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-, .,,., •..., ~ • By Robert Ralph • Photo by Cityboy~._lliii,;it" 
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• • f tas t;oi'i~g' do_Y"·n th-:~ 1nte_rstate ati me l1~bering up and jum~~d.o,u!,£>;:ri~ !~oked away, not meetin~ my in- _ 
~ • ninety-to-nothing: headea'itowards my; . car, obviously hot on the make for,,m~. .. ter~sted look. I was afraid hed h1ghta1I 
;· • duty post. f:,.s a _newly assigned captain I guess the old fart must have grooved~ it,.,out of there. Wouldn't you knoyv? 

in,41e army; I was probably enJoying . ~on ,midjle-aged, well-built guys ~[!h ·;"~:Just as I was warming to the idea . 
.. the last free•time I would hav9i!o~y- , \ graying hair, because he sure made 1'Why not have a quickie be{9!:e l{eport-

.self for quite a while: My wife and kids· his interest in me plain enough:.·; ing for duty? It woulc_j be fun, and cer-
• would joi£1 me soon. It was <!"brilliant"!". I.knew my tight shirt clung to 'rriy :'.i,f- tainly a rare privilege I couldn't allow 

starry nigh't .YJilh millio~s of dots of chest and arms, accentuatingSa beefy "'.- myself at the post, or when my family 
""' ~light scattered across tt!.e purple:black body that I had kept in tiptop s~ape. t - came down. The lure of the forbidden 

s~y. ~ full .moon complete~' the idyllic -. was 175 pounds of solid musc~e, and it . onl~,;hetted n:'Y appet!t~-., .• . ::, 
~1s_t~re. I had !l)e suu. roof, pushE:d•all showed . _· :' _ · We remained in our. three-way sta!e-
'the way back so ·that 1'.could glance up _ ,. The old troll followed me inside the _mate for what seemed an eternity: 

J • · and enjoy4he sp~ta~le o_ver~~d. , _ « men's room and leered blatantly all the · although it rec1llyJ~st~d ie.ss than five 
,.; I g~_ess 11.Jwas around ,~!1' P.m_;,•or- so time I took a leak. ~e was_ totally minutes. !he unwelcome third finally 

\ · when _I saw a_ rest ·-~op _and realized I . w1!hout any redeeming qualtt1~s that I got the message, and -.yith a scowl on 
-.ti• needed.a.lo r~!12-ve myself. ,I had been_, could _see-;--someone I fOUldn t have his face, hopped into hJ~,;.c.ar ,and 
~~ so preoc .. c.!:!_p1ed •w1t~ the v1~w, the driv- .. used 1f he d ~een the la§t ~}rn on drove off. we _were al~n.e, ._!he/ kid and 

,_ 1ng, and_..m/tol1£ern~a_b?ut wh?t a"Ya,~- ear~h . I hadnt even tho,,ughta_bput me. He breathed, ~n audible: sigh of 
.., ed .me <}I f!D'! dest1r.1at1on, that Id com- cruising the place,fqr~L11ttle q~1ck ac- relief, and motioned me~over. · · 

; pletely ignored1the •call · of nature. -I tion . and this toady1panting after me . • 

. parked the car and _stre_!c.,hed, my ach- only made me more anxious',.fo hit_ t_he • , On closer scrutiny,.it ~a~ "clear that 
· - 'he was also in the service. He· was ing legs . .._My back was~nse from all road again . . -

_A1the hard driving J'd~put in. so I did a Leaving hastily. I noticed a third car, dressed Jn fatigues with !;)is unit in-
, few.fast1calisthenics to loosen up. with a clean-cut young man sitting at . Jsign~~ v~sible. It was dark ~~o~gh so 

1 • ., ~ • They were' the only giveaway that I the wheel. I guessed him to be about that I couldn't make it out, buti he was 
was military, since I was wearing my 19 or 20-it was hard to tell. He had • an -army man. His muscular bqdy 
civvies. Only my dogtags jangling in- short-cropped brown hair and a neatly • pushed at -the confines of the carefully 

...., ' side my shirt evidenced my vocation . trimmed moustache. Flashing a broad tailored uniform. f'robably he'd had4.l!,. 
had barely taken a step towards the smile at me, he pricked my interest. pegged until it ~s. tighter than regula-

r 1\ restroom when I was joined by a de- My ancient pursuer paced back and -' . tions -allo~e$ ~s~ow off his heft. He 
crepit old man who looked like he was forth between us, and I could tell he ·. had looked 'cute from across the 
on his last . leg~_<Apparently he'd seen botl]ered the ·young fl!an , who fidgeted stri et, but u,p close he was fucking 

: ' t ..,. . ,, , . . . . ~. ' · . .,,:.,:_ ... • " ·,~ ·.,, . . ... , 
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gorgeous! A vibrant electric current ran 
between us, and my cock swelled to a 
full hard-on throbbing with desire as I 
looked at him. 

We sparred verbally, carefully skirt
ing the real issue at hand, until each 
was convinced the other was safe and 
not entrapment by the vice squad . A 
voice deep in my subconscious kept 
telling me to get the hell out of 
there-that I was playing with dyna
mite. Tempting fate. And all the rest. 
Yet the incredible sexiness that the 
young soldier exuded sent my blood 
pressure sky high. 

At last he said quietly, "I know a 
place out in the country, way out in 
the boondocks ... about four exits 
back. We won't be bothered." 

My body responded; tickly sensa
tions raced through my balls and my 
dickshaft. My saliva began to dry up. 
"What are you into?" I asked. 

He stared at me. "Anything you 
want," he said. "Anything . .. except 
fistfucking." 

"That's good," I replied, "because I 
couldn't handle that either." Fistfuck
ing? I wondered . Why would anybody 
want to put a fist where they could put 
a dick? 

" Follow me," he said. 
We found the appropriate exit and 

turned off. The hard-top surface soon 
gave way to loose gravel. We slowed, 
then drove for what seemed like miles. 
My dick rubbed hard against my stom
ach; anticipation kept it stiff. All the 
while my intuition kept warning me to 
turn around and go back. To forget 
this escapade. This kid might be lead
ing me into a trap; there could be 
friends of his waiting to rob me or do 
me in. That would make sordid head
lines-the press would play it to the 
hilt. My having been a well-known 
figure during the Vietnam war would 
only make the matter more explosive 
in print. 

My nuts hurt like hell, screaming for 
the relief that only hot sex could bring. 
It was what my father used to call his 
"stone aches." Any good intentions got 
lost, as flagrant need won out. I want
ed that soldier, and I wanted him bad! 

He stopped his car, got out, and 
came towards me on foot. The smiling 
face that peered through my window 
was more appealing than ever. As he 
unbuttoned his shirt , his dogtags 
clanked against the car door. 

"We have to go a little further on ," 
he said , removing his shirt and giving 
me a good look at his brown chest 
hair and his chiseled pees. His broad 
shoulders narrowed to a trim waist. His 
fingers began to play across his baby
smooth skin and over an abdomen 
corded with muscle. 

"There's a cutoff that's seldom 

travelled , up this road a ways. This 
one gets enough cars down it to be a 
problem. Is it okay?" His thick fingers 
played with one nipple until it stood up 
firmly. Then he rubbed the other, let
ting his hands seduce his body and 
stoke my desire. Sweat broke out on 
my forehead and trickled down my 
sides. I rearranged my dick. It helped, 
but not much. 

" Make tracks, soldier," I said . " I'm 
horny. Real fucking horny." 

He reached down and tugged at his 
crotch . What looked like a huge dick 
poked out at a sharp angle. "Me, too! " 

No matter how he pushed that big 
piece of meat, it still protruded . He 
jumped in his car and took off. 

We crossed two wooden plank 
bridges which rattled under our tires. I 
kept trying to imagine the kid entirely 
naked, based on what I'd already 
seen . The stars shone even more bril
liantly out there in the middle of the 
country. Bright pinpoints in pitch 
blackness. 

He stopped and switched off his 
lights. As I rolled to a halt , he bounded 
out of his car, with moonlight playing 
on his hunky farm-boy body. The back 
of my neck prickled as he walked up. 
He'd undone his web belt, and it 
swung free. The top two buttons of his 
fatigues were open, and moonlight 
danced off his bare chest. A line of 

hear you ." 
"Are you ... into handcuffs?" 
" Not necessarily," I said , uncertain 

what he might have in mind. That in
ner alarm went off again . 

"Well . . . I am!" he said emphatical
ly. I continued squeezing his cock until 
there was a large wet spot, sticky with 
pre-cum, soaking through . " In fact ," he 
said , "what I'd really like is for ... 
you ... to handcuff me and then rape 
the absolute shit out of me! " 

" I see," I replied. "Now that sounds 
like something I might be interested 
in ." 

" I have some handcuffs in my car." 
He could hardly contain the excitement 
in his voice. 

"Get them! " I commanded . He hop
ped to. While he was doing that , I 
withdrew two army blankets from my 
trunk and spread them on the ground. 

When he handed me the cuffs, I se
cured his hands behind his back with 
one pair and put the second pair in 
my hip pocket. Then I pushed him 
against the car and planted another 
wet kiss on his eager mouth. As his 
greedy lips sought a second kiss, I 
shoved him to his knees and forced 
his face into my crotch . 

" Suck it , soldier! " I said forcefully. 
He began to gnaw at the hard mound; 
I thought he was going to bite right 
through my trousers. "Wait a second ," 

I tongued the cum from his panting 
body. He was very hot, and that got 

me going enough to fuck him again. In 
fact, I fucked him two more times 

before I was done. 

blond-brown pubic hair trailed down 
his abdomen to the elastic band of his 
jockstrap. 

He stood only inches away, flashing 
his white, even teeth . Without a word , I 
pulled him into my arms and mashed 
my lips on his. They were fleshy and 
sensual. I forced his teeth apart and 
swabbed inside his burning mouth . He 
moaned something I didn't understand. 
I caressed his iron-hard torso, then 
reached around to grip his tight , well 
rounded ass. His groans grew louder. 
My eager hands moved onto his puls
ing cock and encountered lemon-sized 
nuts. His baseball:bat dick struggled to 
be free of his fatigues. I groped him 
until his head fell back, and more 
unintelligible sounds strained in his 
throat. 

"Are you--? " 
"Talk louder," I said . " I can barely 

I said, opening my fly and hauling out 
my fat dick. 

"Oh, yeah! " he gasped. 
"Give me some head," I ordered . As 

his lips encased the swollen dick, I 
pushed hard , jamming it down his 
throat. He gagged, but I held firm ; 
soon he relaxed enough to take all my 
manmeat. 

"Suck it , kid! " 
His tongue went crazy, darting all 

over the head and sliding down to the 
base. Back and forth . He whimpered 
the entire time he was working me 
over. I opened my pants and dropped 
them. 

"Suck those nuts, too! " 
As his tongue lifted my ballsack, I 

searched for his tits and began pinch
ing his aiready stiff nipples. 

"Oh, God---!" he groaned. "That's it! 
That's it! " I exerted more pressure, 
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raising him from his kneeling position 
by pulling on those hard tits. It was dif
ficult for him to stand up, cuffed as he 
was, but he managed. The harder I 
pulled , the more he got off on it. 

Slowly, I finished unbuttoning his 
fatigues and made contact with his 
jockstrap. Definitely not army issue. 
They've always been a turn-on, and I 
went berserk. I yanked the fatigues to 
his ankles and fondled his gigantic 
basket, feeling every centimeter of his 
nine inch uncut brickbat. 

"Take it out," he begged. "Do it ... 
please! " 

I lowered the jock, allowing his cock 
and balls the freedom they needed. 
But instead of doing as he asked, I 
clamped the other handcuffs around 
his dick and balls, locking them tight. 
Then I threw him across the hood and 
parted his large assmounds. As my 
tongue sought his asshole, a heady 
scent guided me in the dark. My 
tongue tip entered, and he thrashed 
around, whimpering and carrying on . I 
licked all over his hard-cheeked ass 
until he was in a frenzy. As I forced 
my tongue inside as far as it would go, 
he cried , "I can't stand it! It feels too 
good! I can't stand it! Stop!" 

"Then try this on for size," I said, 
ramming my cock up his ass without 
delay. 

"That's it! That's the way!" he 
screamed. While pinching his nipples, 
I slammed his butt so hard he had to 
go up on tiptoe to keep up with my 
strokes. His ass was on fire and I was 
peaking much before I wanted to. I 
crammed my dick in and out, pulling 
left and right, stretching his ass as 
much as it would give, fucking the be
jesus out of him. He emitted little 
gasps of pleasure, almost hysterical 
sounds, and my nuts drew up against 
my body. 

"Hold on , soldier boy, 'cause I'm 
gonna lift you off the ground when I 
come." 

A wild tingling began along my 
cockshaft. Out of the corner of my eye, 
I saw headlights. A car was coming 
down this road that was never trav
eled! 

"Oh, my God! " he cried , panic in 
his voice. "We have company!" 

"Easy, kid , I'm about to shoot!" I 
rotated harder in his steaming ass, 
pulled and pushed in rapid strokes. He 
wiggled frantically, bringing me right to 
the brink. 

"Please, uncuff me! " he screamed. 
"They can't see us like this. Please, 
please! Get the key and unlock them!" 

Cum was racing up my dickshaft; I 
was lost in the ecstasy of climax. I 
grasped his chest and groped for his 
rigid cock. My lips sucked a hickey on 
his neck. 

"I'm-- I'm-- oh, Jesus, here it-
God-d-d!" . 

My load washed up his as~. H.e. wijs . 
thrashing like a whale as w.e fell 

0
back 

onto the blankets. I jacked his cook 
furiously as we fell , and he continlll8d .. 
to beg me to let him up. His pr.otests 
were replaced by wild yelling as he 
ejaculated thick spurts of steamy cum 
onto my fingers. I squeezed his nuts 
hard while he sprayed cum every
where, still pleading to be freed. 

1'Get me into the car," he begged. 
"Please. I don't want anyone to see 
me like this." He kept struggling and 
coming. His dick was still dribbling as 
I dragged him to the car. Somehow I 
managed to get him into the back 
seat. 

As we huddled there close together, 
the other car drove past. I could 
almost hear his heart beating in the 
stillness. Nervous sweat peppered his 
body. 

"It's okay," I reassured him. 
"They've gone on by. They're way 
down the road by now." 

"Why didn't you uncuff me?" he 
asked. 

"Shit, man, I knew they wouldn't 
bother us. Nobody in his right mind 
will approach a car out in the boonies 
like this. Not in West Texas!" 

"But it might have been the sheriff!" 
"He's got more sense. Anybody stu

pid enough to sneak up on a parked 
car way out here could get a face full 
of lead." 

He was still shaking with fear. "It 
might have been the sheriff ... " he 
said weakly. I touched his handcuffed 
crotch and felt his cock as it rose in · 
the darkness, needing immediate 
attention . 

"And you loved it! " I replied. His 
dick was hard as a rock. I bent down 
and put my tong4e on the big swollen 
knob. "You loved the danger!" As I 
lowered my lips, he began to gyrate 
and groan. It didn't take much to get 
him right on the brink, to make all the 
blue veins stand out on his dick. I 
came off it and teased the red tip, 
leaving it gooey with saliva so that my 
fingers could slide around with ease. 

"I'm so close," he whispered. 
I went down on him several more 

times until I felt the base swelling; 
then I came off it again. Cum was 
straining for release as I ran spit-slick 
fingers across the sensitive mass of 
flesh under the head. 

"I can't take any more," he pleaded. 
"Please, please bring me off! I want to 
come!" He hunched up, rubbing his 
cock into my palm. 

My tongue played up and down .his 
shaft until he tensed, ready for the ulti- . 
mate satisfaction. He was breathi:ng· in 
short bursts. I jacked· him, talit and 



brought him off by hand. Cum lurched 
out, another sticky, creamy river 
spreading all over his chest, down his 
navel, and into my face. The faster I 
jacked, the more he shot. Wildly. Total
ly. His entire chest was covered when 
he began to calm down. 

"I made a mess," he said. 
"I guess I'll have to clean you up!" 
I began tonguing the cum from his 

panting body. He was very hot, and 
that got me going enough to fuck him 
again. In fact, I fucked him and came 
two more times before I was done. We 
were both exhausted when I got 
around to locating the keys to his 
handcuffs. We said our goodbyes. He 
showed me the cut-off back to the 
highway, and stomped his brake lights 
several times to say goodbye as we 
parted company. 

What an interlude. Unexpected, and 
exactly what I needed! The business 
which lay before me seemed routine 
and mundane by comparison with my 
wonderful night under the stars. 

The moment I drove onto the post, I 
put on a military demeanor, presenting 
that stern face to the world which 
always served me so well. I got situat
ed in the BOO for the night and re
ported in at the appropriate hour. 
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One of my first duties was to inspect 
my new command. The sergeant major 
had the men drawn up in full dress 
uniform, and all the hoopla which goes 
~long with it was present. I was meet- 7746 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles, CA90046 
ing my men for the first time, sizing 
them up, just as they were sizing me 
up. As I started down the second file, 
out of the corner of my eye I noticed a 
face which I thought I recognized. In 
the full light of day it had a different 
look. It seemed even younger than it 
had in the moonlight. The blond mous
tache was carefully trimmed. 

I stopped in front of him and we 
stared eye to eye. He held his com
posure and I kept my military bearing. 
I made the same sort of brief com
ment I had made to every other man, 
then said under my breath, "Are you 
the man who knows how to type? I 
need an assistant to help ... with paper 
work." 

"Not really, sir. A little bit, maybe, 
but I'm willing to learn." 

"I'll chain you to the desk until you 
get it right," I said, smiling for the first 
time that day. 

The barest hint of a grin curled up 
the corner of his mouth, and he mut
tered something I didn't quite hear. 

"What's that, soldier?" I asked, 
leaning near him for his reply. 

"If you cuff me, sir, I'll learn faster," 
he whispered. I winked and moved on 
to the next man. 

