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Jeff asked Ray, '' Do 
you all stand in a 
circle with your pants 
down and jerk off? 
1 've heard that 
rumor.'' 

CJlte 
urts~p 

0 fStuds 
BY DR. GAYLORD LOVETT 

ART BY ALEXANDER 

"You jerk-off! " Doug yelled at me. "This 
country road is the long way." 

" Hot rod! " I bellowed back. "The thru­
way is dull. This is a nicer way and Jeff 
hasn't seen it before." 

Jeff, my new young friend , was riding 
with us to a mountain climb, and he was 
embarrassed. Nobody enjoys listening 
to two guys bickering except sometimes 
the two guys. I explained to Jeff, " Doug 
and I argue like old lovers, but we're just 
friends. He left me a year ago." 

Doug shot back, " Your temper tan­
trums drove me out." I let that pass. He 
had moved out of my house after falling 
in love with a gymnast who had a " per­
fect" body and a " huge cock." After 
years of loving , caring, and setting Doug 
up as head of a gymnasium chain , I was 
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deeply hurt when he left me. The gym­
nast soon ditched him, and Doug and I 
continued to live apart and yet see each 
other-without intimacy. We enjoyed 
similar activities, like the mountain climb 
today, jogging, gardening-and mild 
verbal abuse. I felt that Doug had broken 
our loving bond so finally that it could 
not be repaired . However, I missed the 
one-to-one relationship that was always 
the key to my lectures and articles on 
safe gay sex. Such a relationship was 
also my own goal in life. 

However, the prospect of seeking a 
new partner was forbidding because of 
the AIDS crisis. I felt uncomfortable at 

. the popular J/O club because the mem­
bers recognized me from my television 
appearances, where I talked about my 
work for AIDS and promoted safe sex 
practices for gays. Some also knew me 
by my pseudonym as head of the mail 
order company, Dr. Gaylord Lovett's S~x 
Aids (masturbation pouches, rectal sy­
ringes, lubricants, condoms, etc.). 

At the hospital where I was staff urolo­
gist and at major medical symposia on 
AIDS, I was a respected consultant. But I 
could help the plight of the victims of this 
disease so little that I often went home at 
night and cried. Meanwhile, the neigh­
bors also recognized my face from tele­
vision, and some of them began to turn 
their back to me as I jogged by. A hus­
band on my block passed along the 
venom that I was a "no-good fucking fag 
doctor" and he wanted me to stop 
speaking to his wife, who for years had 
been friendly when we ran into each 
other. 

All these problems caused me sleep­
less nights. "Doctor, heal thyself" kept 
running though my mind. Then last 
week when I met Jeff, I knew I had found 
someone who could remedy my loneli­
ness. He was an intelligent teacher with 
wholesome looks-blond hair, full 
cupid's bow mouth , perfect nose, and 
skin as fair as a young Swede's in winter. 
Could this tall young man of 27 go for a 
man of 42 who was not so tall? 

"Watch out for that car, fatass! " Doug 
railed at me. 

"My ass has a good shape, muscle­
bound," I retorted . 

Although somewhat beefy, my body is 
solid and muscular from daily exercise. 
Doug, a tall specimen in prime shape, 
has always been admired and envied in 
his gym. I had decided that if Jeff took a 
serious interest in me, I would gladly 
shed ten pounds by dieting and follow­
ing a weight training program. In my pre­
sent misery, I ate too much and drank a 
little more than I should. 

On the mountain climb I had plenty of 
opportunity to gaze at Jeff's supple 

body-so rhythmic in its movements, so 
youthfully masculine. I had to see him 
again soon. I thought of a plan. I had 
already invited Doug and his new friend 
Ray for dinner at my place the next 
night. I asked Jeff to join the party. He 
accepted, and I made sure he would ar­
rive an hour before the others. 

I banked some big logs high in the liv­
ing room fireplace and started a crack­
ling, aromatic fire, counting on a roman­
tic setting to make a favorable impres­
sion on Jeff. My slacks were loose-fitting 
so that I could conceal any bold reaction 
I might get if I could start some foreplay, 
which I was determined to try. Already I 
felt horny. 

When Jeff arrived, I gave him a bear 
hug in the foyer. He returned it some­
what tentatively. "You look sexy as sweet 
sin," I blurted out when we had settled 
on the couch in front of the fire. I thought 
he looked annoyed; he lit a cigarette and 
perused my bookshelves. I had made a 
blunder. 

"Do you read Chaucer in the origi­
nal?" he inquired formally. 

"No, I can't fool a lit professor. I need 
help." 

He ignored my hint. "I know just the 
book for you," he continued in his 
soothing voice. As he bent down to a 
lower shelf, his tight white pants hugged 
his seductive ass just the way I wanted 
to. 

''Jeff," I encouraged, "come sit down 
here with me." He came wih Chaucer in 
one hand and his cigarette in the other. I 
slid close and squeezed his knee. He 
talked on about a Middle English hand­
book, but he didn't move away. So I slip­
ped one arm around his shoulders and 
told him I could grow fond of him. He 
tossed the spent cigarette butt into the 
fireplace without speaking. 

I took the book gently away from him, 
pulled him close, and was about to kiss 
his inviting mouth. My cock strained 
against my jockstrap, but Jeff had a dif­
ferent reaction ; he drew away coldly. " I 
admire you," he stated deliberately, "and 
I'm flattered by an eminent doctor pay­
ing me compliments. But I have to think 
a long time before entering any relation­
ship. I am very careful.'; 

I was humiliated and rambled on 
vaguely: "Take your time . . . what I lack 
in youth I make up for in experience ... I 
have not had sex in more than a year .. . " 
He suffered all this in more silence. If he 
would only communicate! Maybe my 
cooking would draw him out; many peo­
ple praised it. 

Just then , Doug drove up with Ray. 
Ray bounced in happily; his darting, 
deep-set eyes targeted Jeff at once. He 
and Jeff were about the same age, and 





Jeff suddenly began to pay more atten­
tion to Ray than he had ever given me. 

Ray's appealing face reminded me of 
the pug-nosed boy next door that every­
one knew at some point in his youth, and 
that most wanted to mess around with. 
Ray's faults were egotism and a harsh 
voice. 

Doug soon asked, "What will every­
one have to drink? I'll be bartender." Ray 
downed his cocktail hastily and then an 
amazing event caught our eyes: He got 
an upright erection that would not be put 
down. Ray shifted uncomfortably. If 
Doug wanted action, here was his . 
chance, I thought to myself. 

•~eff," I ordered brusquely, "bring 
your drink to the kitchen and stay with 
me while I finish dinner." 

As I passed back and forth pretending 
to set a dining room table that was 
already set, I peered at Doug and Ray 
through a crack in the door. I still took a 
friendly interest in Doug, and I smiled 
when I saw his large hand moving down 
Ray's trim chest and abdomen. When 
Doug reached the hardness he was 
after, Ray complained loudly in his raspy 
voice, "That was a cheap shot!" Doug 
got up and stalked in to the kitchen. 

By now I had had enough of Jeff's 
smoking, so I said to him, "Would you 

but he was too far away for us to under­
stand. Soon he was groping Jeff's 
crotch, and Jeff was not resisting. They 
did not kiss. Immediately, Jeff was also 
aroused. Then Ray dropped his pants 
and briefs around his ankles. At that 
point, Doug sighed longingly at the shirt­
tailed satyr with an upright, curved 
penis .. 

Ray boldly undid Jeff's white trousers 
and shorts and shoved them below his 
sturdy calves. Jeff's lithe body reflected 
the firelight like an erotic painting . I 
sighed with longing and regret. 

Seeing the courtship of studs we had 
coveted aroused Doug and me. We un­
zipped our pants and started solitary 
masturbation. But since I have never 
preferred solitaire when another per­
son's hand is available, I quickly reached 
over and brought Doug's hand to my ex­
cited cock. He willingly stroked me; I re­
ciprocated by massaging his horizontal 
shaft just the way he used to like it. Soon 
our fingers were making soft smacking 
noises with the sticky pre-cum that our 
cocks were exuding. 

