor
ny males. Will travel for big thick cock. 
Dig getting fucked. Also will try 
blacks. No scat. S.M. Photos of huge 
meat answered first! Fuck me boys. 
P.O. Box 1313, Walla Walla, WA 98223. 

WEST VIRGINIA 

GWM, 26, 5'8", MUSCULAR 
Seeks mature, muscular G WM, 25-35, 
to meet and develop serious relation
ship. Will relocate. No fats, fems, free
loaders, drugs, heavy SIM. Reply to: 
425 Clifton Ave., C'burg, WV 26302 or 
call 304-623-9438. 

INTERNATIONAL 

PHILIPPINES 
I'm 36, Chinese, want sincere Pen Pals. 
I'm working in a travel agency, love to 
cook. I'm cut, and have a 7 inch prick. 



take 111 my cloth11 oll so you can 
a ch me as I do it lust lor youlll 

6 Snapshots ........ $1.00 
8 More ............ ... ....... $2.00 

8mm Home Movie ........... $5.00 

.1SIE, Box 61 , Dept H028 Glendale, CA 91209 

SEXY SHOES 
Full 5" heel & even more ' Many d1tterent styles. 
colors. leathers Shoes & Mots. s, zesS-14 Clunky 
heels & plattorms. too 

rl~~~cg~~fLOG .. .. .. .. .. .. .. . $3.00 

I want to 
fill you up 

with my desires 
or share yours, 
anytime, from 

anywhere ..... 
we'll cum together. 

415-563-0167 
MASTERCARD AND VISA 

.6FREECOLORMOVIES .. 
I PLUS~··· DREG. 8mm I FREE · . OSUPER8mm 
I MOVIE '- rt., ,. Just send I 
I VIEWER . ' $3.00=tage I 
I AND _ /:.. & handling: I 
I 200' Porno , ✓ ~ refunded with I 

ColorCG!alog 1st order. 
I LESLI , BOX 60, DEPT H028 GLENDALE, CA 91209 : ·-~---~~--~--------· 

• Sucking Brothers 
• After School Orgy 
• Ao:;s Reamers 
• T ·n- lnch Gag 

IF YOU DON'T HAVE A 
PROJECTOR, THIS IS YOUR 
BEST CHANCE TO BUY THESE 
BALL BUSTING FILMS! 
•AFTER SCHOOL SUCK-OFF 
•HUGE HARD MEAT 
•6-WAY DAISY CHAIN 

TODAY'S 
MAN 

=49 MAN ABOUT 
TOWN 

The coolest brief 
yet. Super -sl y led 
with built -in SUP· 

port for masculine 
taste in light -
almo st invi sible 

next - to -nothing 
Nylon tricot. Defin

itely for the con
tinental man . Block, 

Wh ite , Helie , Mor 
G~en , Nude . 

Size s S· M-l. 

J oc,1 

i 
TWO for $9.99 

Add $1 .00 for mailing . 
6% Soles Tax. 

FREE CATALOGUE W 1TH ORDER! 

REGENCY SQUARE, INC. DIV 2523 
1626 N. Wilcox 

iiollywood, Calif. 90028 

11115 ,,,.,,w 
II/IA&AZINE 

FREE 
Not a substitute or ap
proximation, but the 
exact $7.50 hardcore 
color book you see 
here, sent free to 
get you on our mail
ing list. Films and 
Videos of same models, 
too. Hustler "Dependable Dealer. " 
• Hardcore Action Videotape . .. . ... $39 
O 41-meter 8 or Super-8mm movie . . $19 
• Free Magazine ($2 postage & Handling) 

JOHNNY'S, Dept. NS 
1626 N. Wilcox• Hollywood, Ca. 90028 

the PENIS ENLARGEMENT METHOD 
that POSITIVELY 

GUARANTEES 
YOUR PENIS WILL GAIN 3 TO 4 INCHE~ 
IN JUST 2 DAYS .. . OR YOUR MONEY 

IS FULLY REFUNDED! 