It would be an interesting duty post 
after all. • 

'MUNICH• LOS ANGELES• FRANKFURT 
7864 Santa Monica Boulevard 

Nev-1/y Revised! 
THE RIGHTS OF GAY PEOPLE 
Thom•• B. Stoddard, E. Carrington Boggan, 
Marilyn G. Haft, Chari•• Lister, & John P. Rupp 
An American Civil Liberties Union handbook describing the rights of gay 
men and women under present law, the common problems they face 
and how the laws can and should develop. 208 pp. 
To order, send $3.95 plus $1 for postage and handling to: Literature 
Department, ACLU, 132 West 43rd Street, New York, NY 10036. Also 
available from Bantam Books at your local bookstore. 

...Handbook• 





"C'mon, open your mouth, you know 
you want it, cocksucker. You know you 

dig being a slave to a bodybuilder. 
Open your mouth so I can shove my 

dick in it and choke you." 

After working for four hours, Terry gaz
ed out the window at the warm, 
Southern California sunshine and 
decided to quit for the day. Summer 
was finally here and it brought a smile 
to his face. For him it meant beer par
ties, beaches, barbecues, cruises 
along the coast, checking out all the 
shirtless guys, and plenty of parties. 
Yes, summer was his favorite time of 
the year and he wasn't about to waste 
a day of it, especially since he lived so 
near the beach at Malibu and a gym 
where some of the hottest 
bodybuilders in Southern California 
trained. 

He put away the paint, cleaned off a 
few brushes, picked up around the 
apartment he was working on and 
locked up, telling himself he'd be back 
about 10 or 11 the next morning to 
finish the job. Painting wasn't 

By Ron Allen • Photo by Mario Z 

something he enjoyed doing, but it 
was fairly good money and he was his 
own boss, which was important to him. 
Besides, he sometimes had occasion 
to put the make on one or two of his 
fellow workers. 

Like Tony, the tanned 18-year-old 
fresh out of high school, who saw 
Terry painting the exterior of a cottage 
in Venice, and asked him if he could 
earn any extra money by helping him 
paint. Tony had the muscles of an ex
perienced weightlifter. His dark brown 
hair was thick and curly; he was 
beginning to grow a moustache and 
his eyes-bright and brown-stared in
to Terry's. He was young and hunky, 
just the way Terry liked 'em. Terry also 
liked the big bulge in Tony's pants. 

For a moment Terry stared at Tony's 
crotch. "Shit, I'd do almost anything 
for some extra money," Tony pleaded. 

"I'm out of high school now, and my 
dad says I need to find some work. 
I've painted apartments before with my 
buddies. I'd work for six bucks an 
hour." 

Terry reached behind Tony, put his 
hand on his muscular arm which filled 
out his clean white tank top, and 
squeezed. "Sure, kid, I could use 
some help. Wanna start now?" 

A few days later when Terry handed 
him his paycheck, he invited him over. 
"Listen, Tony, stop by my pad. Let's 
kick back and party some. We'll listen 
to the stereo and tear off a six pack or 
two." 

"Yeah, sounds great. I'm on my 
bike, how about if we drive over 
together in your pick-up? How far from 
here?" Tony asked. 

"It's just a few miles. C'mon, hop 
in." 
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Ten minutes later they were sitting in 
Terry's living room, guzzling beer while 
the stereo blasted. "Go ahead and 
make yourself comfy, take off your 
shirt-it's warm in here," Terry 
suggested. 

Tony pulled off his tank top and laid 
it on the couch. He reached down to 
the coffee table and took another long 
swig of beer. Then he walked over to 
the mirror and stared at his body. Terry 
walked over to him and squeezed his 
arm muscle. "You've got quite a body 
there, kid, you must work out. Pretty 
damned solid. Good arm and chest 
muscles, yeah." As he rubbed his 
hand across Tony's smooth muscular 
chest, Terry's cock began to swell in
side his pants. 

"You must work out, too, how much 
do you weigh?" Tony asked. "One
eighty-two. Six feet tall. Twenty-eight 
years old. Single. Sworn to fun, loyal 
to none," Terry responded, laughing. 
Tony seemed shy and inexperienced; 
Terry knew he'd have to work this one 
slowly. Or maybe not, he thought. 

"You're probably pretty tired from 
working so hard today, why don't you 
lay down and I'll give you a massage," 
Terry said. 

"Hey, sounds good." 
They headed for the bedroom. Tony 

removed his Adidas shoes and his 
socks, and peeled off his jeans. His 
legs were smooth, tanned, and muscu
lar. As Terry began rubbing them firmly 
but sensuously, Tony's crotch began 
swelling through his tight jockey 
shorts. A moment later, after rubbing 
his body and feeling his warm, tight 
muscles, Terry pulled down his shorts 
and licked at the head of his thick, 
hard cock. Tony closed his eyes and 
smiled, enjoying the action. 

Terry began to suck the big dick, 
tasting its manliness and lapping at 
the formation of cock juice on the 
head. He went as far down on the 
eight incher as he could. It was at 
least five inches around, so Terry had 
to open his mouth as wide as he 
could to suck it all in. Tony moaned in 
pleasure, enjoying Terry's warm, moist 
lips and tongue on his enlarged piece 
of meat. 

Then Terry went for the balls. He put 
one, then the other, and finally both 
balls in his mouth, sucking and licking 
them as Tony twisted his hard body in 
pleasure. "Wow, that feels good," he 
groaned. "Damn, you're a good 
cocksucker. I haven't had my dick 
sucked for a long time. Just a lot of 
jacking off lately." 

Terry pulled his mouth off Tony's 
cock and lay on top of him. Tony 

grabbed at his throbbing hard-on, pull
ing at it and licking his lips. They kiss
ed. Terry's tongue entered Tony's 
mouth, deep into his throat. Then Terry 
sucked the tasty young cock and balls 
while Tony pulled Terry's body on top 
of him in a sixty-nine position. Terry 
couldn't help shoving his cock all the 
way down his young lover's throat, 
making Tony gag and cough. He 
wanted to come in it, and he also 
wanted to taste Tony's youthful wad of 
cream. In a few moments his wish 
came true. 

"Ohhh, shit, I'm coming. Oh, it feels 
good, yeah, suck it hard, oh, eat it," 
Tony moaned as he pumped out four 
shots of thick, tasty jism into Terry's 
eager throat. Then Terry shot off, sen
ding a mouthful of hot cum into Tony's 
mouth and all over his chin. Some ran 
down his face and onto the bed. They 
lay there together in ecstasy for a long 
time before getting up. 

They became good friends after 
that, working together and sucking on 
occasion. But Tony wouldn't allow 
himself to be fucked. Terry was too 
big, he said. Terry never pushed the 
issue. 

But a week later, on a Wednesday 
morning, Terry decided it was time for 
his workout. He threw off the covers, 
climbed out of bed, took a quick 
shower, grabbed his bag and headed 
for the gym. It was going to be a hot 
day; the gym would probably be filled 
with studs. Terry always played it cool 
there, because it wasn't actually a gay 
gym. Sure, some of the gay guys train
ed there, but Terry went for the equip
ment and the serious atmosphere; he 
didn't want to develop a bad 
reputation. 

He was on the pee-deck machine 
when he noticed the blond hunk. This 
man had big arms and sexy legs, 
which he was working on the leg ex
tension machine. Terry had seen him 
before, even in the shower once, but 
he didn't want the blond hunk to 
notice that he was being cruised. But 
what a face and body-deep tan, 
beautiful blue eyes, blond hair, and a 
huge piece of meat. That stick would 
grow to at least ten inches if it was 
sucked on properly. And would Terry 
love to stick his long cock up that 
tight, butch asshole and fuck it long 
and hard! 

Terry waited a few minutes after the 
stud left for the locker room, then he 
casually followed. He was peeling off 
his sweaty gym shorts when Terry got 
there. Terry imagined sniffing and lick
ing them clean. "You're growing, I 
guess those hard workouts are paying 
Continued to page20 



THEE ANIMAL 

"THAT'S RIGHT, BUDDY, l'M AN ANIMAL. DID YOU THINK 
THIS TATTOO WAS FALSE ADVERTISING? WANNA FIND 
OUT HOW MUCH OF AN ANIMAL I AM? OKAY, BUT DON'T 
SAY I DIDN'T WARN YA." 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED BY G•MAN PRODUCTIONS 
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THEE ANIMAL 

"YOU SAY I REMIND YOU OF CONAN THE BARBARIAN, 
HUH? DON'T MAKE ME LAUGH. CONAN WAS A PUSSY 
COMPARED TO ME. BESIDES, HE'S JUST A MOVIE 
CHARACTER, AND l'M THE REAL THING. AS YOU'LL 
SOON FIND OUT!" 
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THEE 
ANIMAL 
"LIKE THIS DICK, DON'T YA? IT'S A 
BIG MUTHA, AND l'M GONNA LOVE 
STUFFIN' IT UP YOUR ASS. l'M GON• 
NA SHOVE MY BALLS IN, TOO. 
YOU'LL BE CAVIN' WHEN l'M DONE, 
BUT THEY'LL BE TEARS OF JOY. 
THAT'S WHAT IT'S LIKE TO BE 
FUCKED BY AN ANIMAL." 





MUSCLE BOUND 
Continued from page 12 

off," Terry said from his locker. 
"Yeah, thanks, I guess so. I'm up to 

202 pounds, and my arms are 18 in
ches. Within six months they'll hit 19," 
the blond responded, flexing his 
biceps. 

"You'll make it, just stick it out," 
Terry said. 

"I 'm Jeff," the hunk said, sticking 
out his hand. 

"I'm Terry. I might want to train with 
you someday if it's okay. Maybe I 
could pick up a few pointers from a 
pro like you," Terry smiled. 

"Say, listen, I just picked up some 
good Colombian gold. Why don't you 
stop over and smoke a joint? I live 
near the beach, about a mile from 
here. Maybe we could go for a quick 
swim." 

"Sounds good," Jeff answered. "I 'm 
off today, but I gotta pick up my girl
friend about four. I haven't gotten high 
for over three weeks. I'm ready." 

He pulled off his jock strap, giving 
Terry a look at that thick piece of 
meat. Shit, soft it was six or seven in
ches. And nice and thick. What a 
powerhouse body it was attached to! 
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Terry was more than ready. He had a 
feeling the guy was straight, but he 
wanted him badly. I'll find a way, he 
thought. Either I'll get a hard cock 
down my throat, or a hard fist. Terry 
decided it was worth the risk. 

An hour later Jeff and Terry were 
passing a joint of grass. Jeff's legs, in 
sexy short pants, were sprawled 
across the coffee table. As the grass 
filled his head, Terry became hornier 
and more uninhibited. "You got some 
big muscles, you 're probably a good 
poser. Why don't I watch you hit some 
poses?" Terry suggested . 

" I would , but I didn't bring any pos
ing tights," Jeff responded . "You think. 
I'm pretty well built , huh?" 

" I sure do," Terry answered. " You 
don't need posing tights, just take off 
your shorts and let's see you flex." 

Jeff obeyed. He stripped naked and 
started flexing his arms, his chest, and 
his legs. The more Terry appreciated 
it, the harder Jeff got. "What a great 
body! Yeah, those are some big 
muscles," Terry said, reaching out and 
squeezing Jeff's arm. Terry was into 
body worship with bodybuilders, and 
Jeff dug having his body admired. 

Then they started horsing around. 
" I'm pretty strong, too. I bet I could 
take you in a wrestling match ," Terry 
suggested. Instantly Jeff was on him, 

tackling him to the ground and wrap
ping his legs around Terry's waist. 
They wrestled for a few minutes, with 
Terry getting off on the feel of Jeff's 
smooth muscles pinning him down. He 
also liked Jeff's hard-on, which swayed 
in the air as Jeff pinned him. 

Jeff twisted Terry's arm in a 
hammerlock. "Open up," he ordered. It 
caught Terry by surprise. "You ain't 
that tough, you can't make me," Terry 
said. Jeff wrapped his legs around 
Terry's throat and choked him. 
"C'mon, open your mouth, you know 
you want it, cocksucker. You know you 
dig being a slave to a bodybuilder. 
Open your mouth so I can shove my 
dick in it and choke you." 

Terry felt like he was really going to 
choke from the pressure of Jeff's mus
cular legs on his throat. He opened, 
and Jeff rammed his throbbing cock 
between Terry's lips. "You bite it once 
and you'll be sorry." 

Terry obeyed, sucking it and licking 
it, pleasing his powerful master. 

" I've seen you checking out my 
body at the gym before," Jeff said, 
shoving his giant meat down his vic
tim's throat. "You thought I never 
noticed. Shit, I can tell when a dude 
digs my body. You want to eat my 
cock and balls, you 'd probably even 
suck on my dirty asshole. Well, now's 
your chance, slave, I'm really gonna 
shove it to you." 

Jeff climbed on top of Terry and 
began fucking his mouth, shoving his 
hard dick over the tongue and far into 
the throat. He grabbed Terry's arm and 
turned him over, pulling both arms 
behind his back and forcing Terry over 
his stomach. Terry tried to struggle 
free, but the bodybuilder's powerful 
arms and legs kept him down. 

"When's the last time a bodybuilder 
like me fucked you good and hard, 
huh, boy?" Jeff asked him, twisting his 
arm harder. "Hey, man," Terry yelled. 
"I'm not into all this; I don't want to be 
hurt; stop forcing me." 

Jeff pinned Terry to the bed and 
slowly shoved his cock into his tight 
asshole. Terry yelled as the thick meat 
entered him. "Ohhh, no, please, not so 
hard, not so fast, please." Slowly Jeff 
shoved more of his cock into Terry's 
butt. 

He started to fuck faster, and in a 
moment he had all nine inches inside. 
Terry thought he was going to faint 
from the pain , but Jeff continued pum
ping. "Ohh, yeah , feels good, yeah, 
your ass is nice and tight. You dig this 
big cock up your asshole, don't you? 
You know you like it, tell me you like it. 
I want to hear it," Jeff said as he 
fucked away. Continued to page 37 



HANNS EBENSTEN TRAVEL, INC. RETURNS TO ASIA! 
Since 1972, when we originated travel programs for men to fascinating places of the world, we are always warmly 
welcomed wherever we return, because our tours and crwses are conducted with dignity and our tour members are 
responsible and decorous travelers . 

In the spring of 1985 we again offer you tours to the most fabulous countries of Asia which have proved to be 
wonderfully popular and succesful in the past; and we have arranged them in such a way that any - or all of them 
-can be combined: 

The India Experience 
MARCH 11 TO 30, 1985 

We know Northern India well and again visit Delhi and Agra with the incomparable Taj Mahal; the 
historic palace cities of chilvalric Rajasthan - Jaipur, Jodhpur and Udaipur - where our hotels are 
former palaces of the Maharajas; and two of India's splendid wildlife reserves, including our friend 
Mr. Arjan Singh's Tiger Haven, where we spend three days as guests on his farm, watching and 
photographing animals and birds in their natural surroundings, riding elephants and walking in 
unspoiled countryside. 

The Thai Experience 
MARCH 30 TO APRIL 12, 1985 

A repeat of our highly succesful tour to th is most permissive Asian country, where we visit Bangkok 
with its lovely palaces, temples and canals and enjoy its light-hearted gay nightlife; the island resort 
of Phuket in the Indian Ocean for three lazy, leisurely days of swimming and boat excursions; and the 
intrigueing northern mountain region with the ancient city of Chiang Mai . 

The Japan Experience 
APRIL 13 TO 28, 1985 

Our third tour to this most delectable, orderly and sparklingly clean country again includes bustling 
Tokyo and magnificent Kyoto, the repository of Japan's greatest art and culture , with excursions to 
Nikko and Nara with their temples and shrines. 

For eight days we venture off the tourist route and explore national parks and the Japan Alps, 
traveling by train and motorcoach through mountains and along the shores of lakes to view 
venerable castles of feudal times, staying at inns in quiet towns and villages and for one memorable 
day and night in a 13th Century Zen Monastery. 

The China Experience 
APRIL 26 TO MAY 12, 1985 

As in 1982, our tour includes four days in Peking, where we stay at the luxurious Government Guest 
House, frequented by heads of state, in order to view the Forbidden City and other antiquities of 
China 's capital as well as the Ming Tombs and the Great Wall. 

We then spend four days in the remote Anhui Province where a highlight of the tour is our ascent of 
the majestic Huang Shan Mountain, and visit Nanking, the lovely old city of Soochow and the busy 
metropolis of Shanghai. 

Our other fine travel programs for discerning gentlemen in 1985 include our annual tour to the 
Carnival in Rio on February 13 to 23, with an extension to Brasilia and Mana us on the Amazon River; 
the unique new Journey to the Gods to Turkey in June; the Inca Tour to Peru in July followed by 
another GalapallOS Islands Cruise: a splendid tour to enjoy The Food and Wine of France and our 
history-making tour to Greece and the Holy Mountain in September; and a repeat of our very popular 
tour To Russia with Us and another opportunity to Cruise the Nile with Us in style, both in 
November-December. 

If you let us know in which travel programs you are interested, we will send the detailed brochures to 
you. Please state that you saw this advertisement ,n HONCHO 

HANNS EBENSTEN TRAVEL, INC 
513 FLEMING STRE£T, KEY WEST, FLORIDA 33040, USA 
TELEPHONE (305) 294 8174 
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don't know how he could have 
helped noticing. Three nights a week 
now, for two or three hours at a time, I 
hadn't been able to keep my eyes off 
him. Whether he was showering with 
his back turned and his tight buttocks 
winking at me; or whether he was 
standing in front of his locker, just 
starting to dress or almost undressed, 
with his jock strap bulging down in 
front of him like it was going to bust; 
or even when he was sparring in the 
ring, shirtless, sweat glistening on his 
skin, I stared. 

He must have noticed. I know I must 
have been obvious. Time after time I 
caught myself gazing at him with my 
tongue-drooling stare; I tried to turn 
my head and pretend he didn't exist. I 
tried, time after time. And failed, just 
as often. 

Any fool would have noticed me. 
That was why I was surprised when, 
that Friday night when by chance we 
were the last two to leave, he did not 
hurry to dress and get outside to his 
car, but dawdled around, glancing at 
me occasionally, smiling, I thought, 

--.·=-=---=-

once or twice, more to himself than to 
me. 

He was only half-dressed, barefoot 
with no shirt, only a pair of jeans hug
ging him low under the waist, when he 
swaggered over to my locker. 