Downstairs Ray was rapidly jerking off 
both himself and Jeff. They were gazing 
hungrily at each other's cocks when 
suddenly-BANG!-a big fireplace ex­
plosion shot a large flaming ember 

In this position his exposed opening 
puckered out into a provocative "Q" 
ready for Dr. Lovett's rectal syringe. 

like to go in there with Ray? Doug and I 
have a lot more preparation to do here." 
When I was alone'with Doug, I asked 
quietly, "What's eating Ray?" 

"Well, he warned me that he digs guys 
under 25." Doug was 35. "But his body 
was so neat I wanted to see if I could 
succeed ." 

"Well, at least he's got a hard-on," I 
said. "Exactly why remains a bit of a 
mystery." 

"No, listen. I spiked his drink with an 
aphrodisiac that a medical researcher 
gave me-that chemical that makes 
mice fuck until they drop." 

I burst out laughing. "You stole that 
powder. Clinically speaking, Ray will 
need some relief fast. Let's watch." We 
tiptoed to the dark landing on the stair­
case going up from the kitchen. A 
fern-filled porthole gave us a secret view 
of the living room. 

Ray and Jeff stood close together by 
the roaring fire. Ray was talking rapidly, 
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across the rug. Damn! I had forgotten to 
put up the firescreen. 

We all forgot about sex and zipped up 
on the run . Ray screamed, "Fire!" as he 
and Jeff kicked helplessly at the glowing 
ember that smoldered on the carpet. I 
raced in and seized the hot object with 
fire tongs. 

Dinner went well, but my lover's nuts 
were aching to beat the band. So I kept 
pouring champagn~ until we all felt tipsy. 
Doug urged me to tell clinical details of 
genital herpes, hepatitis and AIDS. I said 
I would rather hear Ray tell about the J/O 
club. 

At that, Jeff asked Ray, "Do you all 
stand in a circle with your pants down 
and jerk off? I've heard that rumor." 

"Not at all. We check our clothes at 
. the door and then hunt for a sex partner. 
I always score. Last night I grabbed this 
hunky horse with a pisser down to his 
knees. We have strict rules: no sucking 
and no kissing, even on the other's nip-

pies. So you stroke the other guy and he 
does it to you. Handy is dandy, you 
know. The anti-fluid patrol watches con­
stantly to see that we don't exchange a 
drop of any kind of fluid. Your guy shoots 
his hot load into a wad of tissues. Then 
you do too, and both of you wash the 
cum from your hands with liquid anti­
septic soap. Boy, it's great to hold onto a 
stiff new dick whenever you want it." 

I said, "It's a practical approach and 
gives you all a safe release. I recom­
mend this wholeheartedly in my articles 
and in my sex manual." 

"Then," asked Jeff impolitely, "why 
don't you join the club?" 

"After my extensive experience and 
medical background," I confessed, "I'd 
find dry sex at the club versus the 
soaking-wet sex in monogamy like a dry­
dock compared to a lusty ocean voyage. 
I would miss the total, abandoned in­
volvement. Yet not all people are lucky 
enough to have a life partner. Just look 
at me." 

After we finished a round of cordials, 
Doug offered to stay and help me clean 
up. Jeff said he would give Ray a lift 
home. • 

I had no guilt at peering around the 
drapery as they climbed into the car. 
They snuggled close, without kissing, 
and fondled for minutes before they 
buckled up and drove off. So Jeff was 
cautious with Dr. Lovett but willing with 
Handy Dandy. 

·~eff," I explained to Doug, "rejected 
me because he was afraid of kissing and 
fluid contact." 

"Of course," Doug agreed impatiently, 
"but you must forget him! He smokes 
disgustingly and would be too passive in 
bed for you." 

I agreed and advised him, "Ray is too 
short for you and his voice is terribly 
grating. But I loved watching both of 
them in the buff." He.nodded. 

After finishing in the kitchen, I sobered 
up instantly when Doug gripped my arm 
and announced: "I want a serious talk. 
It's about us. I made a huge mistake 
leaving you. Please try to forgive me. I 
want to make it up. I liked touching your 
cock as an appetizer. If you want slushy­
wet sex I'm your man tonight, right 
now!" 

I needed relief so urgently that I ac­
cepted without question. I sounded very 
stern in my reply to get him ready for hot 
action. "I will have to discipline you, you 
____ ." I called him one of those 
filthy terms (too raw to print) that we 
used lovingly on each other in the old 
days. When I saw that he was going to 
enjoy this erotic abuse again I pushed 
further: "Take off your clothes, 
you _____ " 

Continued to page 21 
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And it worked, didn't it? My bait sure got you interested in 
one helluva hurry. If the fish go for it like you did, we're in 
business! With bait like this, who needs a fishing pole? 
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THE COURTSHIP 
OF STUDS 
Continued from page 12 

He stripped . I wanted to caress his 
athletic, rippling muscles. I wanted to 
smother his sturdy penis, long foreskin 
and big, full scrotum with my face. I 
could then muss the black hair on his 
head and stroke his strong hairless pec­
torals. But no, he wanted something else 
first. He pulled me into the bathroom. 

In addition· to safe sex with each other, 
we were meticulous about clean sex·. He 
bent over, spread his trim shapely but­
tocks. In this position, his exposed open­
ing puckered out into a provocative "O" 
ready for Dr. Lovett's rectal syringe. 

I ripped the wrapping off a newsy­
ringe, filled it with water, and squeezed 
out the trapped air bubble. As I slowly 
lubricated his "O" I remarked, "Why 
would most guys who have rectal sex 
with their lover never consider giving 
him a shallow enema? This syringe is so 
easy to use and so exciting." 

As I slid the thin nozzle inside him I 
trickled a little water out to help ease the 
entry. Then I slowly added the rest of the 
water. He sighed, "Mmmmm, warm." 

Flushing this out didn't get enough re­
sults to suit him, so I put in another full 
bulb of water and ordered, "Don't pass it 
yet, you ____ . Get down and do 
ten reps of The Plow." 

Moving professionally, Doug went into 
a sort.of stiff-armed push-up position. He 
raised and lowered his hips, very high 
and very low. These pumpings distrib­
uted the water for the full cleansing he 
wanted. To prolong the foreplay, I said , 
"Here, _____ . Take this other 
new syringe and give me one." He did. 
Then we showered together. This intim­
acy revived some feelings of the old 
bond, at least for me. 

In the bedroom I kissed him passion­
ately and put the tip of my tongue into 
his adorable ear. "Does your prostate 
need therapy?" 

"Please," he begged . "It hasn't had 
any in all these months." He had a 
genetic weakness of the prostate that I 
used to help once a week with my deep 
penetration, and I don't mean the gloved 
finger. 

He dropped on bent knees in bed, 
spreading his feet. He lowered his torso 
and buried his face in the pillow. This 
sight set my heart pounding, but I knew I 
would have to give him lots of lubrication 
and a special relaxing finger manipula­
tiOn on the inner muscle. (I learned this 
technque in medical school from a dar-

ling professor. I always wished after­
wards that I had accepted his proposi­
tion to have sex, but back then I had 
foolish barriers about age gaps. Now I 
know that men of whatever age can 
make beautiful music together if they are 
attuned . Of course, the professor might 
have lost his position by seducing a 
student.) 

Now my hard penis was sliding slowly 
and with some difficulty into Doug's 
opening. He said, "That feels great. I 
want you deep." 

A large mirror on the wall beside the 
bed gave me a dramatic profile of our 
merging bodies. My horizontal connec­
tion appeared and disappeared into his 
luscious flesh. Watching your lover's 
buttocks absorb and release your cock 
is the ultimate visual delight of sex, I felt 
at that moment. I slowed down to pay 
closer attention to every move of that ter­
rific porno couple over there making love 
exactly the way we were. 

When my pent-up climax burst, I 
seemed to lift briefly out of my body. A 
voice like mine shouted, "Doug, I love 
you." Now I was back in my throbbing 
self and I fell on top of his strong back, 
panting. He lowered me gently, careful 
to keep me inside, by straightening his 
legs and resting flat on the bed. I clung 
to him like a shipwrecked sailor on a log. 
He breathed, "Thank you, Gay. I love 
you too." 

We showered together again. I teased 
his erection with soapy water and went 
over his sculptured body with a massage 
technique I learned from an incredible 
Japanese master teacher. I wanted to ex­
tend our lovemaking as much as I could 
because one night was all he had 
offered. 