NOTE THE 
INCREASE IN 

DIAMETER AND 
THE DRAMA TIC 

INCREASE IN 
L::NGTH OF 

53% - MORE 
THAN 3 FULL 

INCHES. 

AFTER 

Throw away those messy creams, weights and 
vacuum devices! Now with SUPRA 10 you will 
reach maximum dimensions - this simple, natural 
way! The SUPRA 10 method will prosthetically 
make your penis 3, even 4 Inches longer, also 
thicker and finner. It will also help in the control of 
premature ejaculation. You simple CAN'T LOSE, 
because the SUPRA 10 is GUARANTEED TO WORK! 
Here is your chance to overcome the problems 
and insecurities of a penis that is too small. Gain 
self-confidence and your ability to satisfy women 
will sky rocket! Join the half-million men who have 
solved their penis size problems! The original 
SUPRA 10 is regularly $30. 

IJl»lfEE ~, INTRODUCTORY PRICE 

~~~ust gain at le:\_;11 $19 95 
inches or your mon • 

be rctundcd. complete 
plus S3 for postage 

Send $22.95 to: SUPRA SALES Dept. 25 35 
P.O. Box 64748 • Los Angeles, CA 90064 

HONCHO I MAY 1984 87 



I want Hairy guys to write to me. I 
prefer American and European guys 30 
to 45. My telephone is 7-32-59 at 
home, and 9-66-95 at office. P.O. Box 
764, Cebu CitY, 6401, Philippines. 

FRENCH MAN 
32 years seeks real cops and firemen. 
To visit U.S.A. in 84 and for a friend
ship everlasting. Welcome all countries. 
Write: G. Combe, La Pastourelle, bt B, 
Boulevard de Paste, 07000 Privas, 
France. 

AUSTRIA 
Two Austrians, both 39, s/ank, 130 lbs. 
would like to meet friends interested in 
"having fun" with us! Write us in Ger
man or English with appropriate photo 
and we'll answer guaranteed. Discretion 
is a must! Please don't be older than 
40 years. Hausbewohner, Uferstrasse 
58, A-5026, Salzburg-Aigen, Austria. 

COMMERCIAL 

A COMPLETE MASSAGE 
By Argentine masseur. 6', 165 lbs., 
Mas., (212) 831-3580. IN/OUT. CALL 
FERNANDO. 

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). 

BAN DANAS IN 47 COLORS 
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. 

MAKE NEW FRIENDS 
through Skipper's Mates, a contact 
club for men. Discreet-inexpensive
unique. Details plus sample copy of 
club bulletin-$1. Skipper's Mates, 
PO Box 264, Bellbrook, OH 45305. 
State over 21 . 

MAN TO MAN PHONE ACTION 
HOT MEN INTO YOUR FANTASY, 
LIKE . .. BRUCE: Sexy young surfer, 
hot & ready. MICK: Horny ex-GI bot
tom. 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! 
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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. 

COLLEGE BOY 
Extremely handsome. 22, 6'2", 175 
lbs., 9", thick, smooth swimmer's 
build. In/out calls. Friendly, discreet. 
East side location. Robert. 
212-473-7157. 

DARK LATIN 
24 slim athletic bodY, educated, safe, 
di~creet. Hot rear; hung. Call Mike at 
(212) 683-4204, 24 hrs. Out only. 

SUMMIT LODGE RESORT 
Clothing optional, rooms, camping, 
brochure (S.A.S.E.), 26500H Wildcat 
Rd., Rockbridge, OH 43149. 

YOUNG WHITE MALES 
WITH 10" + 
Pix of young white males: with 10" + 