I turned to speak, for I had been 
waiting for just such a chance to make 
contact with him. But my sight riveted 
first on his chest-his gloriously tight, 
convex, curving chest. Then my gaze 
moved up to his eyes, which were 
sparkling with electricity, and I couldn't 
speak at all. 

· We stood that way for what seemed 
a long while, our eyes locked onto 
each other's. My heart quickened its 
pace; my body was bathed with hot 
blood and hormones. The bare skin of 
his upper torso seemed to redden with 
the same excitement as my own body. 

He cracked a grin. "Thought maybe 
you'd like to spar some. Nobody else 
here, for a change. No coaches yellin' 
at us, no other guys watchin' us, 
makin' us feel self-conscious. We can, 
like, relax and have a good workout. 
Only if you want to, of course." 
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I tried to understand, but must have 
looked puzzled. 

"You don't know how good you look
ed, guy. Hot and hard, mean and sen
sual as hell." 

I began to understand. He had looked 
hot too, his body pulsating to every
thing I did to it. Putting him down was, 
in a way, like the ultimate seduction. 
The caveman may have done the 
same thinA. I was sure that clubbing 
and dragging away a butch _blond by 
his hair must have been more fun than 
conquering a cavewoman. 

My mind lost track of my thoughts 
now, as his mouth was the cylinder for 
the piston of my cock. He was good, 
putting just enough friction on the 
underside of my dick to bring me 
higher and higher. Just when I thought 
I might be getting close to coming, he 
slipped my cock out of his mouth and 
swallowed my balls, both at once, and 
the whole sac up to the point where 
it dangled from my groin. He sucked 
my balls in his mouth for about a 
minute, then spat them out in a press
ing motion which made me wince at 
the sudden sharp, yet exciting, pain. 

He gazed up at me, a smile on his 
lips but fire in his eyes. "The Greeks 
used to box and wrestle in the nude, 
you know." 

"Yeah. So I've read." 
"So ... let's try it." 
I had never been naked in such an 

open, empty, brightly lighted spot 
before. Even seeing the rows of empty 
chairs circling the ring, I somehow 
could feel scores of eyes watching me. 

He stood facing me: his legs spread 
apart, his arms flexed at his sides, his 
cock semi-erect, his nuts hanging low 
and loose. My cock stiffened. 

He stalked toward me, his balls 
swinging to and fro with every step. I 
tried to side-step his lunge, but he 
caught me around the shoulders and 
spun me halfway around. 

We grappled to see who would, 
when we fell, remain on top. It was dif
ficult, as both of our bodies were slick 
with sweat, and our hands could not 
maintain a hold. Finally he locked his 
arms around my shoulders and neck, 
wrapped his legs about my hips, and, 
heaving his body forward and 
sideways, toppled me to the mat 
beneath him. 

My dick stiffened to its full length as 
I felt his own hard one against the 
small of my back. I was revelling in 
this experience, which was so new to 
me. I liked the smell of fresh sweat 
from our two bodies, the male aroma 
of flesh and hair and sex organs. And 
I was beginning to understand his en
joyment of male animal roughness. 

"Are we playing this one rough, 

too?" I asked with difficulty, my mouth 
pressed against his thick forearm. 

"Any way you want it, buddy." I 
could hear the grin in his voice. 

"Good," I answered, thrusting the 
heel of my palm under his chin, 
pushing his head up and back. He 
broke his grip, and for a moment we 
were both free, scrambling to get to 
our feet and the advantage. 

" I take it you 're tough as well as 
pretty, guy." 

"Yeah. That's right." 
We were squared off again, facing 

each other under the bright overhead 
light. 

"Okay. Just wanted to hear you say 
it. Don't want to hurt you, big boy." 

"Don't worry, pal. I'm beginning to 
enjoy this business myself." 

He reached for me. I met his move, 
and we stood toe to toe, arms straining 
for dominance. My adrenalin was pum
ping, and I could feel my power over
coming his. Suddenly, he wrenched 
his hands loose from mine, leaned for
ward , and dug a fist into my belly. 

It did not hurt me as much as it sur
prised me. Before I could react he had 
put a thigh behind my knee and push
ed. I toppled over onto my back. 

He loomed above me, his grin 
becoming even broader. "I think I'm 
gonna fuck you , man." 

broad mass of his shoulders. 
Again our hands were locked; our 

bodies strained against each other, 
from the. tendons in the ankles to the 
biceps and triceps. This time I broke 
the deadlock by jerking one of my own 
knees upward. It brushed the head of 
his out-thrust cock on its way to his 
solar plexus. He let his breath out 
quickly along with a grunt, but as I 
tried to follow up, he got loose from 
my grasp and slipped behind me. 

I felt a tight grip around my left 
wrist; then it was twisted and yanked 
behind my back. The pressure bent 
my body backwards at the waist. My 
head fell back beside his. 

"You're gonna get fucked , champ," 
he muttered into my ear. ''And you're 
gonna like it." The next moment he 
shoved me across the ring and 
against the ropes. He was behind me, 
his thighs against mine, the head of 
his dick brushing against the hairs on 
my buttocks. 

"You ready for it yet, guy?" His free 
hand knotted into a fist and slammed 
hard against one side of my ass. 

"I'm not that easy, man," I spat out. 
Again the fist hit hard. 
"Keep beatin' it and there won't be 

anything left to fuck, buddy." 
An increased pressure on my arm 

straightened my body up, away from 

We stood naked in the boxing ring. 
Even though the rows of seats were 

empty, I felt as though eyes were 
watching us. He stood facing me: his 
legs spread apart, his arms flexed at 

his sides, his cock semi-erect, his nuts 
hanging low and loose. 

"You'll have to take me first," I said. 
"Make it as hard on yourself as you 

like, guy," he replied , and rose up in a 
hunched position , poised a hard, thick 
knee over my belly, and fell forward. 
My mouth opened; my eyes probably 
rolled back into my head. 

"Yeah. You 're gonna get dick. 
Sooner or later. You 'll get it." Again he 
dropped his knee into me, this time 
using my belly button as a target. 

I writhed and squirmed to break 
free. Desperation must yield strength, 
because, one knee-drop later, I was 
loose, crawling back to my feet. 

We were squared off again, each 
more hesitant than the last time. I was 
struck by the awesomeness of his 
thick, sinewy thighs, by the hard, 

the ropes, then a hard shove sent me 
falling onto them. As I fell he let go of 
my arm, and I was hanging suspend
ed, my belly over the top rope, feet off 
the mat, my rear end in the air. 

I felt the hairs of his upper leg brush 
against my loose-hanging balls, and 
then his knee was positioned just 
beneath my sac. 

"Do you give now, buddy, or do we 
have to do this the hard way?" 

His hands caressed the crack be
tween my cheeks, feeling for the spot. 
I started to squirm, and the warm 
hardness of his knee nudged my nuts 
against my pubic bone. My dick was 
rock hard. 

I was tense as the head of his cock 
found the place and slowly forced its 
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way in, but once the whole mass of 
his rod was inside me, I started to 
relax. As he began pumping me, my 
body became as loose and elastic as 
the ropes I was hanging from. 

I had never gotten it like that before. 
My butt was floating in the air, free to 
be moved at will wherever his hands 
wanted it. He was able to walk into 
me, lunge into me, straddle my thighs 
or push up between them, thrusting 
hard with little effort. If he hadn't done 
it this way before, he was an inspired 
first-timer. Grasping my buttocks in his 
large, strong hands, he was in com
plete control. He played me like a 
musical instrument. For ten long 
minutes he owned my ass. 

When he finally let go, it was like a 
cannon blowing off inside me. The 
ropes swung me forward with every 
muscular thrust he made into me. 

By the time he had exhausted 
himself and slipped back out of me, I 
slid limply to my feet and buckled to 
the mat, lying beside him. 

After several minutes of silence 
broken only by heavy, exhausted 
breathing, I spoke. "I've never done it 
like this before." 

He inhaled deeply. "Few guys have. 
It's good, ain't it?" 

"Yeah." 
"I mean, you can't build a relation

ship on it, but it sure does add some 
spice to life once in a while. Sort of 
like extra-hot chili once a month, or a 
jalapeno pizza." 

"Yeah. You can say that again," I 
added meekly. 'Jalapeno's the word 
for it." 

We lay side by side for a while 
longer until he finally sat up and 
stretched. 

"Wanta do it again some time?" He 
fixed his soft, dark eyes on mine. 

"Sure," I said . "Maybe the other way 
around the next time." 

He mused on that for a moment, 
then added, "Do you think you can 
handle me punching you out?" 

"I think I might enjoy it almost as 
much as you did. But can you handle 
the getting-dicked-on-the-ropes part?" 

"You know I can , bud. You know it." 
We didn't speak again . As I reached 

the locker room, I saw the ring light go 
out in the main room. We both took a 
quick shower, toweled off, and started 
dressing. This is where it had started, 
less than an hour ago, me in my jeans, 
watching him pull his on over his nak
ed loins. As I watched him this time, 
tucking his cock down into his jeans, I 
knew that yes, there would be a 
rematch, and soon.• 
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ate arrives with his tool box in hand-ready, wiWq, ' 
and more than able. 
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If you think his hat is hard, wait 'till you grab ahold 
of his sextool! Or run your hand up those iron 

abdominals. 
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While he's in your basement, you 
might have Mr. Fix-It take a look 

at your plumbing. That spit-shiney 
roto-root could unclog just 

about any drain. 
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And while you're at it you might just 
see if you can help him with his 
plumbing. Turnabout is fair play, and 
Mr. Fix-It likes to play fair. 
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THE TANNING Pil,CM 
Now you can have a handsome 

natural-looking tan without the sun. 
You know how much better you look 

with a tan . . . and you've always 
wanted a healthy looking tan that lasts 
all year round without harmful rays 
from the sun. Friends compliment you 
on how healthy and relaxed you look. 
Men and women are drawn to your ath
letic appearance. Strangers envy you, 
wondering how you have the time and 
money to vacation while everyone else is 
pale. 

But you have to pay a high price to get 
a tan from the sun (or in a ''tanning 
salon"): your skin will age faster, and 
you may increase your chances of get
ting skin cancer! 

Now you can have a perfect tan with
out aging your skin or risking your 
health. Just do what millions of Euro
peans do. Use The Tanning Pill™. They 
take two 30 mg. tablets, twice a day, to 
produce an absolutely safe, deep, golden 
tan. They maintain their tans with two 
tablets daily. 

Startle, Impress Your 
Friends ... 

Use The Tanning Pill for 14 days, and 
your friends will think you just came 
back from the French Riviera! The tan 
you get is golden bronze, the kind you 
sec;_ on top magazine models. 

Since it comes from inside your body, 
your tan will be deep and even all over. 
No one will be able to tell you got your 
tan from The Tanning Pill . And if you 
can keep a secret, no one wjll ever know. 

If You Think You 're 
Too Light-Skinned to Tan . .. 
If you're the type who always "burns" in
stead of tanning, The Tanning Pill is 
probably the answer for you. Since it 
works by actually changing the color of 
your skin, the beautiful golden tan you 
get does not depend on your body's nat
ural reaction to the sun. 

So, if you've always gotten red instead 
of golden bronze, try The Tanning Pill 
. . . at our risk (see the guarantee, 
below). 

Better Than Safe . . . 
It's Actually 

Good For You! . .. 
The active ingredient in The Tanning Pill 
is canthaxanthin. This substance is used 
extensively in the foods you eat and is 
approved by the U.S. Food and Drug 
Administration as a food coloring. It is 
widely used by millions in Europe and 
Canada to get a beautiful tan without 
the sun, and is approved for that pur
pose by the European and Canadian 
equivalents of the U.S. Food and Drug 
Administration. 

But there's more. Read what interna
tionally known life extension specialists 
Durk Pearson and Sandy Shaw say 
about canthaxanthin in their book Life 
Extension (Warner Books, 1982): 

What do you do if you want a suntan but don't 
want UV [Ultra-violet] damage to your skin? 
One solution we've found is to take canthaxan
thin ... Canthaxanthin , taken over a period 
of time, will yield a beauti ful bronze color to 
the skin that looks like a suntan . This ap
proach to a "sun" tan is much safer than the 
use of either the real sun or a UV-A tanning 
booth (Pgs. 97-98) 

And more: 

effect when he used canthaxanthin ... He began 
using about 120 mill igrams of canthaxanthin per 
day [ equivalent to 4 tablets of the Tanning Pill) then 
went to the same dose every olher day. He looks 
as if he has a beautiful golden-bronze sun tan 
(P. 743. More casesonpgs. 756and77I. ) 
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with the results of The Tanning Pill . So 
our guarantee is simple: Order a bottle 
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we11 refund your money in full. We'll 
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• For fastest service, call toll-free 800-334-7800 operator 113, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. 

0 1 Bottle 
(80 Tablets) $27.95 

D 2 Bottles 
(160 Tablets) $52.95 

SAVES2.95 

(Slime no risk guarantee) 
D 3 Bottles-

(240 Tablets) $76.50 
SAVE $7.50 

(Same no risk guarantee) 
Order$ 

S• luTuS -------

Total Remittance$ ____ _ 

(NY residents please add 8 1/40'/o sales tax.) 

Name 

Address 

City / State / Zip 

_ Check _ Money Order _ Mastercard 

_ Visa _ AMEX _ C.O.D. ($5 deposit required) 

Credit card number ___ _ ________ _ 

Expiration date ______ _ 

LONG LIFE PRODUCTS 
1441 BROADWAY DEPI'. 0-2 

We ship with in 24 hours of your order. NEW YORK, NY 10018 ~----------------------------J 
CALL 10LL-FREE 24 HOURS A DAY 800-344-7800 operator 113 



MUSCLE BOUND 
Continued from page 20 

In a moment he closed his eyes and 
licked his lips; he anticipated the 
surge of power. He was going to come. 
"I'm gonna shoot this hot load up you. 
Ohhhh, take it, yeah! " 

He lay on top of Terry for a few 
minutes, then pulled out his cock and 
went into the bathroom. Terry didn't 
know what to do or how to act. Jeff 
locked the door and took a quick 
shower, put on his short pants and t
shirt, grabbed his bag, and opened 
the front door. Terry was sitting in his 
living room smoking a cigarette, still 
aching from the rape/fuck. "See you 
around, kid," Jeff said, winking . "I 
won't say anything to the guys at the 
gym if you won't." He slammed the 
door. 

Terry grabbed his hard cock and 
started jacking it. He· thought of Jeff's 
powerful body, his thick cock as it 
fucked face and ass. Terry had had 
rape fantasies before, but they had 
never come true. But this was for 
real-a real rape from a real man. 
Nothing fake about this, he thought, as 
he lay back on the couch and jerked 
off. Suddenly four or five gobs of white 
cum shot from his cock onto his legs 
and hand, and onto the couch. "I want 
to get raped again," he thought as the 
cum oozed from his dick. 

He hopped in the shower, wiped the 
cum from his legs, showered and 
dressed. Fuck it, he thought, time for 
another trick. 

He pulled on his yellow tank top, a 
pair of jeans, and his tennis shoes. He 
grabbed a few joints, and headed out 
the door. Quickly hopping in his pick
up, he decided to cruise along high
way 1 for a while. It was a warm sum
mer evening . 

Fifteen minutes later, he noticed a 
hitchhiker who, from a distance, looked 
damned good. Terry slowed down and 
pulled over. "Shit," he thought, "what 
a hunk." The hitchhiker leaned in the 
car. 

"Where ya headed?" Terry asked. 
•~ust goin' to Malibu," he answered 

with a smile. 
"Hop in." 
"You got a great tan, you must have 

gotten a head start on it," Terry said 
as they drove along the coast. "Yeah, I 
spent some time in Florida. Anyway, 
all this sunshine makes me horny." 

Terry looked at him and smiled. The 
hitchhiker reached over and groped 
Terry's crotch. "Let's go back to my 

pad," Terry suggested . In ten minutes 
they were at Terry's, pulling off their 
clothes and hopping into bed . 

His name was Scott, he was 25, and 
he was spending the summer hitching 
around California before returning to 
work in the fall. Scott knew how to 
kiss. They licked each other's teeth, 
tongue and mouth. Then Terry went 
down on him, licking his cock and 
sucking his balls. Scott's tight ass 
looked good. It was clean and salty; 
Terry sucked it out good. 

Scott moaned in pleasure, then 
turned around, grabbed Terry by the 
hips and sucked his cock. Terry closed 
his eyes and rubbed Scott's head and 
shoulders, enjoying the expert service 
he was getting. Scott began sucking 
frantically, and it drove Terry to 
ecstasy. He shot off in Scott's mouth, 
sending gobs of thick cum down his 
throat. 

"Eat out my ass, that felt good," 
Scott ordered. Terry was ready for 
more. He licked Scott's ass, sucked 
and kissed it until Scott told him to 
replace his tongue with his cock. 

No arguments. Terry reached over 
the headboard for the KY, and greased 
his cock and Scott's asshole. He slid 
his dick in and they immediately 
developed a perfect fuck rhythm. 

They continued fucking and kissing 
until they were both ready to come. 
Terry relaxed when his sperm shot out 
of his cock and into Scott's asshole. 
"Ohhh, yeah , I'm coming; it feels 
great, ohhhh, yeah , it's shootin' out," 
Terry moaned. 

Terry had now come twice, and it 
was time to get his partner off. Scott 
sat on Terry's face with his cock stick
ing out and Terry sucked it for a while. 
"Oh, I'm so hot, I've got to shoot." 

Scott clenched his fists as his cream 
shot into Terry's mouth. Gobs and 
gobs of warm, thick juice filled Terry's 
mouth. He tasted it in his mouth, then 
slowly and sensuously swallowed the 
thick load, enjoying every drop of it. 

They got dressed and headed out. 
Scott wanted to be dropped off at a 
friend's place in Santa Monica; Terry 
was tired and sexually fulfilled . He was 
going home. 

He dropped Scott off, gave him a 
good-bye kiss, then headed back to 
his apartment. On the way, he passed 
the gym and glanced over. He saw a 
stud with bulging arms in a tank top, a 
nice smile on his good-looking face; 
he was sticking out his thumb for a 
ride. Terry could hardly believe it. He 
had seen the guy in the gym before 
and wanted to meet him, but had 
never had the chance. 