I told him to brace himself for the tech­
nique we had developed ourselves years 
ago: the long-delayed climax. I've writ­
ten it up in my sex manual, but I know 
you want some of the details. We got into 
the 69 position in bed and I instructed: 

"Remember how we used to hold each 
other off for a long time?" 

"Yes," he replied with a broad smile. 
What a perfect mouth for kissing and 
sucking, I thought. "How we used to tor­
ment each other! I'd suck your prick to 
the bursting point and even though your 
balls ached, you'd slap me twice as a 
sign for me to hold you off until you 
softened a little. Then we'd do it over and 
over to each other." 

That night we went slowly about our 
business of suspending our orgasms 
again and again. Eventually I felt that 
lovely euphoria of drifing weightlessly as 
if in zero gravity. Finally I knew from the 
tension and trembling of his handsome 
frame that I had to go for the finish . 

My neck lunged at his cock rapidly 
and my mouth covered it up to the curly 
black pubic hairs with each stroke. I 
slapped him four times, my signal to 
rush me to the finale. He ejaculated at 
that instant, groaning wildly. Then he 
engulfed me furiously with his bottom­
less throat until I shot splendidly. 

We fell on our backs, exhausted and 
exhilarated as marathon runners who 
had simultaneously burst the tape at the 
finish line. I kissed him tenderly and 
said, "I still love you, Doug. I forgive you . 
You will have to stay for what little is left 
of the night. Come to think about it, how 
would you like living with me again? 
Could you go for an older man now?" 

He admitted with a chuckle, "I gave up 
young hustlers when Ray shouted at me, 
'That was a cheap shot.' Give me an ex­
perienced older man every time. I think 
you'll do just fine." • 
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By Tom O'Mal/ey • Art by Matt 



/ . 

It had been a long and uncomfortable 
ride from California to Wyoming . Spend­
ing all that time on a crowded bus with 
all 30 of the jocks from my school was no 
way to prepare for the Intercollegiate 
Track and Field finals. I had thought seri­
ously about not going, but I needed to 
win my division in order to keep my 
athletic scholarship. 

It wasn't just the lack of space, or the 
long ride that bothered me; I was scared 
that they would find out about me. After 

_,,>­
/ 
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fighting it for so many years, I had re­
cently had my first sexual experiences 
with other men. I wondered if the guys 
could tell: maybe I had a sign on my 
back, or maybe the beefy jocks on the 
bus would pick up on the way I looked at 
them. But I had to keep cool because my 
scholarship was on the line. 

I was all revved up, nervous and ready 
that first morning on the track. I was 
entered in the 500-meter sprint and I 
knew I had a good chance; all I had to do 

/ 

was concentrate on winning, and not 
pay attention to the hunky bodies of the 
other runners all around me. Out of the 
corner of my eye I could see straining 
muscles, long legs covered with hair, 
and crotches crammed into bulky sup­
porters. But I cast it all out of my mind as 
I crouched in starting position and 
waited for the starter's gun to fire. 

The race was neck and neck as three 
of us went for the lead-the last few 
yards were torture. The finish line 
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We landed in a heap with my head 
just below his crotch. 

He was on his back, legs sprawled 
wide, and his large cock and balls were 

dangling in front of my face. 

seemed so far away. I took a last breath 
and dove for the tape. I crossed first but 
my muscles were out of control; I 
reached out , trying to grab anything that 
would keep me from falling. 

My momentum sent me sprawling into 
one of the guys waiting at the finish line. 
I hit him full-on in the stomach , my hand 
grabbing at him to keep myself from 
landing in the dirt. Instead of steadying 
me, both of us hit the dust. My hand got 
tangled in his gym shorts and pulled 
them away from his waist. 

We landed in a heap with my head just 
below his crotch . He was on his back, 
his legs sprawled wide and , as if I'd done 
it on purpose, his shorts were almost off 
him. His large cock and balls dangled in 
front of my face. His dick was an extra 
large, and so close that I could have slid 
forward an inch or two and sucked the 
head into my mouth . 

I tried to stand up, but my hand was 
still caught in his shorts. I couldn't tell if it 
was dizziness from the fall or just my im­
agination, but his cock seemed to grow 
a little larger. I tried to remove my hand 
from the waistband of his shorts. I looked 
at his face; I know my own was bright red 
with embarrassment, but he seemed to 
be half-smiling . I had crashed into the 
best looking dude at the meet. I mum­
bled something about helping him, but 
he just laughed. 

" I'd better take care of it myself. For 
now." He pulled himself out from under 
me and stood up. He stooped to give me 
a hand, stuffed his cock and balls back 
into his jockstrap, and pulled his shorts 
into place. He was tall: about six-feet­
one. I really wasn't prepared for his 
startling good looks. 

He eyed me for a long moment after 
we regained our balance. " I think you 
won your race, fella." With that, he 
turned on his heel and walked away. I 
stood like an idiot looking after him. He 
had broad shoulders, a wide muscled 
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back that tapered down to a small waist, 
and rounded buns. 

I shook my head to clear it and real ­
ized, for the first time, that I had badly 
scraped my knee when I fell . There was 
no time to do anything about it ; the 
games were still going on and I had to 
concentrate on the next events I had 
entered. " 

By the end of the day I had won two 
out of three events; the victories were 
good enough to secure my scholarship. 
All that was left was to shower, clean up, 
get a good night's sleep, and get the hell 
out of Wyoming before I fell on top of 
anybody else. So I waited until the public 
shower room was deserted before I went 
in . Then I pretended to run a series of 
long , slow, cool down laps around the 
track before I headed for the showers. 

I was in luck. The place was empty; it 
smelled of soap and sweat. Damp towels 
were thrown in heaps, and the place was 
littered with smelly socks and sweaty 
jockstraps. 

My knee was throbbing from the fall I 
had taken. I stripped , folded my towel 
over my lap, and wondered if I should try 
to find a drug store to get something for 
the torn skin . I was concentrating on the 
cut when I heard someone enter the 
shower room . 

0 

It was him; the same dude I'd run into 
on the track! He nodded amiably to me, 
crossed to a locker just opposite where I 
was sitting, and pulled off his tanktop. I 
stared at him warily, ready to avert my 
eyes if he turned around . He pulled at 
the waistband of his gym shorts, 
dropped them to the floor, and turned 
around so quickly that I didn't have time 
to look away. He smiled, lazily reached 
inside his jockstrap, and scratched his 
balls. 

"The nicest part of these meets is 
when you get to take these damned 
things off." He slowly pulled l he jock­
strap out , then slid it down on his thighs, 

releasing his cock and balls; they 
seemed to jump out of the confining 
jock. He stepped out of it and kicked it 
aside. 

I must have mumbled something stu­
pid in reply, because he smiled again , a 
wide white-toothed grin that spread 
across his face. I pretended to concern 
myself with my torn knee. The flesh was 
tender and I picked at it , pulling away the 
loose piece of flesh. When I looked up 
again he was bending in front of me, and 
looking down at my knee. 

"That looks pretty bad . Let me take a 
look at it." He knelt in front of me, 
carefully inspecting my knee and the 
scraped flesh , and holding my leg in his 
large strong hand. I felt a nervous shak­
ing in my groin . I tried to stop it as he 
looked up at me and flashed another 
one of those wide grins. 

" I don't think it's terminal. Now, don't 
move. I have something to fix that." 

He stood up slowly; I couldn't look 
away. His thick cock swung lazily out 
from his bush of curly black hair. I 
watched his heavy balls swing like 
loaded weights as he went to his locker. I 
bunched my towel over my lap because I 
was getting that warm , excited feeling in 
my crotch . My cock hardened as I 
watched him spread his thick muscular 
legs. 

His ass was big , two solidly round 
globes, and a thin trickle of that curl ing 
black hair growing out of the crack. As 
he reached up to the top of his locker he 
raised one leg, and I had a perfect view 
of his asshole: tight, brown and puck­
ered up. He probably would have beaten 
me to a pulp if he'd known how much I 
wanted to lick that tight hole. He turned 
around . He couldn't have known what I 
was thinking , but his dick seemed 
bigger. 