only $2.40 each; with 8" + only 80-
each; cumming only $1.20 each; hard
core trench or greek or rimming only 
80- each! Minimum order: $12! Prices 
include postage (1st class)lhandling! 
Order from: L. Wiegert Jr. , 30327 
Rhone, Rancho Palos Verdes, CA 
90274. FREE: 5 ass pix with any order 
over $20! 

HOT J/0 TAPE 
w free color picture $6. Sir P.O. 14425, 
S.F. CA 94114. 

ANAL TOYS OUR SPECIALTY! 
Catalog $1. State over 21. Unicorn, Box 
10024-H, Chicago, IL 60610. 

WINE BEER LIQUORS RECIPES 
Make your own and save. Send $3.00 
cash CK. MO. to Westex Press, 501 
Del Mar S2, Corpus Christi, TX 78404. 

DRINKING PROBLEM? 
Amazing new system guarantees relief 
without willpower, "quitting," or 
embarrassing, expensive treatment. 
Free, confidentially-wrapped details: 
Foundation, Box 290610(HP), 
San Antonio, TX 78280. 

ORGANIZATIONS 

PISS SOMEONE OFF!!! 
Rainmakers: 3rd year of the ultimate 
water sports club for men into golden 
showers. Info. $1: Box 623 - RMH, New 
York, NY 10013. 

LIKE TO FUCK? 
(OR GET FUCKED?) 
American-Greek Alliances: 4th year of 
the club which gets Greek actives into 
Greek passives!! Info. $1: Box 623 -
AGH, New York, NY 10013. 

REAR FRENCHMEN OF 
AMERICA 
5th Year of the club for healthy men 
into giving/receiving rear French. Info. 
$1: Box 623 - RFH, New York, NY 
10013. 

CLOTHESMAN!!! 
4th year of fetish club for men turned 
on by jock straps, jockey shorts, 
business suits or any other pieces of 
clothing. Info $1: Box 623 - CH, New 
York, NY 10013. 

THE HIRSUTE CLUB 
invites HAIRY men and men who love 
them to join the erotic fun! We 
publish interesting newsletter/hot 
photos, frank listings/hunky men. 
Information: $2 to PO 11514, SF, CA 
94101. 

AMERICAN-GREEK ALLIANCES 
Third sensatione.J 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 stamp to 
Foot Fratermity, POB 786, San Fran
cisco, CA 94101. 
BLOW SOMEONE'S SOCKS 
OFF!!! 
Footman: 5th sensational year of the 
world's longest running boot, shoe, 
socks, sneakers and bare feet club! In
fo. $1: Box 623 - FMH, New York, NY 
10013. 

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. 

BEST & MOST DISCREET LIST 
You would never meet most on list any 
other way. For those who need most 
discretion. Updated mo. Good for bi's, 
marrieds, travels & straights. Free Inf. 
& Appl. SASE to: Gemini List, P. 0 . Box 
1782, Americus, Ga. 31709. Tel: (912) 
924-4038, Wkdays, 8-5. 



SEXUAL 
OUTLAW 

FOR SOME GUYS, NAKED IODIES ENGAGED IN VANILLA SEX JUST DON'T CUT IT. THEY NEED TO SLEAZE 
IT UP, TO CREATE AN OUTRAGE. GUYS LIKE THAT onEN RELY ON FETISH GEAR TO FIRE THEIR 

IMAGINATIONS. THIS SEXUAL OUTLAW HAS ALL THE RIGHT TRAPPINGS, PLUS THE RIGHT ATTITUDE. 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED IY FRED IISONNES 
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SEXUAL 
OUTLAW 

JOCKSTRAP AND TIT-RING, LEATHER VEST AND A THONG: THIS PARAPHERNALIA GETS HIS 
LIBIDO IN HIGHEST GEAR. SO HIGH THAT HE HAS TO FREE HIS TRAPPED HARD-ON AND 