Like a reflex action, Terry made a U
turn, pulled over and stopped. How 
could I possibly be horny after all 
this?, he thought to himself. He 
opened the window and the stud 
peeked in. " Headed down the street," 
he said and hopped in . When he got 
in, he looked strangely familiar but 
Terry couldn't place him. 

"You look familiar, I've seen you 
working out at the gym," he said to 
Terry. "Today, you were working out. 
You left at the same time my brother 
did," he explained. " He's well known 
here, his name is Jeff." 

It never stops, he thought as he 
drove off into the night with his new 
fuck buddy.• 
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The sex-noise from the cops startled 
two men on the other side of the fence 
who were at that moment engaged in 
their own dickplay. Mel and Larry, two 
hardhats, had come to a vacant lot to 

eat lunch-and each other's dicks. 

By Mario Mangiacazzo • Art by Tom of Finland 

"Car 69, where are you?" 
Officer Joe Howard picked up the 

transmitter to answer the call from the 
station. 

"Patrolman Howard, here. Approach
ing Center and Vine. Over." 

"Okay, Howard, you and Perelli, get 
your sexy butts over to 341 Hudson. 
Some kinda domestic brawl in apart
ment 3-A. Neighbors are complaining 
about the ruckus. Be careful-sounds 
like it might be pretty messy. Over." 

"Hets or homos?" 
"Get real, Howard. When was the 

last time we sent you guys on a het 
case?" 

"Oh, about 1918." 
"Dig it. So hightail it over there and 

cool things out. Over." 
"Gotcha. Over." 
"Oh, one thing else, Howard." 
"What's that, Sarge?" 
"Try to keep your peckers in your 

pants, okay? Over." 
"We'll try, Sarge. But you know how 

hard that can be. Over and out." 
Howard glanced over at his partner 

Officer Sal Perelli, and rolled his eyes. 
Perelli laughed. He reached under his 

hat to scratch his damp black curls. 
"Sounds like a piece of cake," Perel

li drawled. "Shit, better a lover's quar
rel than something heavy, on a day 
like this." 

"You said it, buddy," Joe agreed. 
"Too damn hot for major crime." 

"Let's hope the criminals feel that 
way, too," laughed Sal. 

Both men would've liked to knock off 
for a while, park the cruiser in some 
inconspicuous spot and quaff a few 
beers, like a lot of other cops they 
could name. But being two out of a 
handful of out-of-the-closet cops on the 
metropolitan force, they had to be 
careful. They knew there were more 
than a few of their fellow officers who 
would love to see them fuck up. Joe 
and Sal had no intention of giving 
them that satisfaction, and their record 
was impeccable; no fuck-ups, no arbi
trary arrests, no citizen complaints. 
They'd been on the force nearly a 
year, having joined up when the 
sheriff's office began a recruiting drive 
in several of the city's gay bars-the 
butch ones, of course. The two men 
were regular fuck-buddies and best 

friends, and when they signed up, they 
asked to be partners. To their surprise, 
the department agreed. Their request 
to be assigned to the "gay ghetto" 
was also approved by their superiors. 
Joe and Sal figured that if anyone had 
to police homos, it might as well be 
other homos. 

As Joe pulled the cruiser up in front 
of the Hudson Street address, Sal got 
out his arrest book and noted the time 
of his and Joe's arrival. They then 
hopped out of the car and bounded up 
the sidewalk to the six-story apartment 
building. Both. men were strapping six
footers; their smartly-tailored shirts 
molded their broad-shouldered, mus
cular torsos while their tight jodhpurs 
outlined their trim asses and big bas
kets. For those into uniforms and domi
nation fantasies, these two cops were 
walking wet dreams. 

Joe's adrenalin began to course 
through his powerful frame, as it 
always did whenever there was the 
prospect of danger. He looked at Sal, 
who, except for a slight narrowing of 
his dark eyes, betrayed no signs of ap
prehension. Sal's lips moved almost 
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imperceptibly as he softly intoned the 
chant he'd learned at the downtown 
Buddhist center. Until he took up 
chanting, Sal used to be an anxious 
guy, with a hair-trigger temper. He 
didn't quite know why the chant 
worked_!'! don't even know what the 
fuck I'm saying'!._all he knew was that 
it did. (Sal's new-found equanimity 
worried his mother. "Is my boy sick?" 
Mama Perelli fretted upon observing 
the change in her formerly hot
tempered son.) 

The men entered the building, 
glanced around the lobby, and then 
strode down the hallway to the stair
way. When they reached the stairs, a 
sharp, querulous voice cried, "Hey, 
you guys!" Joe spun around in the 
direction of the voice, his hand hover
ing over his holstered pistol. Then he 
relaxed, embarrassed by his own skit
tishness. A tiny, dessicated old woman 
stood in the doorway of her apartment, 
peering out at the cops through squin
ty eyes. 

"Officers," she said, "tell those fuck
ing faggots to keep it down, dammit! I 
don't give a shit if they pour hot oil on 
each other and hang upside down 
from the ceiling, but I need some god
damn peace and quiet!" 

"Yes, ma'am," Joe mildly answered, 
tipping his hat to her. She snarled and 
retreated back into her apartment, 
slamming the door. Sal chuckled. 
"What a mouth on the old douche
bag," he muttered. They both turned 
and headed back to the stairs. As they 
climbed, they listened for the ruckus 
they were supposed to quell. But when 
they stepped off at the third floor lan
ding, they heard nothing untoward. 
Just typical apartment noise: squalling 
kids, loud radios and televisions, the 
inchoate roar and whirr of household 
appliances. 

"I guess things've settled down," 
Joe remarked. 

"Yeah," Sal nodded. "or else they 
killed each other." 

They approached 3-A and listened 
through the door. Joe knocked three 
times, hard and loud. "Open up, it's 
the police," he barked. Silence. Then, 
from within the apartment, a startled 
voice called out, "Just a second!" Joe 
tapped his foot impatiently while he 
waited; Sal began chanting, sotto 
voce. Suddenly the door opened. 
Behind it stood a short, balding man 
with a moustache and nervous brown 
eyes. He was wearing only a pair of 
jeans. His pees were impressive. They 
also bore black-and-blue marks and 
scratches. Some heavy tit torture, Sal 
thought. 

"Y-yes?" the man timorously said. 

"We got a complaint about some 
kinda brawl going on here," Joe 
began. "Is everything all right?" 

"Brawl? Oh no, there was no brawl," 
the man demurred. "We were having a 
little, uh, disagreement, that's all." He 
gave his moustache an agitated tug. 
Then he looked up and took a long 
look at the two police officers standing 
before him. The fear left his eyes, 
replaced by something else. 

"Everything's fine," he brightly said. 
"C'mon in and see for yourselves!" 

The two cops followed the short 
man into the apartment. Their eyes 
widened when they saw signs of what 
must have been a spirited altercation: 
overturned houseplants, scattered 
record albums (Sal spotted a Turandot, 
several Donna Summers, and Judy 
Garland at Carnegie Hall), assorted 
items of clothing, and several busted 
dishes. 

"Don't mind the mess, officers," the 
man chirped. "World War Ill's all 
over-I just haven't cleaned up the 
fallout yet." He laughed loudly at his 
little joke; Sal and Joe exchanged 
bemused glances. They followed the 
man to the master bedroom. There, 
sprawled across the plush, queen-size 
bed, was a bearded, very muscular, 
and naked black man. His formidable 
erection lay flat against his furry belly. 
He was gazing absentmindedly at the 
ceiling while he fondled his dick. 
When he became aware of the cops' 
presence, he gave a little start and 
released his hard-on. Sal's swarthy 
face broke into a wide grin. 

"See?" the small, shirtless man 
said. "He's fine, no damage at all. I'm 
the one with the battle scars." 

"And you love it," retorted the black 
man, who had pulled the sheets up to 
his crotch. His poise recovered, he 
turned to Joe and Sal. "Anything we 
can do for you, officers?" He winked 
lewdly at Sal, whose grin grew wider. 

"Uh, we had a report about some 
kinda brawl going on here," Joe said, 
suddenly cotton-mouthed. 

"Really?" the man said innocently. 
"Well, we did have a little set-to, but 
everything's fine now. Sorry you had to 
come here for nothing." His next move 
belied the "nothing;" he lowered the 
sheets to his knees, took his long 
dong in hand, and resumed stroking it. 

"Well, maybe it wasn't for nothing," 
Sal said, moving closer to the bed. 
Joe grabbed him by the arm. "Hey 
Sal," he objected, "We're on duty, 
remember?" Sal hesitated a moment. 
He thought of all the straight cops 
banging hookers in their patrol cars or 
in cheap hotel rooms-during working 
hours-and he started to get angry. He 
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caught himself, and instead mumbled 
an abbreviated version of his chant. 
The naked man on the bed looked 
puzzled. Sal took a deep breath, and 
walked away from the bed. The naked 
man's expression went from gleeful an
ticipation to dejection. 

"Maybe some time when you're off 
duty?" he hopefully suggested . 

"Yeah, maybe," replied Joe, and he 
led his partner by his arm back toward 
the door. " Keep the noise down guys, 
okay? We don't much care what you 
do, but you freaked out the old lady in 
1-C." 

"That old dyke?" the black man yell
ed as the cops exited the apartment. 
"Y'oughta hear the racket when she 
gets all her goddamn vibrators goin'!" 

Joe and Sal trotted down the stairs 
and out the building. They got into the 
cruiser, and Joe started the motor. Sal 
fidgeted . He unbuttoned the top two 
buttons of his shirt, and wiped beads 
of sweat from his forehead. 

"Aren't ya gonna make a report?" 
"Shit, Joe," Sal complained, " not 

right now." He tugged at his crotch, 
and squirmed in his seat. Joe looked 
at Sal's crotch. 

"Goddamn!" Joe exclaimed. "That 
really got to you, didn't it?" 

"Yeah," Sal whimpered. •~esus, I'm 
so fuckin' hard it hurts!" 

but Sal could tell that he was weaken
ing. He knew how to deliver the coup 
de grace to his wavering partner. 

"See, Joe," Sal pleaded, grabbing 
his swollen crotch. " Look how bad I 
need it." 

Joe looked. The circle of wetness 
soaking Sal 's crotch was growing 
larger by the second. Sal winced as 
he squeezed his damp, swollen 
basket. Joe's eyes widened. "This 
goes against my better judgment ... " 

"Never mind that," Sal rasped. 
" Let's get outta here, man, before I 
pop in my pants." 

Joe threw the engine into gear and 
gunned the accelerator. He switched 
on the siren and drove off. The other 
cars didn't get out of the cruiser's way 
fast enough to satisfy Sal. "Outta the 
way, assholes," he moaned weakly. 
"Sick cop needs an emergency blow
job." 

Within five minutes they arrived at 
the waterfront. Joe headed for the 
most dilapidated section , away from 
the construction taking place at the 
eastern end. He turned off the siren 
and pulled the car into an alley behind 
an old, long-abandoned foundry. Joe 
scanned the scene. Satisfied that he 
and Sal were indeed alone, and safe 
from any intrusion, he turned off the 
engine and got out of the car. Sal 

"Outta the way, assholes," he moaned 
weakly. "Sick cop needs an 

emergency blow-job." 

"I feel sorry for ya, ol ' buddy," Joe 
snickered . "I guess you'll just have to 
chant it away." 

"C'mon, Joe, don't make fun . I gotta 
get my rocks off, I swear. If I don't I'll 
be good for nothin' today." 

"Okay. We'll go put some gas in the 
car, and you can beat off in the men's 
room." 

"That ain't gonna do it, Joe. I gotta 
have some real action . I need your 
mouth, man." 

"And I'm gonna tell you what I said 
back in that apartment. We're on duty. 
Capisce?" 

"Don't be such a tightass. Just a 
quick suck-off, huh Joe? Please? 
Who's to know? We can find us a nice 
deserted alleyway somewhere, get 
down, and one, two, three, I shoot my 
load. Simple as that. C'mon, man, 
don't hang me up like this." 

Joe drummed his fingers on the 
steering wheel. He looked annoyed, 
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hobbled out,-bent over and clutching 
his crotch . Joe sighted the perfect spot 
for sex: a space behind the foundry 
where the building formed a right 
angle with a high, wooden fence. He 
headed toward it, rubbing his now
engorged dick. Sal leaned against the 
brick wall , unzipped his pants and 
hauled out his pained meat. Its color 
was deep crimson ; the pee-slit was 
wide-open and drooling. Sal reached 
into his pants and gently extricated his 
big, plum-like balls. Hanging tensely in 
their pendulous sac, they ached hor
ribly, like they did back when he was a 
sex-starved adolescent. Joe took off 
his hat and fell to his knees in front of 
his needy partner. He pressed his face 
against Sal's crotch , letting his buddy's 
dick lie across the bridge of his nose. 
The dickjuice bubbled up and flowed 
down the kneeling cop's cheeks. 

•~esus, you do need it bad ," Joe 
marveled. 

"Oh God, yeah," moaned Sal. 
"C'mon, buddy, suck me good." 

Joe opened wide, stuck out his 
tongue, and curled it around the fat, 
bulbous head of Sal's dick. As soon as 
tongue met meat, more pre-cum oozed 
out. Joe lapped it up as quickly as it 
flowed . Then he made a tight ring with 
his lips and took the entire head into 
his mouth. He whipped his tongue into 
action, using it to tickle the sensitive 
underside of the cock-knob. Sal 
moan.ed and his knees buckled. Joe 
opened wider, bent forward, and took 
in all of Sal's dickmeat. As he sucked, 
he unzipped his pants and pulled out 
his fat rod and began stroking it. 

"That's it," Sal breathlessly en
couraged. "Do it, Joe, beat your meat. 
Beat the hell outta that fat hog of 
yours. Let's both come, man. I wanna 
see you come, too." 

Joe's big hand flew up and down his 
rod. The wild sensations his strokes 
evoked spurred his cocksucking; he 
wanted Sal's dick to feel as good as 
his did. Taking a deep breath , he 
pushed forward until his face was 
against Sal 's pubic hair. He took 
another, even deeper breath, and his 
buddy's big dick slid down his gullet. 
He worked the dick with his throat 
muscles; Sal cried out from the almost 
unbearable pleasure. 

The sex-noise startled the two men 
on the other side of the wood fence 
who were at that moment engaged in 
their own dickplay. Mel and Larry, two 
hardhats who were working on the 
new waterfront development, had 
come to the lot behind the foundry to 
eat lunch and each other's dicks. 
Larry, a rangy, slim-hipped six-footer, 
lay back against the fence, his grimy 
tanktop pushed up to his pees and his 
jeans down around his ankles. Mel, 
somewhat shorter and more chunkily 
built, was sucking •his buddy's dick. 
His head rested on Larry's raised 
thigh; as he sucked, he whipped his 
own hard-on. 

"Did you hear that?" Mel whispered. 
Larry, who was close to coming, 
gasped, "Ignore it! Get back on my 
dick!" 

But Mel's curiosity was piqued, and 
he released Larry's bloated tool. 

"I'm gonna take a look," he said. 
"Oh, God," Larry moaned in 

frustration. 
Mel scrambled to his feet , his dick 

poking out of his dirty jeans. When he 
saw what was happening on the other 
side of the fence, his jaw dropped. He 
squatted back down alongside Larry. 

"You won't fucking believe this," he 
whispered fiercely, "but there's two 
Continued to page 60 



BlliliER THAN l/lE 

THERE'S NO SHORTAGE OF HOT MEN IN NEW YORK, BUT SOMETIMES A GUY COMES 
ALONG WHO MAKES EVEN THE BEST OF THEM LOOK MEDIOCRE. 

SUCH A MAN IS LORENZO DE PALMA. WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU 
ENCOUNTERED A STUD LIKE HIM? 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED BY USHER 
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BlliliER THAN lllE 

YOU SAW HIM ON THE STREET ONE DAY, BIGGER THAN LIFE. YOU RUBBED YOUR 
EYES TO MAKE SURE HE WASN'T A MIRAGE. THEN YOU FOLLOWED HIM EVERYWHERE 

HE WENT: THROUGH CITY STREETS, TO THE GYM, AND ON THE SUBWAY. 
YOU EVEN FOLLOWED HIM HOME. 





BlliliER THAil llfE 

DID YOU THINK THIS COCK-OF-THE-WALK WOULDN'T NOTICE YOUR INTEREST? 
NO MAN THIS DELICIOUS IS EVER UNAWARE OF THE HUNGRY STARES HE ATTRACTS. 

LORENZO GIVES YOU A LOOK THAT'S PART INTIMIDATION, PART COME-ON. 
BUT THERE'S NOTHING AMBIGUOUS ABOUT HIS BODY LANGUAGE. 





BlliliER THAN llfl 
YES, LORENZO HAS ONE ELOQUENT BODY, ALL RIGHT. SMOOTH 

OLIVE SKIN STRETCHED OVER MASSIVE MUSCULATURE SAYS, 
"MANG/A!" AND WHY NOT? THIS HUGE AND HANDSOME HUNK 

IS READY TO BE SAVORED. 





Who was the owner of this great dick, 
of that wonderful hard body? 

The owner, whoever he was, grabbed 
my cock with his fist as he fucked 

my asshole. He began jacking me off 
with powerful strokes, just the way I 

do it myself. 
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~1:; f night. Another s~uad car slammed to 

,.~ · a halt near the first one, effectively 
J!!l'Ar}:, blocking the alley's only opening. The /!:~', ·· officer on foot stepped in my direction , 

.W and I slipped back into the shadowy 
".~'. · recesses of the alley. 

I had something in my pocket to get 
rid of. 

Stumbling over a stack of trash-filled 
cardboard boxes, I bumped against a 
large, black dumpster. No, they'd be 
sure to check in there. I hurried further 
back ; as the darkness blotted out 
every speck of light , the clutter of 
trash ended . 

I was at the end of the alley and the 
cops were after me and here was the 
stuff still in my pocket and . . . 

And here was an opening! I felt it , a 
low ventilation shaft or something in 
one of the side buildings. I scrambled 
inside, pulling the screen shut behind 
me. I felt my way along a kind of hall. 
Utter darkness. After a couple of turns 
and a set of stairs, the hall ended at a 
door. It was locked. I would have to 
wait it out here. Maybe they'd find me, 
maybe not. 