When he crossed to me his dick didn't 
swing the way it had before. Instead, it 
throbbed in stiff jerky bounces. For a 
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There's no risk Involved when you Invest your 
time with this blue chip stud; he'll give you 

maximum return. 

SECTION PHOTOGRAPHED BY KRISTEN BJORN 





So forget about all those IRA-Keogh plans, 
gold futures, and Eurobonds. This blue chip 

stud is a rare commodity, and you won't want 
to trade your shares In him for anything else 

on the market. 
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"You are a cocksucker, aren't you, buddy?" 
the biker sneered. 

"I'd suck yours;' the kid answered. 

BY ROLAND GRAEME • ART BY CRAIG 

Vaughn was walking home from school. 
He hurried because it was a dark, over­
cast afternoon and drops of rain were 
already dotting the sidewalk. When he 
heard the loud booming sound behind 
him, he thought it was thunder. Startled , 
he jumped when a huge motorcycle, 
with high handlebars and a garishly 
painted gas tank, swerved off the street 
and hopped onto the curb. Its front 
wheel rammed between Vaughn's legs 
as the rider braked the gleaming ma­
chine hard and cut the throttle. 

The young man on the cycle was tall 
and well-built; his big body was packed 
into tight jeans. He wore scuffed leather 
boots and no shirt . His tanned chest was 
shiny with sweat on this hot, stormy 
afternoon . He had short , glossy black 
hair tucked inside a leather motorcycle 
cap, and a thick moustache. He had on 
leather riding gloves and tinted glasses 
that masked his eyes, giving him a 
weird, quasi-military look that was dis­
turbingly erotic. 

He kicked the stand out and jumped 
off the chopper, leaning it to one side. 
His moves were smoothly coordinated 
and muscles rippled on his sunbronzed 
arms as he turned the front wheel of the 
bike to steady it. He stepped in front and 
stared at Vaughn; their bodies were so 
close to each other that the boy could 
feel the older guy's body heat and smell 
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his sweat. 
" Yo', preppy," the biker grunted. " It's 

gonna rain. Want a ride? I'll give you a 
lift." When Vaughn hesitated , the biker 
went back to his machine and threw his 
leg over the seat. " Hurry the fuck up, I 
don't have all day! " 

Without thinking, but feeling strangely 
excited , Vaughn straddled the pulsating, 
crackling bike behind this strange man. 
Sitting well forward on the seat, he could 
feel the biker's body, hard and hot, 
against his own . He had to put his arms 
around the guy's bare torso to hold on . 
At first , it was a little embarrassing to 
hug a completely strange adult male like 
that , but as he slipped both arms around 
the man's narrow waist and gripped him 
firmly, the teenager decided he liked this 
contact. 

The biker popped the clutch and 
revved up the engine. The chopper leapt 
forward like a startled beast. Vaughn 
almost flew backward off the bike, but 
just in time he grabbed the driver and 
clutched him for dear life, feeling a surge 
of exciting fright each time the powerful 
engine belched and the bike jumped 
under him. In an instant, they were flying 
down the street at full speed with the 
wind and rain tearing at Vaughn's 
clothes and hair. 

He had no idea where the biker was 
taking him. The man both frightened and 

fascinated Vaughn . As the machine 
throbbed and vibrated between Vaughn's 
thighs, he held on tightly to the half­
naked biker, who steered recklessly in 
and out of traffic, running a couple of red 
lights in the process. He finally slowed 
down and drove around a corner past a 
ramshackle bar with a huge blue neon 
sign and into the alleyway beside the 
bar. He killed the engine and threw his 
leg over the handlebars as he had done 
before, standing up in a smooth , grace­
ful movement. 

"Help me cover up the chopper," he 
said, pull lng a heavy canvas sheath over 
the bike. Vaughn climbed off the hot 
machine with considerably less agility. 
His legs were weak and trembling , and 
he felt that probably he wasn't very suc­
cessful in trying to hide how nervous he 
had been during the wild ride, or how 
relieved he was that it was over. Never­
theless, he helped the biker cover the 
motorcycle, and the guy threw an arm 
around his shoulders and pulled him 
close in a comradely gesture of approval 
when they were done. 

" Kid , you're all right ," he said , tighten­
ing his arm-grip slightly. " Most guys your 
age would 've pissed their pants during a 
run like that. Come on , I live upstairs 
over the bar. It's a leather bar, so it's 
cool." He didn't explain exactly what he 
meant by that , but it was raining hard 





now and Vaughn quickly followed him 
upstairs. 

The apartment looked dusty and ill­
kept; the furniture was obviously 
second-hand . The neon sign outside 
threw a cold blue light through the living 
room windows. Vaughn sat on a broken­
down couch while his host popped the 
tops of two beer cans, gave him one, and 
took a healthy chug from the other. 
Vaughn drank too, but more cautiously; 
he knew it didn't take much beer to get 
him drunk. 

" Relax, kid ," the biker said. "What 
name do you go by?" 

"Vaughn." 
•~esus, you are preppy," the guy 

teased. " I'm Zane." He took another 
swig of beer, then held the cold , sweat­
ing can against his flat , hard belly. It was 
an uncouth gesture, and it drew 
Vaughn's attention to the tanned and 
solidly muscled chest, to the constricted 
look of Zane's cock and balls stuffed in­
side the crotch of his tight jeans. 

"Drink up, kid ," Zane coaxed . " Hey­
you 're all wet. Why don't you take your 
clothes off and I'll get you a towel so you 
can dry off?" 

Vaughn looked at the guy warily. 
"Man ," he blurted out suddenly, "are 
you trying to get me drunk-and naked 
-so you can seduce me or some­
thing?" 

Zane grinned insolently at him. " You 
are a cocksucker, aren't you , buddy? " 

"I 'd suck yours," Vaughn was shocked 
to hear himself say. "I mean-I 've done 
it before and you 're awfully hot!" 

" Good." Zane came up to him and 
kissed him on the mouth. One of his 
powerful hands slid up to the back of 
Vaughn's head and held it in place wh ile 
his tongue parted the boy's lips and 
probed inside his mouth. At the same 
time, Zane's other hand plunged down to 
fondle Vaughn's crotch through his pants 
and jockey shorts. The feel of the biker's 
fingers on his body drove Vaughn into a 
frenzy. He could already feel his cock 
getting hard inside his pants; his blood 
seemed burning hot as it raced through 
his veins with pounding force. 

Zane went on tongue-kissing him 
roughly as he got Vaughn's belt buckle 
and fly open , then manipulated his dick 
through the cotton pouch of his under­
pants, squeezing and stroking the 
youth's hardening cock. There was 
nothing gentle or subtle about this stud 's 
lovemaking: he was rough and demand­
ing with Vaughn , and the younger guy 
felt his blood boil with arousal at the way 
Zane's hands took possession of him. 
He was wildly excited at the prospect of 
being taken, used, and initiated by this 
older and much more experienced man. 
As Vaughn's cock got even harder, Zane 
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grunted with satisfaction at its increasing 
weight and bulk in his hand. 

"Oh , man!" Vaughn moaned faintly. 
Zane knew what Vaughn's cry of pas­

sion meant. It was the same with the 
other young kids he had picked up; they 
all melted after a fast ride on a real 
stud 's bike. He had anticipated having to 
get Vaughn warmed up with a little 
booze and dope first, but that wasn't go­
ing to be necessary. This kid was as hot 
for cock as any Zane had ever met; he'd 
cream his underpants unless Zane got 
him out of them soon . 

The next thing Vaughn knew, they 
were naked on the floor. How they'd got­
ten off the couch, how they'd gotten un­
dressed, Vaughn couldn't remember. 
And he didn't care. All that mattered now 
was that this husky, naked male body 
was pressed against his, weighing him 
down; that a hard , incredibly long , thick 
cock was jabbing him in the belly as the 
two of them rolled across the floor, em­
bracing; that Zane's mouth and hands 
seemed to be all over his body at once, 
tasting and gripping his flesh. Vaughn 
didn't want it to stop, but he was afraid 
he would die from excitement unless his 
frantic heartbeat had a chance to slow 
down. 