GIVE IT SOME BREATHING SPACE. AND THOSE SWOLLEN BALLS ARE LIKE TWO RIPE 
ORANGES: FULL OF JUICE AND READY TO BE SQUEEZED. 



SEXUAL 
OUTLAW 
HE CHECKS YOU OUT CLOSELY AND YOU PASS 
THE TEST AFTER ALL. THE GLEAM IN YOUR EYE 
CONVINCES HIM OF YOUR HUNGER AND 
READINESS FOR OUTRAGE. THE SEXUAL OUTLAW 
HAS LURED YOU TO THE SCENE OF THE CRIME, 
AND WHEN HE PROUDLY OFFERS YOU HIS 
WEAPON, YOU GRAB IT WITH HOT, 
SWEATY HANDS. 





HEAVY DUTY 
ELECTRIC VACUUM 

IF YOU ARE 
SERIOUS ABOUT 

COCK ENLARGEMENT 

."" ,.• . ..... ·•· .... 
.:,,,, • f' 

A SYSTEM THAT WORKS --FOR ENLARGING YOUR FINAL~- Y 
COCK • BALLS • NIPPLES 

This system has been so successful over the past 3 years that we now have 
a tarted the ELECTRIC VACUUM CLUB so that you can talk with others who 
are 1ucce11fully using the system. 

• So Powerful That Two People Can• Ball Attachment WIii Double 
Use It At The Same Time. Their Size. 

• Adjustment Valves Adjust 
Pressure Up Or Down On All 
Attachments. 

e Nlpple Attachment la Known A• 
The Ultimate Tit Clamp. 

WE FEEL SO STRONGLY ABOUT THIS NEW 
ELECTRIC VACUUM SYSTEM THAT WE 

GUARANTEE! 

HEAVY DUTY 
MAKE THIS 

DO.ff RIGHT 
Send for the very 
detailed 20 page 
brochure on th is 
in cred i b le new 
system. 

MARK IV· DEPT.H 
25108, B-45 

Marguerite Pkwy. 
Mission Viejo, CA 

92692 

REFUNDABLE IF MACHINE IS PURCHASED 
CREDIT CARD ORDER ONLY CALL TOLL FREE 

1 800-642-4372 



AFl tH HOURS · fT. WORTH 
BASIC BROTHERS · HOUSTON 
DE BIJENKORF · AMSTERDAM 
BOY NEXT DOOR · ATLANTA 
BUCKS · SAN FRANCISCO 
CRYPT· SAN DIEGO, DENVER, SEATTLE 
END OF THE LINE · REHOBOTH BEACH 
FANCY FROM DELANCEY · CHERRY GROVE 
FORWARD GEAR · PORTLAND, OR. 
HABERDASH · LONG BEACH , CA. 
HABERDASHERY · DENVER 
HIGH VOLTAGE · DALLAS 
IN SHAPE· PHILADELPHIA 
LIVERPOOL· PROVINCETOWN 
LOFT· NEW YORK, BOSTON , THE PINES 
LUIS · RODERICK • SEATTLE 
MACHO · HOLLYWOOD 
J. MILES · FT. LAUDERDALE 
SOUTHERN MAN · ATLANTA 
TRADER TOMS · FT. LAUDERDALE 
TROPICAL · SAN JUAN 



Illl ilnITI])® 

Ple•II print: H 

• YESI Please send me a • BETA • VHS videocassette of t e 1gma, uncut 87 Name _____________________ ___, 
minute version of The Grease Monkeys, exactly as shown in the Century Theatres 
at $99.95 per cassette. Enclosed find my • Check • M.O. or bill my • VISA Stree._ _________________ Apt. 
• Master Card Account. 
Credit Card No. and Exp. Date: _______________ _ 

Please enclose $2.50 handling for each tape ordered. 
California residents add 6.5 % sales t~v 

• YESI Send me the latest all color Century Theatre and Video Newspaper plus a full 
color, limited collector's item edition 30 x 40 Theatre Poster of The Grease Monkeys. 
Enclosed is $5.00. 

City ____________ Stat..__ ____ Zit<-----

By my signature, I warrant that I am 21 years of age or older and will not be offended by 
sexually explicit material. 

Signed _____________________ _ 

This offer void in Texas, Tenn. and anywhere else prohibited by law. 
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