Back at the bar, a terrific trick would 
be wondering just about now where the 
hell Donald had run off to (and prob
ably with whom}. Well, I had the pot 
(unfortunately over an ounce} and a lit
tle coke. No big beans-but getting 
'em didn't quite go according to plan . 
It seemed one certain Donald was 
about to get the short end of every
thing on this lovely night. 1, . . . 

I started . Blinked . Darkness And I 
knew. 

I wasn't alone in here. 
Had minutes gone by? An hour? I 

was certain I'd lost the cops. But dark 
alleys attract many different sorts. How 
naive I had been to assume the place 

~ was deserted in the first place. 
Again , something brushed past my 

~- stomach . I froze. I heard a noise. A 
~ zipper. Not mine. What the ... ? 
½, 411 ~hand' rested on my thigh . II was a 
• strong hand, and it remained there. My 

heart thudded. , 
, There was breathing , then the hands 
began to move, slowly, slowly, down 
my leg , then upward, touching the 
flatness of my stomach, and.Jurther 
upward to my pees. Then it started 
down again . 

I was shaking . My cock interpreted 
what was going on and sprang to life. I 
fell it grow incredibly fast down my 
pants leg. The hand was on my stom
ach again , and now my heart was 
thundering in my ears. I leaned 

Contmued to page 57 



HE LIES ON THAT BIG BED OF HIS, AND 
HAULS OUT HIS BIG SLAB OF DICK. HIS 

ENTIRE BODY BURNS WITH NEED. AS HE 
PUMPS HIMSELF, AN OLD SONG 

ACCOMPANIES HIS FEVERED FANTASIES: 
"DREAM LOVER, WHERE ARE YOU?" 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
KRISTEN BJORN 
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HE ROLLS OVER AND THRUSTS AGAINST 
THE BED, FANTASIZING ABOUT A WARM, 

YIELDING ASS OR A GREEDY MOUTH. 
HE EVEN GAZES OUT HIS WINDOW, 
HOPING THAT MAYBE, JUST MAYBE, 

HE'LL STROLL BY. YOU SEE, HE WANTS A 
DREAM LOVER, SO HE WON'T HAVE TO 

DREAM LOVER 

CREAM ALONE. ....,...,__....._;. ______________ .:....c.._~-'--=_....,.""'""-,_ 
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Continued from page 51 

against the wall, incredulous. If I 
shook any harder I'd start to rattle. 

Very close. I could sense him in the 
darkness, .actually feel the heat of 
him. What's more, there was the smell 
of him. Nothing strong or obvious, just 
the odor of masculine sweat, of hair 
and clean breath and excitement, all 
mixed with a day-old splash of after
shave into a personalized , arousing 
scent. It drew me. Slowly, I reached 
out to touch him. I felt the cloth of a 
jacket, but my hand was pushed away, 
not roughly but quite firmly. What 
should I do, then? What was in store 
for me? 

The hand stopped just short of my 
pulsing dick-which was good, be
cause just one touch would have had 
me shooting my load down my leg. I 
heard him take a step backward. Lean
ing back against the wall in the dark
ness, I breathed quick, shallow 
breaths, unable to move. 

Then I heard the sound of another 
zipper (his jacket?), of a belt unbuck
ling, the shuffling of clothing. I felt 
such anticipation that I did begin to 
rattle. My teeth chattered as I thought 
of him there, as I imagined him pre
paring to .. . oh, god. 

Reflexively, my hand raced to my fly 
and zipped it open. My cock was 
tough to get out. But I got it out. All at 
once I felt the mounting pressure in 
my big hard-on, my balls, my prostate 
and asshole. There was nothing I 
could do, really, except hope to live 
through it. 

Fast, I know, but it happens! 
Not even touching my cock, I felt my 

entire body contract as my dick ex
ploded. I imagined my slick cockhead 
shooting it forth, like some hunk of ar
tillery. Each gush was so intense it ac
tually made a loud squeesh! sound, 
and there must have been seven or 
eight squeeshes altogether. 

At point blank range my cock fired 
salvos of cum at him; couldn't have 
missed, and didn't. I heard the hot jizz 
splash against him. Yet so intense was 
my involvement that even after coming 
I lost almost none of my hardness. 

He stepped toward me. 
Somehow he was hotter now than 

before, his scent even stronger. His 
nearness impinged upon me. Two Her
culean hands grasped my shoulders 
and pushed me down toward the ce
ment floor. I knelt there, feeling the 
seductive warmth come closer and the 
familiar scent grow more intense. 

Then my face brushed against the 
inside of a muscular, hairy thigh . I 
tasted a glorious mixture of his hot 
sweat and my own fresh cum. I moved 

tentatively inward. My mouth and nose 
encountered an enormous set of balls. 
They hung there seething, while the 
skin that held them rolled restlessly 
this way and that. I ran my tongue be
tween them and the athletic leg. For 
the first time the man gave out a 
sound: a deep sigh . His hands re
mained clamped on my shoulders. 

I was teasing him-and myself as 
well. It was time, I knew it, but I could 
barely find the strength to continue. I 
did, though. With my nose I felt the 
first hint of hardness as I moved up
ward and slightly to the right. 

Something grazed my left ear. I 
reached around with both hands, 
grasping his bare, firm ass cheeks. 
There was no attempt to throw my 
hands away. Then I ·turned inward and 
kissed the base of a hulking, giant 
dick shaft. Shit , there was no doubt he 
was bigger than I was. How much big
ger I was just about to find out. 

Slowly I ran my nostrils and upper 
lip along the smooth cock skin. Just 
underneath was granite hardness. 
Veins pulsed. The giant dick loomed 
there next to me, bouncing slightly. 
When I pushed against it, it waved in 
the air. At last I came to the base of 
the swollen head, where the foreskin 
had pulled almost all the way back. 

-your average quick ericoi.Jnter after 
the bars was a dull story in com
parison. 

Again he shuddered, moving more 
quickly, and his dick got still harder. I 
felt for his hot, damp asshole with my 
forefinger and thrust it deep inside. 

Very quickly his butthole began to 
contract around my finger as he fired 
the hottest, sweetest, most abundant 
load of cum into my mouth that I'd 
ever had. He held his cock deep in my 
mouth, shooting again and again , 
spraying the back of my throat. Slick 
cum dribbled out of my mouth; I near
ly choked on his dick as I tried to 
swallow every drop of his load. 

When it was over-did it have to 
end?-he remained still, his rod 
shrinking to about half size while still 
in my mouth. 

Suddenly I felt encroaching depres
sion, as if I were coming down off 
some weird drug. He started to pull 
back, but I held him so that .his slip
pery, slightly soft dick stayed in my 
mouth. I wondered how he'd react
now that he'd shot his load, gotten 
what he was after. 

He began to pull out more firmly. My 
own dick was super hard; I couldn't let 
him go, not yet. 

With all my strength I spun him 

Dark alleys attract many different sorts, 
but how was I to know that the 

dangerous cop who was chasing me 
would follow me to the end 

of the darkness-and to the end of 
my fantasies? 

Lubrication dripped from the hole at 
the tip. 

Abruptly his hands moved from my 
shoulders to the sides of my head, 
and he plunged his dick into my 
mouth. I opened as wide as I could , 
taking in perhaps two-thirds of it. He 
jerked back and forth, plowing in and 
pulling out with his formidable cock. I 
ran my hands up and down the backs 
of his legs to where his pants still 
hugged his ankles; then back up 
again to the cleft of his buttocks, 
where hair and crack ran together at a 
tight asshole. 

Was I unlucky? Was this night a 
loser? The darkness, the mystery, that 
incredible build-up of anticipation, this 
unknown dick slamming into my mouth 

around, spread his ass cheeks, and 
went in for the dive. He tried to pull 
away but I held him by the legs. I 
rammed my tongue into his butthole, 
going all along the crack of his ass 
and slobbering over his giant balls. 

Let him pull away. Let him try. 
I continued to rim his asshole with 

my tongue, and I felt him gather his 
strength for the breakaway. He leaned 
forward, tensing up-

-And didn't move an inch. In fact, 
he reached around with his own hands 
and spread his cheeks even wider for 
me! 

There in that forgotten hall we went 
at it, total strangers, total darkness. 
When I reached for his dick I found it 
as hard as before, hanging there the 
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size of a pipe wrench. Once again he 
took the initiative by turning around 
and pulling me against his chest. He 
was moderately hairy, and his hair was 
now slick with sweat and cum. Just 
once our mouths met. His tongue was 
hot and sensuous, his day-old growth 
of beard rough and enticing. 

I knew what I had to have. 
In a hurry I unbuckled my belt and 

slid down my pants. I knelt and grab
bed his cock once more. His own lub
rication would have been enough, it 
ran so freely, but I gave him a good 
sucking just the same to coat his dick 
with a slippery layer of spit. I turned 
around and braced myself against the 
wall. 

He didn't require a lot of coaxing. I 
thrust my ass-that ultimate peace 
offering-out at him and immediately 
felt the probing of his fingers, followed 
by the tip of his cock. It was so big, 
but I had to have it ; I had to. 

He pushed slowly into me. I ges
tured for my silent partner of the dark
ness to stop. The girth of it! When he 
flexed his dick muscles I winced in 
pain. But he was patient, and as the 
muscles relaxed he slid into me 
another inch, and then another. The last 
three inches he pushed into me in one 
long, slow, magnificent motion. 

With his chin braced over my shoul
der, he began to pump me. Still he 
hadn't said a word, nor had I. His mo
tions became more and more pleasur
able as I squeezed and throttled his 
cock with all my strength as it slid in 
and out, harder and harder. Soon he 
was pounding into me. Who was the 
owner of this great dick, of that 
wonderful, muscular body? 

The owner, whoever he was, grab
bed my cock with his fist as he fucked 
my asshole. He began jacking me off · 
with powerful strokes. And he jacked 
me just right, just the way I liked to do 
it myself, which I'd found to be rare 
among sex partners. 

He let me have it. With a couple of 
savage strokes, he shoved himself all 
the way into me. I felt his cock con
tract, felt the cum shoot into me set
ting my prostate on fire. Seconds later 
I shot my wad as well. It splashed 
against the wall in half a dozen 
squirts. I felt my asshole contracting 
around his dick, felt his chest against 
my back, felt his chin nudging firmly 
down on my shoulder. Drained of 
energy, I slipped forward, sweat drip
ping from my face. His cock slid out of 
me, but that was all right. I struggled 
to pull myself back together. 

I stood up with some difficulty, wav-

ering a little, then pulled up my pants 
and buckled my belt. I groped for 
words: "Come here often?" I asked. 
The stupidity of that queston made me 
laugh. "Me neither," I said, laughing 
some more. 

Utter black stillness. 
I reached forward, my hand passing 

through the air. "Hey," I said. "Hey!" 
but no one replied, and I knew I was 
alone. 

Outside, night was passing into 
dawn . The alley was like a thousand 
others, strewn with trash, oil stains, 
broken glass. There, near the opening 
into the street, lay a wino, dozing 
away-and a revolting possibility oc
curred to me. In a way it was his turf, 
after all, I was trespassing on . 
"Hey you-hold it!" My spirits withered 
another five notches as an officer sud
denly appeared as if from nowhere. 
His gun was drawn. "Hands up on the 
wall. Yeah, spread 'em." 

He began to-frisk me. Idiotically, I 
still had my little packet of stash right 
there in my pocket. Glancing back, I 
was able to verify he wa~ indeed the 
handsome cop type from last 
night. Swell. The squad cars had left. 
He, obviously, had not. 

His hand ran over the bulge of 
plastic in my pocket and paused there 
briefly. Next he made a quick inspec
tion of my crotch-which made sense; 
I could have had a gun there. I guess
ed he was reaching for his handcuffs. 

He leaned very close. 
"It's jerks like you ... " he began 

roughly. 
Something startled me. 
" . .. who can't stay out of dark, 

dangerous alleys .. . " 
A scent. 
" .. . make my job damn near impos

sible!" 
A mixture of sweat, aftershave, man

liness. A subtle mixture, yet as indivi
dual and distinctive as a person's 
fingerprints. 

I turned around. "Never know what 
you'll find in there," he said. He 
smiled, warmly. His dark eyes looked 
into mine. The realization made me 
feel almost light-headed. 

I couldn't speak. 
"My car's a few blocks back. I could 

give you a lift . . . " he offered, placing 
a hand on my shoulder. I looked back 
into that ugly, cold alley-more a gash 
between two buildings than anything 
else-and, silently, offered him a very 
honest thank you. 

I turned back. "What's your name, 
officer?" I whispered. • 
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OPEN UP, IT'S 
THE LAW 
Continued from page 42 

fuckin' cops over there gettin' it on!" 
Larry got up awkwardly and peered 

over the fence. "Ohmigod," he 
gasped. Sal had unbuttoned his shirt, 
and he was stroking and tugging his 
nipples while Joe sucked him. He kept 
his patrolman's cap on , and rivulets of 
sweat ran down the sides of his hand
some face from his wet temples. Joe 
had taken his pants down, and as he 
bent forward to suck, his hard 
asscheeks parted and exposed his 
clean, moist hole. 

Larry raised his leg up on the thick 
horizontal beam running along the 
fence, and hoisted himself up and over 
the fence, landing on the other side. 
Mel followed him. Joe and Sal broke 
apart in a second, pulling up their 
pants. 

"Hey, can we join the party?" Mel 
asked breathlessly. 

The stunned cops stared at the two 
hardhats. The tall one's pants were un
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done; as he moved toward Joe and 
Sal, they dropped from his hips, ex
posing his big, semi-stiff dick. The 
smaller guy had his big-headed 
schlong hanging out of his fly, and he 
was drippng dickjuice on the ground. 
A moment of tense silence as the four 
men squared off, then they relaxed . 
Mel began to laugh, and the others 
joined him. 

"Hey," he cried, "we're horny hard
hats and you're cock-hungry cops. 
Let's fuck!" 

"Sounds good to me," Sal laughed. 
He let his pants fall and grabbed his 
wilting dick. He gave it a few strokes 
and brought it back to its full hard
ness. Mel walked over to Sal and 
began stroking the cop's hairy chest, 
paying special attention to the sucky 
brown nipples. He bent forward, took 
the tits in between his teeth and work
ed them over, alternately sucking and 
chewing. Joe dropped drawers and 
squatted before Sal. He engulfed his 
partner's rod with his hot, wet mouth 
and resumed blowing him. Larry 
kneeled behind Joe, cupped the cop's 
asscheeks in his hands, and spread 
them. He brought his head down to 
the hairy crack and pressed his lips to 
the unpuckered hole. He wanted to 
thrust his tongue deep into Joe's ass, 
but something held him back. Joe 
wanted the tongue bad, but he 
guessed what was on the hardhat's 
mind. 

"It's okay," he gasped, holding Sal's 
drooling tool in his fist. "I'm clean, 
don't have a thing wrong down there, 
so dive in, man!" 

That was all Larry needed. He 
parted Joe's wet asslips with his 
plunging tongue, worming his way 
deep inside the patrolman's mantwat. 
Joe wanted to scream, but his mouth 
was plugged with Sal's pumping rod . 
He looked up to watch the action bet
ween his buddy and Mel. The hardhat 
broke off his tit-work to reach into the 
pocket of his jeans. He took out a flat, 
foil packet, tore it open, and removed 
a rolled condom. Taking his dick in 
hand, he pressed the greased rubber 
to the head and rolled it down the 
length of his shaft. 

"Ya wanna fuck my ass, huh, bud
dy?" Sal gasped as he pumped Joe's 
face. "You wanna fuck this hot cop 
ass?" 

"Damn right!" Mel exclaimed. He 
went behind Sal, fell to his knees, and 
jammed his face between the cop's 
buttcheeks. He slathered his tongue 
along the length of the crack, getting it 
good and slippery. Then he went for 
the hole. 

"Yeeeeeow!" Sal cried. 

Mel roughly pulled apart Sal's 
cheeks and chowed down on the ass
hole. He nipped the tender flesh and 
pulled at the sparse wreath of hair sur
rounding it. Sucked mightily at both 
ends, Sal felt close to madness. The 
sensations in his dick and butt were 
so fierce, so mind-bending. "Eat me! 
Awww, fuck, do it, Jesus, God, gimme 
that ... " his words trailed off into an 
incoherent fuck-rant. 

The ass-eating hardhat relinquished 
the sopping hole. It was relaxed 
enough to be fucked. He rose to his 
feet, gripped Sal's hips, and, taking 
his dick in hand, aimed it at the cop's 
ass. No good. Mel was too short to get 
the right fit. He frantically looked 
around the lot. There was a small 
wood crate lying amid some trash . Mel 
snatched it up and placed it behind 
Sal. He climbed on top of it and wrap
ped his arms around the cop's waist. 
Perfect. Jamming his hips against 
Sal's backside, he wiggled his hard-on 
inside the ass crack. Sal threw his 
hips back to meet Mel's thrust; the 
head of the shorter man's dick shot 
right into the slick asshole. 

Meanwhile, Joe continued eating 
Sal's dick. He knew that his partner 
could hold back for a long time; this 
hot four-way might last the entire after
noon. Sal kept feeding Joe streams of 
pre-cum. Sal's ballsack had swelled up 
like a grapefruit, promising a massive 
explosion of rich, pearly sperm. Larry 
was still slobbering over Joe's butt. He 
slithered his tongue in as far as it 
would go, getting a good taste of the 
cop's insides. As much as he enjoyed 
the butt-feast, Larry forced himself to 
take a break. He looked up, took in 
the scene before him, the thrusting, 
sweaty male bodies, and decided to 
complete the symmetry. 

"Gimme one'a them rubbers!" he 
called to Mel, who broke his fuck
rhythm long enough to pull another 
condom out of his pants pocket and 
toss it to his pal. Larry tore it open 
and in a flash covered his dick with it. 

"Keep suckin'," he growled at Joe. 
"It'll take your mind off the pain." 