Shivering with anticipation , Vaughn 
felt Zane's strong arms sliding around 
his body, under his armpits. Zane rolled 
over onto his back on the floor and 
pulled Vaughn on top of him. Zane's 
erection thrust itself up between 
Vaughn's thighs. It felt huge, and the boy 
let his breath out with a loud gasp as he 
boldly groped for the big piece of meat 
and took it in his fist. It was so huge that 
Vaughn could barely get his fingers 
closed around the shaft! 

"You like that, don't you?" Zane said , 
pressing Vaughn's cheeks down against 
his hairy chest and stroking the boy's 
hair. "Well, it's all yours, baby-play with 
it all you fucking want, it won't fall off! " 
The steely bluish-gray light from the 
neon bar sign outside bathed both of 
their bodies in its glow as they rubbed 
against each other, exulting in the hot, 
sweaty contact and the pressure of their 
hard cocks against each other. 

" Goddam, you look half dead with that 
blue light on you ," Zane commented 
coarsely. " But I know how to warm you 
up and bring you back to life, baby. I'm 
going to fuck you , kid-fuck you like 
you 've never been fucked before! " 

He spat twice into his palm, and 
rubbed the saliva over the head of his 
dick. Then he dribbled some more saliva 
into his palm and smeared it back and 
forth between Vaughn's buns, lubricat­
ing his crack and working the spit into 
his tight, hot hole. Vaughn lay flat on his 
back. Zane grasped his trembling legs 

and hoisted them high in the air, prop­
ping them against his shoulders as he 
leaned forward to shove his dick into 
Vaughn's inviting anal cleft. Wild with 
anticipation, Vaughn groped for the 
head of the biker's cock and guided it 
firmly to his anal-opening . Zane lunged 
forward , letting Vaughn's calves slide 
back over his shoulders; he grunted with 
hot satisfaction as he felt the boy's hole 
stretching over the head of his cock. He 
closed his fist around Vaughn's hard-on 
and pumped it gently to keep the boy 
turned on as he shoved his crotch hard 
against those buns. He loved feeling the 
tightness of the asshole he was pene­
trating and the soft-textured heat that 
gripped and engulfed his dick as he 
pushed it deeper into the boy's yielding 
body. 

Vaughn made strangulated , gurgling 
sounds as he fell back hard against the 
bare floorboards and clutched Zane's 
shoulders, pulling the big guy closer to 
him and forcing Zane's cock deeper into 
his ass. Zane was all the way inside him 
now, and his dick felt twice as thick and 
hard as it had looked! He was fucking 
Vaughn with long , slow strokes, pulling 
his spit-greased tool almost all the way 
out and then easing it back inside With a 
single firm push that forced a gasp from 
Vaughn's lips with each stroke. 

That huge dick pumped in and out of 
his butt ten , twelve, fifteen times­
Vaughn quickly lost count. It seemed to 
go on screwing him like a machine, 
steady and merciless. He was beginning 
to relax, to enjoy it, to ride with Zane's 
humping motions instead of resisting 
them. Sweat poured from their bodies; 
Vaughn felt that he was going to faint. 

Zane leaned over so that sweat drip­
ped from his sexy, passion-twisted face 
onto Vaughn's. Then he plunged his 
mouth down onto Vaughn's and they 
kissed open-mouthed, panting as their 
tongues intertwined. Vaughn went wild 
with raw anal horniness. Desperate now 
to be fucked , to feel every solid inch of 
the biker's pole reaming out his ass, he 
humped his butt upward to meet one of 
Zane's deep thrusts-and the biker 
gasped at the sensation . 

" Oh shit! You hot-assed little fucker, 
you like my cock, huh? Then take it! Take 
it! Fuck it! Get your asshole moving 
around it, milk my dick with your hot 
ass! " Zane licked the boy's chin with his 
wet tongue. "That's how to do it , kid! 
Don't just lay there, fuck me back! Hard! 
Take it-take my fucking cock up your 
ass and ride with it! Show me how much 
you like having my big dick up your tight 
ass! Gimme that horny asshole of yours 
and just let me fuck it. Oh shit-I 'm go­
ing out of my frigging mind! " He raised 
his voice to a bellow: " I'm gonna shoot! " 

Continued to page 72 



Whether graffiti is a legitimate art 
form Is debatable, but there's no 

question that this budding young 
artist is worthy of praise. 

'bu may not care for his style, but 
his form is among the best. 

ION PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
KRISTEN BJORN 
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You've got to admit that this humpy guy has a 
way with lines and angles. Maybe you could get 
him to drop his spray paint can and give you a 

few private lessons. 





44 NOVEMBER 1985 I HONCHO 

With a portrait gallery like this, you can see that 
this sexy artist deserves all the support he can 

get. Wouldn't you like to be his benefactor? 
Who knows, he might even dedicate a special 

work to you! 





Art may be his life's work, but our stud also knows that 
it's important to keep the creative juices flowing. 
Seems you've distracted him from his work; it's only fair 
that you help him gain some inspiration. 







CUM 
THRIL S 

BY ROLAND GRAEME • ART BY PETROSKI 

i~ i:'~•s reputation attracting the 
' hottest menin town was well deserved. 
Human nature being what it is-namely, 
perverse-Paul tended to ignorEl the 
guys he knew from the bars and baths, 
and concentrated his attention and 
erotic curiosity on the supposedly 

, ,;; straight members who were working out. 
· '.\/ After all, the unknown is always more 

t1 fascinating than the known (or the "deja 
had," as one of Paul's friends put it). 

Among the regular after-work crowd in 
the gym there werEl six .or seven men for 
whom Paul had an especially strong 
craving-he wantEld .to .wor~.out near 
them, to sit with them in the sauna, to 
see them naked in the locker room, cir to 
shower alongside them ~hE311.E3ver possi-
b.le.:one man in particulaf;v,,as .. · · 
e~pecially attractive because. he 
i.iemed.completelyself-absorbed, •· 
u.ninterested in sex, and therefore unat­
tainable. His namewas Nicholas (Paul 
had shamelessly interrogated one of the 
[aerobics instructors), and he was a bank . 
executive; he was in his thirties, tall and 
;siGrdily built, with prematurely graying 
J:>lc1ck hc1ir, a neatly trimmed beard and 

);' moustache, and the body of a young 
::J./athlete.With slender hips and firm, hairy 

,\'?,::,.. buttocks, ·a flat, hard torso, and a thick 
i if.·· uncut cock, he was in his prime. 

Nicholas looked equally enticing in a 
..,. , ,ec business sui.t o~1in the shorts and tank 
:/:.i'~Jt},.\/ top he worked out in.His skin was 
,, ,: . . .-s:mooth, creamy, and moist. Paul often 

fartasized how thrilling it would be to 
,'touch , embrace, and lick this man. 
\(1.Byt Pc1yl .wasn't likely to get the 
cha69e'to put his theory to the test. 

licQplc1~ ,~Elpt very much to himself, and 
~E)eined blissfully unaware of the intense 
cryi5cing that went on at the gym. Nicho: 
las concentrated his efforts on the 
weight room, pumping imn like a ma-

] chine, methodically making the rounds 
f\of,t~e Nautilus equipment and the 

weight racks. He built up a sweat that 
plastered,his shorts and tank top, but he 

;.,.;;·:·.. ,:< 



I 

never showed off the way some of the 
younger guys did . 

Paul had spoken to him exactly twice. 
The first time, Nicholas had asked him 
matter-of-factly, "Are you done using this 
machine? " and the second time he had 
remarked, " Hot in here today, isn't it?" 
With any other number, Paul would have 
easily struck up a casual yet insinuating 
conversation, but there was something 
about Nicholas that intimidated him. He 
had grunted , "Yeah," in answer to the 
man's question both times and left it, 
frustratingly, at that. 

After work Friday evening , Paul hur­
ried to the gym as usual. He was 
strangely excited to find Nicholas 
already there, huffing and puffing on the 
pressing bench . He was gripping the bar 
with white leather weightlifting gloves­
fingerless, but with padded palms and a 
velcro wrist fastening-and Paul , who 
kept an unconscious mental catalog of 
the guy's habits, immediately recog­
nized the new addition to Nicholas's 
workout wardrobe. Paul completed his 
own routine, but was too late to join 
Nicholas in the showers. However, they 
had been assigned adjacent lockers this 
evening . 

As Paul stripped off his sweaty exer­
cise gear and sat down in front of his 
locker to catch his breath, Nicholas re-

" Sorry," Paul lied, edging away on the 
bench . He spent a long time depositing 
his gym clothes in his locker and while 
fumbling for his own towel, soap, and 
shampoo, he watched as the bank exec­
utive slowly covered his body with a 
three-piece suit. Nicolas stuffed his dirty 
shorts, tank-top, jockstrap and socks in 
his gym bag , then picked up the little 
plastic container holding his contact 
lenses. He winked at Paul. 

"See you around ," he said pleasantly, 
staring at Paul as though he couldn't 
quite bring him into focus. Nicholas took 
his gym bag over to where the light was 
better and put his contacts back in. 

Paul was so aroused that he._ didn't 
even have the presence of minci to an­
swer, "Yeah," as usual. He stood up and 
started to wrap his towel around his 
waist to conceal his growing hard-on. 
Then he glanced down and saw one of 
Nicholas's white weightlifting gloves ly­
ing crumpled on the floor at his feet. 
Nicholas had dropped it when he had 
shoved its mate into his bag . Paul re­
trieved it, looked over to where Nicholas 
was standing, started to call his name­
and then thought better of it. He quickly 
concealed the glove in his own locker, 
then hit the showers, drenching his shiv­
ering body with ice-cold water to take his 
mind off sex-at least for the time being . 

He held Nicholas by his smooth, 
hard buttocks as he blew him; the big guy 

ran his fingers through Paul's wet hair. 
Paul sucked furiously until he lost 

all track of time. 

turned from his shower gloriously, un­
selfconsciously nude. He rubbed his 
hair dry with his towel, his upraised arms 
exposing his hairy, sexy armpits. The 
brisk rubbing action set his solid pees 
and hard-pointed nipples into exciting 
motion. Paul had to force himself to look 
away momentarily before he could trust 
himself to turn his head back to 
Nicholas. 

When he did, he nearly brushed the 
guy's muscular thighs with his lips. 
Nicholas was standing right next to him, 
only inches away, opening his own 
locker. By lifting his head slightly, Paul 
could have had just what he wanted so 
badly: the stud 's thick , juicy cock in his 
mouth . 

" Excuse me," Nicholas rumbled . His 
deep, masculine voice always turned 
Paul on. 
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Paul didn't go out cruising that night. 
Instead, he drove straight home from the 
gym, rushed upstairs to his apartment, 
shut and locked the door behind him, 
then bolted and chained it for good 
measure. Paul was panting; he felt hot, 
sweaty, and dizzy. He sat down on the 
edge of his unmade bed for a moment, 
then unzipped his gym bag and took out 
his prize. 

He carefully placed the glove on the 
bed , staring at it as he stood up and took 
off all his clothes. When he was naked­
his cock swelling into a full , throbbing 
erection-he slowly pulled the glove 
over his right hand. It was a tight fit, and 
he instantly sensed how the glove, 
though new, had already been stretched 
into shape by Nicholas's big hand. Paul 
fastened the velcro strap tightly around 
his wrist, and his palm began to sweat 

inside the leather glove. There was 
something oddly erotic about the glove's 
chopped-off fingers and thumbs, about 
the way Paul's own fingers poked 
through the holes. He began to breathe 
hard as he closed his eyes and conjured 
up a mental picture of Nicholas. The ob­
ject of Paul's desire was standing on the 
weight room floor, slowly, methodically 
curling a big barbell up to his chest and 
back down again, his biceps flexing, his 
torso shining with sweat, and his myopic 
eyes wide open. 

Stifling a guilty moan of pleasure, Paul 
stretched out comfortably on his bed. 
Then he opened the bottom drawer of 
his nightstand and pulled out a manila 
envelope with a set of twelve photo­
graphs which he had purchased in a 
porno store. Paul leafed through the pic­
tures with his left hand, while he ca­
ressed his chest and tits with his gloved 
right hand. He moved his hand slowly, 
provocatively, working himself up to a 
high pitch of arousal. 

All twelve photographs were of body­
builders having sex around and upon ex­
ercise equipment in a gym: one shot 
showed a naked muscle man lying face 
down on a pressing bench while another 
man, wearing nothing but a jockstrap, 
licked the first guy's asshole; a second 
photo showed the prostrate number 
twisting his head up as his,buddy's 
greased dick slid between his buttocks. 
t, 11other picture showed a group of in­
credibly well-built , humpy-looking 
musclemen gathered around an equally 
good-looking guy (whose cock had to be 
ten inches long if it was an inch) and 
some men had their fists wrapped 
around that enormous dick, industrious­
ly whacking it off together. Several of the 
others were kneeling beside the man 
with the immense dick, masturbating. 
Their mouths were open to catch the 
spurts of cum that the camera had 
caught flying through the air. Another 
photo showed a heavily-muscled body­
builder, his entire body clean shaven 
and gleaming with a coating of mineral 
oil , seated naked on a bench with his 
legs thrown high in the air; a younger 
blond guy, also naked, knelt in front of 
him, tonguing his asshole. A third nude 
man was lying on the gym mat on the 
floor underneath the bench, jerking off 
as he sucked the blond . 

Paul grew increasingly aroused as he 
leafed through the series of 
photographs. He kept imagining himself 
and the naked men in the various poses. 
There was yet another photo depicting 
two of the models, naked, their bodies 
dripping with oil , wrestling on the gym 
mat. 

But the photo which excited Paul the 
Continued to page 73 
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COCKEYE 
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BY JOSH LLOYD • ART BY ADRIAN LOOS 

It was well after midnight when the 
trucker dropped me off on the edge of 
town. "Go to the Mantrap," he advised. 
"That's where the action is." I looked up 
and down the quiet street. Neon lights 
burned dimly in the distance. I heard no 
music, no laughter, no raunchy cries of 
studs getting it on. Not one barking dog 
or a single speeding car gave life to the 
sleepy dirt road. I waved at the trucker, 
trying to get his attention before he 
roared off. "Wait a minute!" I yelled. 
"What kind of action do you mean?" 

"This action," he yelled back, closing 
his fist around an imaginary dick and 
jerking up and down. Before I could 
question him further, he swung the rig 
around and vanished in a cloud of dust. I 
couldn't really blame him. He had a 
schedule to stick to. He was due in San 
Antonio, but he had gone a few miles out 
of his way along the road to Austin. He 
couldn't drive me all the way in, however. 
He couldn't even stop by the roadside 
long enough for me to suck him off, even 
though that was what we both wanted. 
He told me that he had tricked with 
another hitchhiker a few miles before he 
spotted me, and it had put him so far 
behind that he didn't dare delay another 
minute in getting his load to San 
Antonio. 

"Sure wish I'd seen'you first,'' he 
drawled. "That other guy wasn't as 
young as you, and his dick was nowhere 
near the size of yours. Unless, of course, 
you're padding your wad." 

For a moment his eyes left the·road 
and lingered on my crotch. It was clear 
what he wanted, but I played dumb. Still, 
I couldn't help leaning back against the 

seat and shoving my hips forward, show­
ing off my unpadded cock to its fullest 
advantage. The trucker drooled. "I'll bet 
that's a juicy bugger! Wish I had time for 
a taste, but since I don't, how 'bout pop­
ping out that big thing and letting me 
eyeball it?" 

Trouble. An eyeball was what he'd get 
all right, and with the rig doing 60 miles 
an hour, it could be dangerous. I didn't 
want to risk a crash, but I also didn't 
want to waste a hard cock and a horny 
trucker. As my cock rubbed urgently 
against the rough denim, I got an idea. 

I trapped his right wrist with my fingers 
and urged his big hand off the steering 
wheel. I guided it gently to my lap and 
plopped it on top of my bulging cock­
mound. His fingers curled around the 
lump like the ravenous petals of a Venus 
flytrap closing on an insect. 

"You better keep both eyes on the 
road,'' I said, "but why not let your 
fingers do the walking? I reckon you can 
control this rig with one hand." 

"I've had lots of practice," agreed the 
willing trucker. He pressed his palm 
deep into my lap, let up a little, then bore 
down again. I took a deep breath as his 
hand crushed my dick into my belly. 
When he withdrew, my cock sprang 
back, only to be mashed flat on his next 
downstroke. 