He straightened his back, placed his 
hands on Joe's hips to steady himself, 
and shoved his sheathed rod into Joe's 
ass. The cop winced. Following Larry's 
advice, he distracted himself from the 
burning in his butt by speeding up his 
cocksucking. After an initial awkward
ness, the four men eased into a syn
chronous rhythm. Mel fucking Sal, Joe 
sucking Sal, Larry fucking Joe. The 
quartet made raucous sex-music, so 
loud that none of them could hear the 
police radio as it sputtered, "Car 69, 
where are you?"• 



LONG RIDER 

HE'S HAIRY AND HOT. AND HE'S HEADED FOR THE OPEN ROAD. 
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LONG RIDER 
HE CALLS IT THE OPEN ROAD BECAUSE HE LIKES TO KEEP THAT LONG 
SCHLONG OF HIS OUT IN THE OPEN. 
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BUSINESSMAN'S 
SPECIAL PhotobySurge 

TWO FOR THE 
PRICE OF ONE 
1wo stories about American business-the 

hot men, the sizzling fantasies, the fast lives. 
Behind the closed doors of America's 

corporations, money isn't all that gets made. 

CAPITALIST TOOL By B.E. Earl 
My seven years at Gumbit, Inc. have 
been basically uneventful. During that 
time I've held the same position, and 
for five of those years I've been in the 
same office. I don't complain, though. 
My raises come regularly and my 
working conditions are pleasant. My 
drafting table faces a large window, 
but through the years the view hasn't 
always been interesting. My window 
opens to the second building of the 
complex, and I look almost directly into 

· a small office in the accounting sec
tion. I have seen a number of accoun
tants pass through the office. They are 
usually very similar-young, collegiate, 
neat-and rarely do they stay in the of
fice for more than three or four 
months. I suppose some of them move 
up to higher positions, and no doubt 
some are moved out to the streets. I 
don't pay much attention, I just sit at 
my board and do my work. 

It was nothing new when the Italian 
took over the office. I don't know for 
sure that he was Italian, but he looked 
it, so I nicknamed him Tony. Broad 
features, dark hair, not too tall-he had 
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a swarthiness about him which was 
subdued, but not totally concealed, by 
his fresh-scrubbed preppy facade. 

From my window I could watch him. 
Sometimes when it was especially hot, 
his hair would escape from its tame, 
blow-dried styling and break out in 
curls. On those same days he often 
took off his jacket. His button-down 
shirt, wet under the arms, strained 
over his broad back and across his 
hard pees. The shirt gathered into the 
small waist of his pants. 

And his ass! Tight, curved, full, just 
like a Sicilian peasant's _should be. 
When I would look up and see him 
standing behind his desk, his back to 
me, my cock would rise to full atten
tion at the thought of those tight buns 
underneath his Pierre Cardin woolens. 
I would somehow force myself back to 
work, but my thoughts would frequent
ly stray to the pattern of thick hair I 
imagined on his chest beneath the 
shirt, or how the hair on his wrists 
must peek out from the edge of his 
cuffs, or the rough feel of his beard 
shadow that always arrived by mid-
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afternoon. My job began to suffer. 
It might have been that I was wat

ching the Italian more than the others, 
but it seemed as though his office was 
always filled with females-secretaries, 
receptionists, whoever. They might 
have been girl friends for all that I 
know-women that he fucked on 
coffee-break-and I couldn't blame 
them for taking full advantage of what 
he had to offer. I doubted that he 
could get much work done, though. I 
didn't like it when the women came in, 
because then he usually kept his 
jacket on . I guess the Mediterranean 
produces gentlemen. 

I watched him for a few months, 
knowing that his time would come 
soon. It always did. He seemed to an
ticipate a change too, because he fre
quently seemed restless. One day he 
even took off his tie. He turned and 
stared absently out the window. In the 
"V" of his shirt I saw the dark growth 
of hair creeping up his neck-thick, 
rolling over his chest like a thick rug of 
grass. Without thinking, he reached up 
and pulled on a tuft. I imagined how 
his manicured hand with those thick 
peasant fingers must feel-and the 
smell of his chest-how it would feel 
to bury my nose in that hair-the smell 
as it drifted up from under his shirt to 
my nose-soap-sweat .... About that 
time an older man came in and the 
Italian turned around. He must have 
been criticized for his casual ap
pearance, because after the older man 
left, he put his tie and jacket back on. 

Just about a week before he finally 
moved on, I looked up and saw the 
Italian sitting in his desk chair with his 
body parallel to the window/ He had 
already taken off his jacket. His 
shoulder muscles bulged through the 
oxford shirt like those of a peninsular 
bull. His hand rested on his thigh. He 
seemed to be lost in thought as he 
slumped over, staring down in his lap. 
Slowly he moved his hand over from 
his thigh to his crotch. Through the 
window I could just barely see the way 
his thighs pumped in the chair as he 
played with his dick. As he worked it, I 
occasionally saw its jutting stiffness 
through the worsted fabric of his pants. 
Big. Thick like a club; an instrument; a 
weapon : He must have been thinking 
about some college cheerleader he 
had fucked-or perhaps one of those 
big-boobed secretaries. I shared his 
thoughts for a moment, imagining how 
those women must have moaned as 
he rubbed the head against the open
ing of their vagina, or maybe even 
their butt. I could see them looking 
down at his body poised over their 

own-his full, hard tits and the taut, 
rippling waves of his stomach. As he 
shoved his dick in slowly and deliber
ately, they must have screamed for 
him to stop-surely it was too big. But 
I knew he wouldn't have stopped. He 
must have fucked those bitches till 
they couldn't walk for a week. 

He looked up from his crotch to the 
door, then he slumped lower in the 
chair and unzipped his pants. I held 
my breath. He dug for a few moments 
through his open fly and his boxer 
shorts-I'm sure that he must have 
worn them-then pulled out his cock. I 
breathed heavily as I looked at it. It 
wasn't as long as I had thought it 
would be, but it was much thicker. I'm 
sure that even with his big Italian 
hands he could barely reach around it. 
From my window I could even see the 
black hair spilling from the fly, surroun
ding his dick like a bush. 

He worked his hand slowly up and 
down his dick, glancing frequently at 
his closed door. I'm sure he was think
ing of dark-haired farm girls spreading 
their legs behind their daddies' barns 
-spreading for that thick tool he was 
massaging in his hand. My butt 
tingled. 

Across the way, the door suddenly 
opened and the man quickly jerked 
himself under his desk. It was an older 
woman. I thought of his naked cock 
sticking up under his desk while that 
Sakowitz-dressed supervisor talked 
shop. She was probably as hot for him 
as I was-working her business to his 
door just as an excuse to see him. I 
felt close to the Italian by sharing his 
conspiracy. We were both anxious for 
her to leave. 

The woman spoke a few words and 
the Italian nodded in agreement, then 
she left. He stared at the closed door 
for a few seconds, then eased out 
from under his desk. I could see that 
his dick wasn't as hard as it had been, 
but he quickly worked it to another full 
erection. He lifted his hand and spat in 
it, then massaged his hard dick with 
saliva. He began to get rough with 
himself-abusing himself, pumping his 
cock back and forth real hard, trying 
to get off before someone else came 
to the door. Finally, in a silent scream, 
he shot. I could see the cum spurt up 
high, then land back on his desk. He 
shuddered with the intensity of his 
orgasm. 

He rested for a minute, gently mas
saging his balls and his softening 
cock. When he seemed totally satisfied, 
he stood up. He lifted his heavy cock 
back into his pants, adjusted himself, 
then zipped his fly. I could still see 
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cum glistening on top of his desk. It 
was then that he turned and saw me. 
His features darkened. He looked from 
one side of the window to the other, 
found the cord to the blinds, and 
lowered them. The blinds stayed down 
for a week, and when they were raised 
again , Tony was gone.• 

WORK LOAD 
By Geoff Ready 

It was winter and cold , and I was 
horny. 

And tired and mad and depressed. 
The whole summer had passed me 

by and I'd even let autumn slip away; 
a tangled, messy love affair had 
started in the springtime and argued 
its way through to September, then 
ended. I'd spent the next months feel
ing so sorry for myself that neither 
food nor sex interested me. And they 
were usually my two favorite things! 

A tight pair of levis snapped me out 
of it. 

Mornings in Seattle can be dark and 
wet almost any time of the year, but 
especially in winter. Winds whirl in off 
Puget Sound carrying mist so thick 
you can taste the salt water in it. It 
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was on a morning like this that I 
parked my car in the lot near my of
fice, leaned into the back seat to pick 
up some paperwork, and turned 
around to find a crotch staring me in 
the face! It was so close that I could 
see nothing else-just a huge basket 
so near that I could have stuck out my 
tongue and licked it. It startled me, but 
I didn't jump; I just stared . Probably 
only for an instant, but long enough 
for the guy who went with the crotch 
to get the idea. And he didn't jump 
back, either. 

The lot attendant had come up to 
my car to open the door for me. But 
this was a different guy, not the 
middle-aged one with acne who had 
been here for months. I knew that 
much before I lifted my eyes to look at 
the top part of him. 

Dark brown wavy hair, wet with Seat
tle mist, circled a handsome square 
face that belonged in a college locker 
room. Deep brown eyes, a Roman 
nose, full , thick lips, and a perfect set 
of straight white teeth showing through 
a sure, positive smile. My mood began 
to change immediately. 

"Good morning," he smiled as he 
stepped back to let me slip out of the 
car, my arms full of files. " Looks like 

you 're carrying a load this morning." 
His smile was so real that I knew it 

didn't just go with the job. 
"Homework," I said. We stood facing 

each other, less than a foot apart. 
Rivulets of mist trickled down his face; 
I could almost taste Puget Sound. I 
could smell Dial soap and leather
Dial from his shoulders, and leather 
from his wet jacket. 

" I'll park it for you. Will you be all 
day?" His left arm hung jauntily over 
the top of the door, his right hand 
moved slowly to his crotch and lightly 
fingered the bulge that filled his well
worn Levi basket. I swallowed hard; 
without glancing down, I could see his 
fingers tracing the outline of a hard 
cock. 

"I 'll be in most of the day ... and I'll 
come down to get the rest of the 
papers in a few minutes." Half of my 
weekend homework was still in the 
back seat, too much for one load. 

"I'm taking my break in a few min
utes and I'll bring it up for you. How 
about in half an hour?" he said. His 
smile was warm, but his eyes had 
turned hot. The smell of wet leather 
was searing my nostrils. 

"That's great, but don't waste your 
break," I said. 
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"We won't waste it," he smiled. 
I felt a wave of dizziness as I turned 

to walk away. He stopped me with a 
"Hey!" I turned; he was half in, half 
out of the car-his body was inside, 
behind the wheel , his ass was outside, 
towards me. I stared at it and heard 
his voice ask, "What office?" 

I recovered and looked into the car. 
"Number nine," I said , "second floor." 
The air was full of mist, but my throat 
was dry. 

I walked up the stairs and unlocked 
the door. For the next half hour I Just 
shuffled papers. It was still too early 
for the phone to start ringing , and I 
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didn't have an appointment until noon. 
I could think of nothing but the smell 
of wet leather and the beads of water 
running down the kid 's smooth face. I 
was nervous; it had been so long 
since I'd even thought about sex that 
I'd lost my self-assurance. 

I was checking my watch for the 
thousandth time when I heard foot
steps in the hall. Exactly half an hour 
after I'd left the lot, my office door 
opened. I tried to look nonchalant. He 
stepped inside and paused. He carried 
an armload of files and papers that 
had kept me immersed in work 
throughout the wet weekend . He still 
had the same smile that he'd had in 
the lot. 

"Where do you want 'em?" he said. 
I motioned to the table near the 

door. "There's fine," I said, getting up 
from the desk and moving to the table. 

He put the papers down and 
glanced around the office. "What sort 
of work do you do up here?" 

"I write ad copy," I said, making an 
effort to appear calm as I straightened 
the papers into a pile. I was afraid he'd 
leave and afraid he'd stay; I was at a 
loss. 

But he wasn't. He looked at me 
again and grinned. He stepped to the 
door, closed it, and walked over and 
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continent , while on vacation, business trip, etc. at home. office or apartment 
waiting_ to exchange rubs wi th you 

We will tell you what products and mntments are best for stimulating the 
body wi th new hea lth ful power. 

Send for membership today and ga in many new friends who will en1oy ex
changing healthful, stimulating body ru bs with you 

Please Print 
fName) 

(Address) 

(City) (Slate) (Z,p) 

(Opllonal lnlo) (Phone! (Age) (He,ghll (We,ghl) 

• I enclose $ 10.00 check or money ord er payable to Rub Club to receive 
membership card, step by step Ru b literature plus membership list with 
telephone numbers of satisfied members wai ting for you r ca ll. 

• VISA/ MasterCa rd # _____________ _ 
([xpirallon Dale) 

• I enclose $10.00 for the above but do not wan t my name added to list of 
members exchanging rubs. 

Mail to Rub Club, 1150 Central Ave , Albany, NY 12205 
(The best $10.00 investmen t you will ever make) 
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stood near the window, looking out 
towards Puget Sound and the Pike 
Place Market. He leaned back and 
hunched his shoulders; his hand 
moved to his crotch and squeezed. His 
basket had changed since I'd stared at 
it from the seat of my car-two of the 
buttons had been undone, leaving the 
fly slightly open. And his cock was 
sharply outlined on the right side, 
across the front of his thigh . He 
moved his left hand to his flat stomach 
and slipped his fingertips inside his 
belt. He bent backwards from the 
waist , as if stretching the winter morn
ing out of his system, turned his head 
towards me again and caught me star
ing at his crotch. 

I looked in his eyes, embarrassed. I 
shouldn't have been. He was as sure 
of himself as I was unsure of myself. 
My nervousness made each moment 
seem like an hour. I was frozen by the 
movements of his hands over his body. 
Neither of us spoke. He leaned against 
the corner of the desk, facing me. His 
legs were spread wide and he moved 
his hands to his basket and formed an 
inverted triangle, the tips of his fingers 
squeezing in under his balls and form
ing a perfect round bulge in the skin
tight jeans; the tips of his thumbs 
touched at the top of the triangle and 
formed a tight frame of blue denim 
that opened and closed where the 
pants were unbuttoned. 

I stared at the bulging outline of his 
cock and balls. The more he 
squeezed, the larger it got. He rubbed 
his hand slowly across his crotch , 
pressing and relaxing, pressing and 
relaxing . He moved his fingers up and 
down the outline of his stiff cock. Then 
his left hand moved slowly to the top 
of his fly and unbuttoned first the top 
button, then the second. His fly was 
completely open now. His hand slip
ped inside, cupped his balls and cock, 
and slipped the head of his cock out 
of his pants. 

I was mesmerized. "Why not lock 
the door?" he asked. I obeyed without 
realizing I was moving. I snapped the 
nightlatch and turned back to face 
him. He slowly pulled his cock out and 
began massaging it. I wanted to take it 
in my mouth and suck it , but I couldn't 
move. I was glued. I stared as he 
aimed his dick toward me. His other 
hand squeezed his balls, which were 
now hanging outside his pants. 

He stood away from the desk and let 
his pants drop to the_ floor. He stepped 
out of them and unbuttoned his shirt, 
exposing a muscular chest. His wet 
leather jacket contrasted darkly with 
his skin . His nieples were full and 

Continued to page 92 



THE FIIN ZONE 

SHIRT PULLED UP, PANTS 
DROPPED DOWN. HE'S SHOWING 

YOU HIS FUN ZONE • . 
Section photographed by Ma/express Studio 
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THAT FUN ZONEI THE LOWER THE PANTS 
GO, THE MORE FUN IT WILL BE. 
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FROM THE TOP OF HIS 
TRENDY HAIR CUT TO THE TIP 
OF HIS JOYSTICK, THIS GUY 

IS THE FUN ZONE FROM END 
TO END. 



HOW TO PLACE AN AD: 
The cost for a HONCHO ad is 5()< per word. 
Commercial Ads (any person or business charging for services, e.g., models, masseurs, mail shops, phone sex, membership 
organizations with fee) add $25.00 to the total cost of your ad. 

AD DEADLINE ON SALE 

Please allow 90 days from the first of each month for 
publication of your ad. Note the following schedule: 

10/1/84 
11/1/84 
12/1/84 
1/1/85 
2/1/85 

1/1/85 
2/1/85 
3/1/85 
4/1/85 
5/1/85 

All ads are listed by state, except for commercial ads, which will appear under that heading. Since HONCHO will not be involved in 
forwarding responses to ads, please include the complete address, including zip code, where you may receive correspondence 
resulting from your ad. Ads will not be printed without an address or post office box number. A telephone number may be includ
ed, but HONCHO will take no responsibility for verifying such numbers. 

Enclose full payment for your ad when you submit it. Make check or money order payable to HONCHO. 
HONCHO does not knowingly accept fraudulent advertising. Anyone corresponding with advertisers must comply with all local, 

state, and federal laws. No advertisements will be accepted from persons under 18 . 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
• My ad is _ _ words @ soq; per word 

• Commercial-add $25.00 per issue to total cost 

DISCOUNTS: • 24 issues 30% 
• 12 issues 20% 
• 6 issues 10% 

Cost for one placement of ad $ ____ _ 

Multiply cost x number of issues ad runs $ ____ _ 

Start my ad with the on sale date of ____ (see schedule 
above). 

Enclosed $ ____ for HONCHO CLASSIFIED (make check out 
to same and mail to: 155 6th Avenue, 11th Floor, New York, NY 
10013. 

Any questions write or call the Advertising Dept. (212) 691-7700 

PRINT CLEARLY all information and sign below. 

With my signature I declare that I am over 18 years of age and 
that the information in my ad is true and correct. I am aware 
that no proofs of my ad will be submitted to me for my ap
proval and I waive all claims regarding accuracy of reproduc
tion due to mistakes or technical failure. I understand that 
HONCHO is in no way responsible for any contacts or trans
actions that occur as a result of placing this ad. 

Signature ___________________ _ 

Name _____________________ _ 

Address ____________________ _ 

City, State, Zip ________________ _ 
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ALABAMA 

BiWM 47, EXECUTIVE, 
6' 1"-185 with 7½" thick and uncut. 
Wants love and hot action with those 
clean and discreet. PO Box 66502, Bir
mingham, AL 35210. 

CALIFORNIA 

GWM, 30, s; 170 LBS. 
Brown hair/eyes, discreet, submissive, 
seeks honest love any race from 30, 
not into gay scene. Answer with photo. 
G. D. , 326 Evergreen Ave., Daly City, CA 
94014. 