I arched my back, grinding my hard 
crotchmound into the cupped hand that 
pressed relentlessly against it. I could 
feel my jeans getting soaked with sticky 
goo: Just when I thought I was on the 
brink of shooting in my pants, the hand 
changed tactics and started stroking me 
in a circular motion. The damp denim 
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ties without spilling a drop, I still thought 
he would look more natural with claws 
instead of thick, blunt fingernails. Claws 
were the only things missing from this 
backwoods grizzly. 

He bent to reach a bottle on a low 
shelf, and hist-shirt pulled out of his 
waistband. His back was covered with 
hair, like the rest of him, and the growth 
didn't thin when it plunged into his jeans. 
I felt my cock come to life and nudge 
against my buttons. Hairy chests are 
common , but I don't often get to snuggle 
up to a warm hairy ass. I was sure his 
ass was as shaggy as a bear rug , but 
would the bristles be soft or wiry? Silky 
like a satin pillow, or tough enough to 
shred skin? 

The more I wondered, the harder my 
cock pushed at my buttons. They were 
going to pop soon . Either that, or I'd leap 
across the bar like a trapper scenting 
game. I wanted to tame this ferocious 
grizzly. I wanted to turn him into a teddy 
bear and spend the night cuddled in his 
massive paws. 

One thing stopped me. I was a stran­
ger in town. If I couldn't trust the guys I'd 
grown up with , I certainly couldn't take a 
chance here. The most I could do was sit 
back and enjoy the view. 

" Bartender," I called , "another brew." 
"Coming right up," he growled. His 

voice matched his body. It was a deep 
bass rumble that began in the depths of 
his chest. 

He set a fresh glass in front of me. 
"You 're new here, ain't ya?" 

"Yeah," I said warily. I couldn't tell if he 
was threatening me or just making con­
versation . 

"How long you staying?" 
" Not long. Passing through." 
His eyes narrowed. For a minute I 

thought he might challenge me to a gun­
fight, but he surprised me by asking, 
"Got a place to stay? " 

Fuck it, I thought. Just fuck it. The 
stud of a lifetime was making a pass at 
me. I'd be crazy to turn him down. I knew 
it was my cock talking , not my brain , and 
I told my brain to shut u'p. Besides, I'd 
handled the trucker. I could master the 
bear, too. 

"Actually I don't," I said . " It's a warm 
night. I figured I'd sack out in the 
woods." 

" No need for that." He stuck out a paw 
and engulfed my hand. ':.Jed Randall's 
the name. I get off work in an hour. 
Plenty of room at my place if you don't 
mind sharing the bed." 

Electricity surged between our hands. 
I squeezed his tighter. "Mind? I insist. 
I'm Bill Sawyer." 

Jed pushed beer at me. "On the 
house. Welcome to the Mantrap, Bill." 

I liked him. I really liked him. As I sip­
ped the beer, I started to feel guilty about 
lying to such a nice guy. I couldn't use 
my real name, though . Somebody in 
Sage had probably called the news­
papers about me. Not your normal news­
papers, but the kind you see at the 
supermarket near the checkout stand. 

Jed's gruff voice broke into my 
thoughts. " Ready, Bill? " 

"Ready for anything." 
His place was right down the road . 

Outside it looked like a shack, but inside 
it resembled a well-stocked hunting 
lodge. He had rustic furniture, guns 
mounted on the walls, and a huge stone 
fireplace. In the center of the floor was a 
bearskin rug with the head still attached. 
It had big glassy eyes and enormous 
bared teeth. 

I noticed that the fur was the same 
color as Jed's beard . He saw me staring 
and grinned. "I love that critter," he said. 

" Did you shoot him yourself? " 
" Shoot? Hell no, I wrestled him with 

my bare hands. Watch, I'll show you how 
it 's done." 

Jed bellyflopped onto the rug and 
grabbed the head by the ears. Soon he 
was writhing on the floor, his body,tan­
gled in the fur. He snarled and growled 
as he pretended to fight off the savage 
beast. He didn't glance at me once, but 
the way he tossed his head and humped 
his ass gave me a clue that the perfor­
mance was more than an innocent wres­
tling lesson. 

It was working, too. I dove on top of 
Jed, locking my arms around his waist 
and pinning his legs with my own. "Drop 
that dead meat," I growled . " Let's see 
how you handle a live opponent." 

"Think you can take me?" 
" I'm on top, ain't I?" 
" Not for long ." Jed bucked and 

reared, trying to dislodge me. If he'd had 
the use of his powerful arms I wouldn't 
have stood a chance, but his arms were 
under our bodies and tangled in the 
bearskin . I loved the way he kept ram­
ming against my swollen cock, but I did 
more than just enjoy the ride. While I 
fought to keep my seat, I also worked on 
his belt buckle. When I got him unbuck­
led , unsnapped, and unzipped, I slid 
down his legs, pulling his pants after me. 

Without my weight pressing into his 
lower back, Jed was able to roll over and 
free his arms. He sat up and made a 
grab at me, but I dodged his clumsy flail­
ing. He couldn't get much leverage. His 
pants were around his knees, pinning 
them together. 

Jed roared , but there was a big grin on 
his face, and he sounded more amused 
than angry. When I saw his cock, I 
almost went down on it without bother-

c ontinued to page 70 
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ing to remove his pants the rest of the 
way. The only reason I waited long 
enough to finish undressing him was be­
cause I needed to get his legs farther 
apart to appreciate the full size and 
beauty of the monster. 

I'd never seen such an uncut cock be­
fore. It was the only part of his body that 
wasn't completely hairy. I ran my fingers 
up the smooth shaft to the long, flopping 
foreskin. It seemed to dangle several in­
ches past the knobby cockhead. When I 
pulled on it, it stretched even longer. I 
wondered what he did with all that extra 
skin. It looked great, and for a moment 
my envy grew as strong as my passion. I 
gave it another yank, twisting it between 
my fingers. 

"Quit that!" said Jed sharply. "I can 
get a handjob any time. Let's feel what 
your hot mouth can do." 

No problem. As my mouth dropped 
toward that nine-inch piece of heaven, I 
only wondered how I was going to ma­
neuver him into-

Suddenly he reached up and flicked 
off the light. The windowless room was 
as dark as an asscrack. "More romantic 
this way," he growled, and rammed my 

Now Available from: 

face down on his dickmeat. 
Perfect. I didn't need eyesight to peel 

that dick like a banana, shoving back the 
yards of foreskin and tonguing the wet , 
sticky head. It didn't taste sour, or 
cheesy, or dirty. It was salty, and as I 
licked my way up the shaft I felt like I was 
eating a pretzel. 

But Jed got impatient again. " You got 
a throat , fucker? Use it!" 

He didn't give me a chance to obey. 
His iron grip seized my neck and shoved 
my head right down into his heaving 
belly. His rod drove into my gagging 
throat. In a moment I recovered and 
started sucking as he slid it back into my 
mouth and again into my gullet. I 
reached around to grab his ass, and 
sure enough it was sprouting thick fur, 
halfway between rough and silky. I kept 
getting hair up my nose, too, but I 
couldn't tell if it was Jed's bush or part of 
the bearskin. The three of us were 
molded together, thrashing and panting 
in the darkness. 

In the bar, Jed had been kind and con­
siderate, but in the darkness all the 
animalistic passions I had glimpsed 
were coming through . As his hips 
ground into my face, his rough hands 
tore at my clothes. When we were both 
naked, he pulled his big wad from my 
throat as quickly as he had jammed it in . 
Before I had time for a deep breath, Jed 
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replaced his dick with his fleshy, fur­
framed lips. 

Our mouths pressed bruisingly to­
gether, then both opened. I thrust my 
tongue into his warm wet cavern. It 
tasted faintly of beer. Then my own 
mouth was again filled to overflowing as 
Jed shoved his large tongue down my 
throat. 

I groped between his legs. His big dick 
was growing bigger every minute, and 
so was mine. Jed's expert handpumping 
made my thighs tense and my cock 
twitch from side to side. I wanted to fuck 
him, but we were on his turf, and he was 
in command. Jed shoved me face-up on 
the rug. My head cracked against some­
thing, and I realized I was pillowed on 
the bear's skull . 