HANDSOME ALL-AMERICAN W/M 
26, 5'8'; 135 lbs., brown hair/blue eyes, 
educated professional enjoys swimming 
and body building seeks well-built 

asculine, professional, non-smoking 
topman for relationship. Call Tom (213) 
650-5112. 

VERY HOT DADDIES BOY 
WM, 22, 5' 6'; 120 smooth well-defined 
body looking for hot daddy 35-45 with 
a strong hand for discipline. Write with 
photo, phone to Boy, 540 Clipper St. 
#2, San Francisco, CA 94114. 

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

PRIDE OF SERVICE 
Black man requested. Focus on at
titude and gear (leather) with positive 
presentation. Satisfaction guaranteed 
by WIM 44, 5' 9'; 160#. Mr. Michael 
213/384-4949; Box 291-031; LA, CA 
90029. 

BODYBUILDER 
Businessman wants to sponsor 
Bodybuilder. Photo reply to Boris H., 
1214 Polk-A, SF, CA 94109. 

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

'84 OLYMPICS ACCOMODATIONS 

Bodybuilder offers private room with 
own entrance, secluded Hollywood Hills 
home, to masculine hunk. For details, 
write with photo & phone: Boxholder, 
PO. Box 8361, North Hollywood, CA 
91608. 

GOOD-LOOKING SOUTHERN 
CALIF. ATHLETE 
GWM 21, 6'2", 170 lbs. Smooth, well 
defined body. Moving to Huntington 
Beach on 2121/84. Need someone(s) to 
show me around. Al/ letters answered. 
All situations, relationships, proposi
tions and opportunities considered. 
No fats or fems. S.Z. Lane, 2500 W. 
6th, #507, Lawrence, KS 66044. All 
mail forwarded. 

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

HOT, SUBMISSIVE, MARRIED 
WM, 34, 5'9", 153, good looking will ex
quisitely pleasure heavy hung, well 
built "Bossman." Exclusive discreet 
liaison to avoid disease. PO.B. 1278, 
Solana Beach, CA 92075. 

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

Latino 20 GDLKNG 
Seeks guys 18-20 in L.A. L.B. area for 
good times and poss. relationship. All 
answered with photo. M.R., PO Box 
1164, Southgate, CA 90280. 

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

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

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

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

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

ORIENTALS & LATINS! 
YIW/M located in Orange County 
looking for hot & creative times with 
good looking Orientals and Latins 
(please no fems). Let's explore each 
other and maybe try some creative 
things. Write GST c/o Box 59146, 
Norwalk, CA 90650. 

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

VERY ATTRACTIVE WIM 
seeks Nazi, police & military fantasies. 
I'm 25 clean-cut jew slave for muscular 
training master. Phone # and photo (re
turned) to: LR, PO. Box 69A04, West 
Hollywood, California 90069. I'll answer 
all replies with my photo, too! 

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



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

FROLIC/NG FOR FITNESS 
Cute, very attractive man into fitness 
seeks GO candidates with defined 
physique for caressing and giving 
glorious -head. 30, 5'10", 150 lbs., azure 
eyes, walnut hair, nice thighs! Send 
photos for reply to Robert Fox, 136 E. 
Victoria, #190 SB Calif. 93101 

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

COLORADO 

WM, 36, INTO C-B TORTURE, 
being fucked by D's, D's & D's. Box 
175, Evans, CO 80620. 

VERY SEXY SEEKS SAME 
Sexy, intelligent, gdlkg stud seeks same 
18-35. Photo gets mine. Box 167, 
Greeley, CO 80631. 

CONNECTICUT 

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

CONNECTI-CUTE 
GWM, 5'11", 27, 180 lbs., seeks virile 
connoisseurs of vanilla sex. Likes! 
Classical music, poetry, modern art, 
teddy bears. Turnoffs! drugs, S&M, 
pain. (203) 562-7741. 848 State St. New 
Haven, CT06511. 
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DISTRICT OF 
COLUMBIA 

GWM LOVES to GET SUCKED 
IN D.C. 
GWM, 27, 6 ft., 170, sandy hair, loves 
to get sucked and fucked. Love men 
iri jockstraps. Steve, 202-543-2290. 

HORNY GWM, 23, 
wants Greek and French with other 
guys my age in D.C. and other Eastern 
cities. I'm hot, healthy. No fats. Send 
nude photo for my response. LJD, POB 
4824, Washington, DC 20008. 

FLORIDA 
MIAMI BOY 
GWM 24, 5'10", 170 lb looking for 
young guys to age 25 for fun and 
possible relationship. Photo a plus. 
Write Gregg, PO Box 163706, Miami, 
FL 33116-3706. 

FERNADINA BEACH 
Straight acting, G WM, 24, 6' 1 ", 165 
lbs. Dark skin, blk hair and very hairy. 
Wish to meet GWM's under 27. 
Muscles a plus. No fems. No phone 
JO's. Photo gets mine. CN Lee, 
Amelia South, 3350 South Fletcher 
Ave., Fernadina Beach, FL 32034. (904) 
261-0328. 

TALL EXTREMELY GOOD 
LOOKING 
Carmel black guy would like to meet 
masculine sincere guys of any race 
especially Spanish. PO. Box 1702, Tam
pa, FL 33601. 

FT. LAUDEROALE AREA 
6'0'; 160 lbs. , bi-Italian w/7" wants to 
meet other married bi-guys for discreet 
action. 25-45 blonde muscular prefer0 

red. Your photo gets mine. Dino, PO. 
Box 2035, Boca Raton, FLA 33432 

GWM, 28 
Burns for friends under 40, all races 
desired! Brian, PO. Box 15846, Panama 
City, FL 32405. 

MIAMI 
Masculine, handsome, muscular, 29, 
bottom. Looking for hot top, especially 
Latino, with Attitude, to worship. Photo, 
phone, preferred. PO. Box 330425, 
Miami, FL 33233-0425. 

YOUNG WHITE MALE INMATE 
would like to hear from someone 
honest and sincere. Release soon. 
Send S.A.S.E. please. Will answer all. 
John O'Callaghan, PO. Box 747-078200, 
Starke, FL 32091. 

EX-MARINE 
60, slim, fit, potent, seeks friendships, 
not sex merely. March, 225 Orlando, 
Belleair, FL 33516. 

GEORGIA 

HOT ASS 
Needs fucking & fisting. Great balls
top me-goodlooking. Rick, PO Box 
720153, Atlanta, GA 30328. 

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

HAWAII 

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

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

ILLINOIS 

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

LEATHER JACK-OFF? 
I sure do! Try it, you'll love it. Hot letter 
and photo gets mine. KLS, Suite 
111-1700, 8280 Janes, Woodridge, IL 
6051Z 

JOSHUA. 22. 5/8 130 lbs. 
91/2 cut eggballs. Bottom. Dirty talk is 
what I want to hear. Like daddy type. 
Nothing under 6 in. If you've got it all, I 
want it all!!! Joshua O'Sullivan, 8411 An
drea Ln, Woodridge, IL 6051Z 



CHICAGO HUNK 
_ooking for hard, heavy, muscle action. 
uood build and photo required. Box 

-344, 323 S. Franklin Bldg., Chicago, 
60606. 

CHICAGO LEATHERMASTER 
WM 30, 6'2"• 190 lbs. Muscular stud 

seeks trainees under 25 for obedience 
aining (spanking/whipping). Master 

.-1ears tight faded Levi 501s and full 
eather (cycle jacket, chaps, vest, wrist 
gloves & boots w(spurs). 1rainee's must 
De attractive, have good body, no ex
oerience in S&M, wear Levis/leather. No 
'ats, fems, blacks, dopeheads. Send 
Jhoto & phone wlletter. Chris, P.O. Box 
48080, Chicago ILL. 60614 

EAVY? INTO HEAVIES? 
23, 6'4", 290, will try anything. Suck

g, fucking, enemas, rimming, 
spanking, piss, dildos, armpits, jocks 
End socks. Richard Lewis, 408 Oak 

t. , Apt. 1, Danville, IL 61832. 

JNDIANA 

YOUNG ASS MASTER 
Vants hot ass slaves. Photo and letter 
f submission required. Box 6862, 

lalparaiso, IN 46383. 

ELKHART AREA 
.:,OOd looking 31 yr old guy 5'8" 150 

s blue-brown moustache. Hot 
· es-HOT ASS. Discretion a must. 
'litman, 24791 CR 40, Goshen, IN 

~6526. 

VIM, 27, 5.' 10'; 155, 
fond, blue, married, seeks discreet 
uscular hunks to worship. I want to 

:J!ease you. Occupant, Box 35, Butler-
1ille, IN 47223. 

DISCREET MAN-6' 3" 170 
,'/M, 40, lives on Lake, Ind, Ill, border 
seeking other males in area for sex, ac-
. ve and passive. Possible live-in for 
·ght guy. Will answer all letters with my 

·3/ephone number. Write PO Box 151, 
3 /andford, IN 47831. 

IOWA 
DENPALS 
, IM, 28, assistant coach needs hot 
~orrespondence from masters of all 
Eges. My muscles are totally sub-
11issive. Please, sir, write me. Roger N., 
~09 Greer, Cherokee, IA 51012. 

INTO ANYTHING 
32 6'1" 175 lbs. IA-Minn-Wisc-11/inois
Missouri-into anything but scat. 8" 
cut. Box 8334, Des Moines, IA 50306. 

KANSAS 
DUO LOOKING FOR MASTER 
29, Topeka Are.a. 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, B9x 240, Rt. 4, 
Hwy 231, Utica, KY 42365. 

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

DREAM LOVER CUM TO ME 
If you 're 20-40, bi or 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 

LOOKING FOR FRIENDS 
18-40. I'm 25, 6'0, 180#, P.O. Box 64, 
Harvey, LA 70059. Photo please. 

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, 
ME 04739. 

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 

C&B TORTURE/ 
Live-in slave GWM 18-26. Call (617) 
256-2968 (/495 at R3) L.J. Box 124, 
North Chelmsford, MA 01863. Leave 
phone numbers for call back. 

LONELY WHITE MALE 
GWM 39, 5'7" 135 lbs. Wants to be 
dominated. Into BID, piss, shaving, 
spanking, scat, light SIM. Send de
scriptive letter plus photo to Allan Gillis, 
PO Box 261, Malden, MA 02148. 

HOT MAN WANTED! 
Wanted hot muscular man to teach me 
to be a good slave. Must respect my 
limits I am new to scene. I can travel to 
serve. Send info and picture to Scott, 
48 Hamilton Ave. , Lynn, MA 01903. 
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MICHIGAN 

MARRIED GDLKG WM 
31, 175, 6' muscular versatile profes
sional seeks same or gay for discreet 
mutually exclusive same-time-next-week 
fun and friendship buddy PO Box 3131, 
Grand Rapids, Ml 49501. 

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

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

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

NEBRASKA 

ALL AREAS 
GWM, 23, 5' 5'; Black/Blue, smooth 
nice build, seeks similar guys under 30 
for good times. Write all-Tim, Box 202, 
Columbus, NE 68601. 

ATTRACTIVE WHITE MALE. 
Seeking relationship with Top cowboy 
Person. Love uncut, but not a must. I'm 
27, 6'2'; 175 lbs blond blue, Hung & 
Hairy Willing to relocate. Rt 2, Box 96 
Wisner, NE 68791. ' 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 

SIMPLE SEX 
5 ' 11 ", 140, Blk/Br, 23, seeks con
siderate, straight-acting 18-25; wash
board stomach, not hairy, cut, nice 
eyes. Nothing anal. Ken S., 125 Bow 
St., Portsmouth, NH 03801. 

NEW JERSEY 
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GWM-VERY DISCREET 
Gives good head to straights or ap
pearing so. Love masculine men. Age 
no barrier-hot photos and letters 
welcome. John D.e Voe, 372 Anderson 
Ave. , Apt. 3-C, Cliffside Park, NJ 07010. 

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. 

W/M 20 
Into cock sucking; I'll blow your mind! 
Photos get first choice. Write to: 633 
Franklin Ave. , Suite 210, Nutley, NJ 
07110. 

MARRIED MAN 
WM, 5 ' 611

, 24's, 120 lbs, 7". Seeks 
discreet daytime action. Indispensable 
photo, phone. Mike, P.O. Box 296, 
Elizabeth, NJ 07208. 

HOT HUNGRY BOTTOM 
Seeks VERSATILE, HUNG Topmen . I'm 
GWM, very goodlooking, 24, 6; 155 
lbs., It. brown/hazel. Photo/phone and 
needs . P.O. Box 5310, Plainfield, NJ 
07060. 

NEVADA 

WANTED: PEN-PALFRIEND 
23 year old in prison would like to cor
respond with a mature man. Age 
doesn't matter, just sincerity Richard 
Deeds, PO Box 607, Carson City, NV 
89701. 

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

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. Boxho/der, 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. 

GWM, 22 
Seeks well built white male in Brooklyn 
or Queens area for a possible relation
ship. Must be straight acting, discreet 
and between the ages of 23 to 30. No 
fats, S&M, and kinks. Write letter with 
photo and phone # to: PO Box 587, 
Midwood Station, Brooklyn, NY 11230. 

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

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. 

CENTRAL NY 
Looking for GWM, 22-30 for lasting 
relationship. If you are goodlooking, 
dark hair w/moustache and willing to 
relocate, sincere, quiet & honest, write 
DIESEL, P.O. Box 150, Little Falls, NY 
13365. Best letter w/photo answered. 

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

UPSTATE HUNK 
GWM 28, 5'10 ", 162, we/I-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. 

SYRACUSE BODYBUILDER 
39 5' 10", 150 lbs., attractive, trim, 
smooth, defined, hung, versatile desires 
contacts thoughout entire upstate area. 
P.O. Box 123, E. Syracuse, NY 13057. 

GWM, 27 
wants to exchange hot jock photos, 
jockstraps, nylon underwear, etc. PO 
Box 140, 4712 Ave. N, Brooklyn, NY 
11234. 

LOVER OR ROOMMATE 
Black male, 40 5' 6", 140, warm, 
sincere clean and straight appearing. 
Seeks lover to take care of or just plain 
roommate (single/couple) 18-30 any 
race to share upper middle class apart
ment. P.O. Box 604, Scarsdale, NY 
10583-0604. 

"LIKE EM YOUNG" 
NY-NJ-Conn Exec seeks WM 18-? for 
friendship or whatever develops. Need 
big brother or daddy figure, I'm the one 
for yo'u. No blks, fats-fems or dugs or 
boozers. Am sincere and honest expect 
same. Photo and serious letter. M. Jef
fers, P.O. Box 711, White Plains, NY 
10602. 

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

OHIO 

I TAKE ABUSE 
(25-32) Send photo. NE Ohio area. PO 
Box 1184, Cay Fis, Ohio 44223. 

WANTED! 
A good man, 25-40, who is ready to 
maintain a man-to-man relationship. 
Weekend sex marathons are my fan
tasy. Call Joe at (216) 529-0283. 
Cleveland, OH 44107. 

GREEK PASSIVE GWM 
LIFEMATE 
wanted by hot, experienced Gr/A GWM, 
52, 5'8'; 140 lbs., 32" waist, 6½" cut 
cock. I seek hot, SOLELY GRIP GWM 
LIFEMATE, age 40-60, over 6'1'; over 

230 lbs. who will always have dirty 
asshole in bed and need prolonged 
anal sex nightly. No pain, drugs, smoke 
or one nighters. Will help relocate truly 
reliable, loving, caring Mr. Right. Write 
frankly to: Don, P.O. Box 556, 
Edgewater Station, Cleveland, OH 
44107. 

OKLAHOMA 

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

LEATH ERM ASTER 
35/140 needs young slim slave. Limits 
expanded. Rod (918) 665-1885. P.O. 
Box 54760, Tulsa, OK 74155. 

OREGON 
YOUNG GAYS PLEASE RESPOND 
Two GWM 21 & 25 wanting corresp. 
with young gays anywhere. No fems, 
SM or fems-discretion used-sincere 
-send photo and letter to: Ron & 
Vince, Box 1512, Albany, OR 97321. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

HOT Bl MALE 
Willing to serve trim males. I love taking 
it in my mouth and ass. Hazleton Apt's, 
701 W. 24 St. , Apt. 1508, Hazleton, PA 
18201. 454-5755 after 5 pm. 

WNELY SUBURBANITE 
GWM loves correspondence. Guys any 
age into photos or golf. Occupant, 110 
N. Euclid Ave., Pittsburgh, PA 15202. 

WELL HUNG MALE 
Mid-30s, looking for any male equally 
endowed. Anything goes! Send letter 
and photo to: D. Clifford, P.O. Box 340, 
Hazleton, PA 18201. Please hurry! I'm 
very horny. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 

22, 5'8': 130 
Brown eyes. Prefer 18-35. Penpals 
welcome. Enjoy fantasy letters. No fats, 
fems, or blacks. Send letter/photo to: 
Box 116, Central, SC 29630 

TEXAS 

ELECTRONIC TRAINEE 
18-26 will provide housing and 
allowance for training time. PO Box 
9281, College Station, Texas 77840. 
Photo please. Bill Brooks ( 409) 
696-2583. 

ALL-AMERICAN BOY/MAN 
FACE; 
semi-rough, safe in bed. 6'5, 195, ex
football co-captain. Self-assured, 
maverick executive, involved causist; 
respects privacy/discretion. Most com
plimented features: s,rvle, brown-gray 
hair, life. Turn-ons: cleft chins, 
athletic/leadership success, lovers, 
30 +, GO faces. Box 303, Dallas, TX 
75221. 

VERMONT 

RENAISSANCE Bi/WIM 
6', 150#, 40's. Arts-sports-PO. Box 272, 
Wilmington, Vermont 05363. 

VIRGINIA 

ONE-TO-ONE 
GWM, 31 5' 8", 185 lbs. Warm, gentle, 
sensitive. Will give what you let me 
take. Discretion a must. Photo gets 
mine and maybe more. P.O. Box 9172, 
Chesapeake, VA 23321. 

WISCONSIN 

HAIRY, HORNY, GWM, 
32, seeks hot men 18-40 for uninhibited 
sex, nudity, foto swap. PO Box 1085, 
Madison, WI 53701. 

INTERNATIONAL 

DUTCH GAY-BOY (27) 
with moustache, wants to have contact 
with good-looking boys and men until 
35 years old for friendship, sex and 
correspondence from U.S. and 
everywhere. I know English, German 
and Dutch. I only answer letters with a 
photo of you. Write Franz: Slotemaker 
de Brui'nweg 54-B, 6533 CJ Nymegen, 
NETHERLANDS. 

GERMANY 
Blond, sensuous stud 27/6'/130 looking 
for exciting, amusing correspondence 
and lustful meetings. Box 1726, 4620 
Castrop-Rauxel, W Germany. 
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INDUSTRIAL STRENGTH SEX 
Hot/horny 29-yr-old seeks intense ac
tion. Blue collars hard hats, uniformed 
are welcome, straight, gay, or bi. 
Rough but no SIM. Photo and phone 
to: Box 12, Stn. F, Toronto, ON M4Y 
2L4. 

WM SEEKING DISCREET, 
sincere, honest, lasting friendship to 
enjoy country life. No fems, drugs, 
S&M, send phone, photo, Lance c/o 
Box 945, Carstairs, Alberta, Canada, 
TOM ONO. 

HELP! 
Horny college freshman needs special 
funding to pay for school. I'm 6'1'; 
blond, muscular, with a long, thick 
piece of meat, and I want to hear from 
YOU! Twenty dollar donation gets my 
picture, hot j/o letter, and one of my 
own jock-straps. Any special requests? 
Write: Robert, P.O. Box 18620, Atlanta, 
GA 30326. 

"COLLEGE JOCK" 
New York's hottest model/escort 23 yrs. 
6' 2" smooth chest, 9" thick. Discreet 
& friendly. Robert (212) 473-7I5Z 

DAD°NEEDS SON FOR VENTURES NY PHONE MEN! 
and visitors for beach parties. Occu
pant, 1889 Hollywood Crescent, Vic
toria, B.C., Canada V8S-1J2 

COMMERCIAL 

STUD SERVICE AVAILABLE 
(813) 823-5629. 

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

NATIONAL, UNCENSORED 
ADLISTS. 
All scenes. Nude infopixpak, $3.00: Ad
Men, 59 W 10, NYC 10011. 

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

NEW TAPES 
The "Piss" Tape $10; ''All My Slaves" 
$10; "Dirty Jokes" $10; "Master's 
Orders" $10; Personalized tapes on any 
subject, $35. SIR, PO Box 14425, S.F. , 
CA 94114. 

DADDIES! 
New Daddy-son audio cassettes from 
Hot Talk tapes! Live action scenes in
clude kid's first time, wrestling with 
Dad, raunch, and more. Send $1.00 for 
brae to Stallion Sound Prod., PO Box 
436, Canal St. Station, Dept. HG, New 
York, NY 10013. 

TOUGH GUYS! 
Eight new Hot Talk tapes! Bikers, cops, 
straight guys, daddies, military. Hot ac
tion scenes recorded live on hi-quality 
audio cassettes. Send $1.00 for brae: 
Stallion Sound Prod., PO Box 436 
Canal St. Sta., Dept. HG, New York, NY 
10013. 
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Bill, Frank & Jake are real men studs. 
Free callbacks, free photos, MCNis,_a, 
(212) 807-9044. 

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

MARK SANDERS 
(415) 444-3204 
Verbal Fantasies my Specialty HOT'n 
RAUNCHY or slow 'n easy. West Coast 
model-masseur-escort formerly of NYC 
27, 5'5, 135 lbs., handsome, hairy, in
telligent, sincere, discreet, warm, & 
sensual. Travels anywhere. 5 x 7" 
glossy photos available: 1/$3, 2/$5, 
4/$10, 6/$15. Also selling mail order 
books, magazines, films, novelties, 
home video cassettes, etc. 
Catalogue-$1.25 + SASE. Also ask 
about phone J/O! Mark Sanders, Box 
121, 484 Lake Park Ave., Oakland, CA 
94610 

ANAL TOYS OUR SPECIALTY! 
Wide selection, low prices, extra fast 
service. Send $1 for hot illustrated anal 
toy catalog. Unicorn Sales Co. , Box 
10024-H, Chicago, IL 60610. 

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

ORGANIZATIONS 

WRESTLE! FOR FUN/SEXISM. 
Nationwide club listings. lnfopixpak, 
$3.00: NYWC, 59 W 10, NYC 10011. 

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! 
The all-clothing club for men turned on 
by jockey shorts, jockstraps, business 
suits, socks and other kinds of 
clothing. Info $1: Box 623-CH, New 
York, NY 10013. 

THE HIRSUTE CLUB-
HAIRY men and admirers. Listings, 
photographs of hunky guys everywhere. 
Make friends with hot men! Also erotic 
drawings, shots, and stories. Informa
tion: $2-Box 11318, 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. 

ATTENTION 
Looking to start gay club meeting 
house. Must raise money. Project I 
Maine will be non-profit organization. 
Send donations and for info to: E. 
Tracy, PO Box 1257, Bidd, ME 04005. 



MARKSMAN 
LETS /TALL 
HANG OUT! 

'"'ee it now. What's up front isn't all that counts! In fact, 
what really counts is what's under cover. 

Any 2 magazines $15 • A/16 magazines $35 

GUE 

- ..... f .II ~ •• rif!t 

MARKSMAN PRODUCTIONS 
P.O. Box 7836, Van Nuys, California 91409 

• SIERRA DOMINO'S "BROTHERS 2" • LEATHER MAN • HARD 
FACTS • DRAGUE • YEARLING #6 • STUDENT BODIES 

, Shipping Charges: $1 .50 for the first magazine plus 50¢ for each addi-
tional magazine. I enclose _ ____ • Check • Money Order 
VISA/MASTERCARD 
# _ ____________ Exp. Date ____ _ 

• I have enclosed $5. Please send me your brochures. 

Name 

Address 
City __________________ _ 

l State _____________ Zip ____ _ 
Is· I 1gnature _______ _ _________ _ 

l I certify by my signature that I am over 21 years old. l 
I -----------------------------------------------------J 



-DEALER INQUIRIES WELCOME
(1111) 320-0710 

:,-:~ - A·D.R.M . Laboratories . Inc 

288 San Rafael Place 

Palm Springs . CA 92262 

VIDEO-PLUS 
Featuring P.M. Production Videos-Over 80 Titles 

+ $3.00 
U.P.S. EACH 

Previews 1, 2 & 3 
Full Hour , In Color, 
Featuring All Titles Availabl e 

• All Are VHS or Beta • 

YOUNG 
&HUNG 

Over 15 titles of hot , young hung "n " h igh boys 
in street action!! We got 'em. 

HUNKY 
SERIES 

Pick your Fantasy from 12 Full Length \'id eo 
Features-Hot. Hunky Men 

Get It On! $49.95 each+ $3.0U 

CASH ON Watch Young Punk Studs Work Their Meat
THE LINE As They work the John and He Works Them' 

$3 .00 for Video Brochure 
$4 .00 for 64-Page Catalog 

(All models are of legal age) 
ALL ITEMS SOLD AS 
NOVEL TIE S 0/IIL Y 

wc , v,sA ACCEPTED 
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KINGS MEN LTD, 
AVON, MA 02322 

Leather• Latex• Tit Toys· ASI Gear 

WORK LOAD 
Continued from page 76 

hard and he raised one hand to pinch 
a tit as he began more serious pump
ing on his cock. 

He leaned back onto the corner of 
the desk and spread his legs, beating 
off while he stared at me with eyes 
that were still hot. His smile had disap
peared. His thick lips were half open, 
his teeth clenched. 

I stood staring. I wanted to pull him 
down and have him fuck me as fever
ishly as he was beating himself off, 
but I couldn't move. He kept his eyes 
on mine and whipped his cock in his 
hand while squeezing his bulging 
balls. 

'Jack yourself off," he said. "Let me 
watch you come." 

I unzipped my pants and pulled out 
my dick. It was hard and ready. I spat 
on my hand and started beating off. It 
had been weeks since I'd jacked off 
and a couple months since I'd fucked 
with a guy. My load was ready to burst 
out. I slipped my hand along my cock 
a few times and started shooting thick, 
white cum onto the carpet. He leaned 
back and his body stiffened. 

He was ready to shoot, too, and I 
wanted to suck it out of him. I started 
to kneel in front of him. " No, don't 
touch. Stay back," he whispered. 

I stopped. I looked up at him and he 
turned his head down and looked into 
my eyes. Right then he exploded thick, 
white cum in large spurts that shot on
to the green carpet and made a trail of 
spots. He arched his body and 
squeezed his balls-his right hand in
creased its frantic rhythm on his cock, 
squeezing out more and more cum. A 
low moan came out of his throat. His 
mouth closed and his neck muscles 
tightened. He swallowed hard, pursed 
his lips, and shot the last few spurts of 
cum out of his cock. 

He relaxed, leaned back against the 
desk, slowed his pumping rhythm, to 
long, easy movements stretching the 
full length of his stiff cock, which was 
covered with cum. He squeezed it dry. 
I couldn't smell any more Dial, just 
salt. 

I stood and stared at him. Wide
spread, muscular legs like a college 
athlete. A thick, wet cock hanging over 
a huge set of balls. Black pubic hair, 
speckled with white cum. A flat 
stomach glistening with sweat and 
spit. Round , full pees, still-hard nipples 
ready to be bitten and sucked. A thick 
neck leading to a relaxed, handsome 



Drummer Magazine 

Seeing Is Believing 
Slave & Master Video presents 
SLICE OF LIFE. Lashed with barbed wire to a bed of machetes, Bauser 
submits to one of the most grueling punishments ever inflicted. Hot wax 
and electric shocks are but a prelude to a beating that leaves him red from 
head to toe. Another incredible SM encounter captured live on video. 
ONE STEP BEYOND. Snip is the center of attention, suspended by 
chains over a bathtub , his scrotum squeezed into a studded strap. He 's 
pissed on repeatedly and his balls stretched so tightly that he pisses on 
himself. And that's just the beginning. 
All tapes produced by Inter-Vision Video, directed by Dave Nesor. 
$85 each, plus $3 shipping per order. To order : send m.o .. cashier's check, 
or VISA or MasterCard number (with expiration date), plus a statement 
that you are over 21. Please indicate whether you want VHS or Beta 
format . For a free brochure, white, stating that you are over 21 , to: 

Sllwe&MaslU 
calls Slave & Master "absolutely 
authentic SM video." 

~•·•·•·•·••••••:a 
1349 N. Wells, Chicago, IL 60610 

B:~~e~:!1e SUPER STUDS with Nine inch COCKS! 

Magazines are $11.- each: 

. Ship ................ Magazines 

I 
l Enclosed$ ... ...... .. ..... .. .... .. 

~i~;~r,:;:;~··• ··"' '"''"'"~··"All.~1~ 0 .... 1 paid for six Mags 
O HtbT,\"11,0R rnt-: STEHN can, ~~ 

A $105 _ VALUE • ship the 7th FREE 
• - Pnces mclude 

for only $66.- " . ' Shipping Charges 

HOUSE ONE: 6045 Vineland Ave., N. Hollywood, CA 91606 

Please ship X-Rated "ALL COLOR" Magazines marked below: 

NAME ...... .......... .... ... ....... .... .. ..... .... ...... .. .. ... .. .. ... .. ..... .... ... ... • ... Huge # 1 
D ... Hard Riders 

ADDRESS ..... .... .. .. ... ...... ... ..... .. .... .... .. ... .. ...... ................. ..... • ... Midway Men 

CITY ......... ....... ..... ....... ...... .......... ..... ... .. .. .... .... .......... ... ....... • ... Buster & Bill 

STATE ............. ... .......... .. ........... ZIP ....... ...... .. .................... • ... Private Shooting · • ... Champs 

Signature, .. ...... .... ... ... .... ........ ... ... ... .... ... .... ........... .... ... . • ... Cell Block cocks 

Based on the " Consenting Adult Laws", with m y signature, I attest to the fact 
that I am of le.Qal aqe and wish to receive the Explicit Ga y Sex Magazines: 

Bank Charge No ...... .. ... .. ........ ... .. ... ....... ... .... .... ... ... ........ .. ... . Enclosed: H13 

. . D Cash D Check D M.O. 
Exp1rat1on Date.. .. .. ..... ... .. .... ....... ... ........ .. .... ..... . D Master Card D Visa 

Attn: Canadians add $2.- and Foreigns add $3.- per Magazine. 

ALL COLOR $15.- Magazines for only $11.- each. plus when you buy SIX you get ONE FREE! 
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THc wunLu FAMOUS PENIS PUMP - OVER 500,000 SOLD 
THE U.S. GOVERNMENT has 
declared it unlawful to promiser.·, ·------.., 
permanent penis enlargement l 
from using this device. Can half . f 
a million satisfied buyers be; 1 s2u 5 

wrong? You can decide for your- ,'.. No. 9153 

Here are 3 devices that offer a novel approach to your feelings of inadequacy 
about the size and firmness of your erection, your staying power & strength 
of ejaculation. You also receive NOVEL MASSAGE and a sensation you 
never believed possible. You control the rhythmic stroking . .. Don't be caught 
SHORT- order yours TODAY. 

No. 9154 
self. ,,, 

DELUXE REMOTE CONTROL "PULSA~'-= ·•· ~ 
PENIS PUMP - No. 9153 $29.95 "W/ · ·' · .. :' 

SUPER PULSATOR 
PENIS PUMP $21.95 

Informative Booklet Facts about Pents Size & 
Enlargement . reg S4 . yours FREE with any ELECTRO EXTENSION 

('.l'! 1 , (erection not necessary) 

\JJ~--- :-- ~.··-.·.· ... N.o.9002 ['--
(_) '.,__ "' ' ~:---~19.95 _ ~ 

- ~ / · / 
Inside 
View 

Pulsator Photo Illustrated 
THE "SAUNA" PULSATOR 
PENIS PUMP 
$32.95 

No. 9155 

Extends you 2 inches, stimulates both you and your 
partner. Goes in deeper for added pleasure. Now the 
man can offer deep, tingling excitement plus extra 
length: 

-~:ti@~~UTIC AID 
Designed to aid in overcoming im
potency of psychological origin. Helps 
you hold back by ·reducing frictional 
sensations. Absolutely safe to use. 

Magic 
Power 
Erection 
Ring 

STA-HARD & TINGLE LOTION 
Want to make the b 1ck harder, rougher & t,ngle the Pussy like a 
French Tickler with no harmful effects? Helps DELAY CLIMAX 
longer & longer. You'll make her COME. COME, COME. You'll 
love ,t : she'll love it even more. No. 7011 Sample Bottle, $5.00 

No. 7012 4-0unce Bottle (Year's Supply) $12.50 

ERECTION OIL & CREAM 
Formulated to enhance your hard-on. In a sensuous tru-fru it oil 
base. When rubbed briskly onto the head & shatt ,t causes a flow 
of blood and a dehc10us warming soosat,on. You' ll get hard quick 
and stay hard. She·11 love the taste & smell. You·11 both love the 
smooth lubricating qual, t,es. You owe ,t to yourself to try it now. 

$5.00 each. No. 7013 Erection Oil . .. . 
No. 7014 Erection Cream 

D Cash D Check D Money Order 

D Send C.O.D. I enclose a $10 
cash or M.O. deposit. I will pay 
balance + $4 service charge to 
postman. 

Patented. Maintains erection as long 
as desired, even after multiple or
gasms. Safe, medically tested, used 
over 5 years in Japan. Adjusts to 
fit any penis, locks tight, releases 
instantly, can be used wifh condom, 
does not inh ibit ejaculation . Well 
made, lasts for years. Not cheap, but 
there's nothing else like it. 

No. 914OMagic Power Ring $14.95 

PRICE 

Total amount ot orde._ _____ _ 

Add u for Poltaoe I, ~andllno $2.00 
Call! . residents add 61/,% sales tar _____ _ 

II desired, add $2 for airmai,_ _____ _ 

Total amount enclosed ______ _ 

Name (please print,_ _ ____ _____ _____ _ ___ ___ _ ___ _ 

Address---- - - - - -,- - ____ City -----late ___ Zip ____ _ 

-----------------~------•N•----------------•---------~ No CODs outside USA or to military bases 



LIVE 
PHONE SEX 

I'm waiting 
for your call! 

I'll tell you things you 
never heard before ... 

or will again! 
CALLMENOW

BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE 

(212) 683-4013 

7 DAYS/ 24 HOURS 
MASTERCHARGE & VISA ACCEPTED 

I roant to 
flll11ou up 

iolth m11 de•lre• 
or share yours, 
anytime, From 

anywhere . .... 
we·11 cum together. 
(415) 753-1737 

Must be over 18 yrs of age. 
MASTERCARD AND VISA 

96 DECEMBER 1984 I HONCHO 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

IF YOU ARE 
SERIOUS ABOUT 

COCK ENLARGEMENT 





261 W. 19TH ST. 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 
212-B07-17B9 

JACKETS • COD PIECE UNDERCHAPS • PANTS 
CUSTOM CHAPS•PANTS w/stud and plain cod pcs. 
SHIRTS•SKIRTS•HAND STUDDED BELTS•WALLETS 
GLOVES - fingerless - gauntlet - pinpricked 
BOOTS • CYCLE WEAR • BIKER AND REBEL CAPS 
HARNESSES • WHIPS (David Morgan) • HOODS 
RESTRAINTS • PIERCING ITEMS • JEWELRY 

Heavy Metal by FETTERS Exclusive in NYC 

Collection of LATEX RUBBER garments including: 
TANK TOPS • BRIEFS • GARTERS • JEANS 
GLOVES (short & long) • STOCKINGS • JOCKS 
REPAIRS • ALTERATIONS • PERSONAL DESIGNS 

MANY GREAT GIFT ITEMS 
SUITS (full one piece) • HOODS • SHEETS 

AD DESIGN BY CLIF ROBINSON 

NEW YORK'S 
ULTIMATE 

IN CUSTOM 
LEATHER & 

BONDAGE 
EQUIPMENT 

HOURS: 
11:00 AM TO 10:00 PM TUES THRU Sir 
1:00 PM TO 10:00 PM SUNDAYS 
CLOSED MONDAYS 
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