I sensed Jed 's heavy body poised 
above me. His rasping breath filled my 
ears. I flung my legs apart and into the 
air. Jed's hands kept squeezing my nuts 
and priming my cock with pleasure. 
Something cold and wet, lube of some 
kind , dripped from my asshole. Jed slap­
ped on another gob and worked it up into 
the crack. His finger poked into the 
sphincter, shoving the lube all the way 
up there. I knew this was the point where 
I should relax and open up, but being in 
such a vulnerable position with his fin­
ger deep inside me made me close up 
tighter. I was completely at his mercy. I 
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had to trust him for now, but if he ever 
found out . . . 

"Tight," Jed grunted . He jabbed in 
again. I groaned. " Nice and tight," he 
repeated, withdrawing his fingers. "Get 
ready, I'm coming in." 

" No, please, wait-" 
I yelped as he forced his entire shaft 

up my tight asshole. "This'll loosen you 
up," he grunted, drilling his meaty dick 
slowly into my body. I braced myself by 
grabbing his furry buns. Jed pulled half­
way out, then slammed into me with 
even greater force. His thrusts crushed 
me into the rug . The bearskin scratched 
my asscheeks. I felt like I was being torn 
apart, but the tension was leaving my 
ass and building up in my cock. As my 
cock grew stiff between our bellies, I 
found myself opening to him, mind as 
well as body. Jed could fuck like a beast, 
but he was also one hell of a man! 

I felt my cum start to bubble out at the 
same time Jed yelled, " Sit tight , babe, 
I'm gonna blast ya! " His cheeks knotted 
up and he pumped a hefty load of rich 
hot cream into my pulsing asshole. As he 
filled me, I wriggled farther down on his 
shaft. I wanted to take it all without spill­
ing a precious drop. At the same time, 
my cum was shooting up between our 
bodies. I could feel it splattering my 
chest and I knew it was soaking Jed's as 
well. For a moment I could almost see it: 

his dense, curly mat of fur, plastered to 
his skin by globs of creamy-white jizz. 
When it was over, he would turn on the 
light, and then I could see. Yeah, and 
then it might really be over. Better enjoy 
every minute of his damp, hairy body 
welded to mine. Better think of nothing 
but his fat thrusting dick, stretching me 
wider and shooting me higher than I'd 
even been taken before. 

When he rolled away from me, I was 
exhausted . I leaned against the bear's 
head, panting. I was too spent to find my 
clothes or move my splayed legs from 
their inviting postion . In that instant, 
before I knew what he was doing, Jed 
jumped up and switched on the light. 
"Now," he said, "let's have a look at that 
great piece I've been ... " 

His words trailed off and died. Instinct­
ively I started to roll onto my stomach , 
but I stopped in mid-roll and sank back 
on the bearskin. It was too late. He might 
as well see exactly what he'd gotten into. 

My cock lay across my leg. It was a 
large cock, almost nine inches, and as 
thick around as a wrist. Still , that wasn't 
what made Jed 's eyes bug out when he 
looked at it. My cock was splattered with 
cream , but that failed to conceal the 
large blind eye that covered the entire 
surface of my cockhead above the piss­
hole. It was a beautiful brown eye that 
would have been attractive in its proper 

place. I had had it since birth, and it had 
made my life a living hell. 

Jed stared into it with a half-shocked, 
half-fascinated look on his face. I had 
seen that expression on a few faces be­
fore. The last time was in Sage two days 
ago. I spoke softly, as if Jed were a mad 
dog. " Easy, fella. Maybe I'm a freak, but 
I'm no monster. I don't have magical 
powers. I won't hurt you and I sure as 
hell don't want you to hurt me. Just stand 
back and let me go peacefully." 

Jed's iron hand clamped down on my 
shoulder. "The hell I will! You ain't going 
nowhere!" 

With a desperate effort I squirmed out 
of his grasp. I didn't stop to grab my 
clothes; I just bolted out the door. I burst 
into the steamy night and actually ran a 
few steps into the dusty street before I 
realized it was no longer deserted. 

They surrounded me. All the studs 
from the Mantrap. Their eyes were 
ravenous and their smiles were cruel. 
They didn't look sexy anymore; they 
looked like wolves as they closed in for 
the kill. 

My eyes darted up and down the 
street but there was nowhere to ru . 
They advanced slowly with their hands 
on their crotches. As if on a signal, each 
man unbuttoned his fly or lowered his 
zipper. 

My eyes bulged , and my face must 
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have had that same appalled look I had 
seen on others' faces. Glaring at me 
from fifty swollen cocks were fifty cruel, 
leering eyeballs. 

I turned back, but Jed blocked my 
path . With an evil chuckle he started to 
peel back his layers of floppy foreskin. I 
knew before he freed his cockhead that 
planted in the center would be a dark, 
malevolent eye. 

"How . .. ? Why . . . ?" I babbled 
stupidly. 

"Did I ever tell you the name of this 
town?" asked Jed, with a sneering 
smile. "Welcome to Cockeye. You're one 
of us and we'll never let you go!" 

"No!" I screamed. I began to strike 
out blindly, but there were too many of 
them. I was powerless as their massive 
bodies piled into me . . . 

I awoke bathed in sweat. Beneath the 
blankets, my cock was rigid with fear. I 
rubbed my fingers anxiously across its 
surface before I had the courage to look 
at my cockhead. 

Thank God! No freakish, bulging eye­
ball marred my completely normal dick. 
Then, as I watched, my pisshole began 
expanding lengthwise. It became a hori­
zontal slit, and the sides of the sli 
formed into a pair of red fleshy lips. 

" Relax," said the lips. " Go back to 
sleep. It was only a dream." • 

AT YOUR 
COMMAND 
Continued from page 40 

" Oh, man-come in my ass!" Vaughn 
moaned, as he felt the first hot bursts of 
Zane's cum searing the depths of his 
guts and filling him with mushy wetness 
and warmth. It was like nothing Vaughn 
had ever experienced, and his body 
twisted and turned desperately, trapped 
as it was beneath the weight of Zane's 
massive muscularity. The biker's cal­
loused, sweaty fist jerked on his cock 
and brought him off at the same time. 

Vaughn's entire body shook as he 
tangled his legs around Zane's waist and 
pulled him even closer. He impaled him­
self completely on the huge dick that 
was still spurting cum deep inside him. 
Vaughn moaned helplessly as gush 
upon gush of steamy liquid shot from his 
cock, spewed all over the wiry black 
hairs on Zane's heaving chest, and 
trickled in sluggish streaks down the 
biker's taut belly and into his crotch. 
Zane continued to flood Vaughn's hard­
fucked ass with what felt to the boy like a 
gallon of hot cum. Vaughn shot repeat­
edly as Zane's fist pumped up and down 
on his unloading dick and his tender ass 
was massaged by the full length of the 
biker's still-stiff, still-spurting fuck tool. At 



last it was over; they had both stopped 
coming. 

T_he two men gradually calmed down. 
Finally, they lay motionless on the bare 
floor, Zane on top of Vaughn, their naked 
bodies stuck together by their mingled 
sweat and cum. Their flesh glowed eerily 
in the flickering blue rinse of neon light. 
Zane stirred first. He eased his dick out 
of Vaughn's asshole and sat up, groping 
for his can of beer. Zane swigged down 
the brew and gasped with relief as it 
soothed his dry throat. 

Vaughn gradually came back to reali­
ty, looking around with dazed eyes and 
wondering how long he had been there 
with Zane. It must be getting late; his 
parents would be wondering about him. 
If they ever found out how their son had 
spent the afternoon! 

"Is it still raining outside?" he asked 
anxiously. 

Zane looked out the window. "Not 
hard." 

"I have to be getting home," Vaughn 
apologized. "Can you give me a ride?" 

"Sure, kid," the biker said amiably, 
slapping Vaughn on the butt. "God, 
you're a good fuck! I'd like to take you 
downstairs and introduce you to some of 
the guys who hang out in the bar, but if 
you gotta go, you gotta go. Get cleaned 
up and get your clothes back on , and I'll 
take you home. Hey," he added brightly, 
as Vaughn got up and staggered toward 
the bathroom, "what're you doing Friday 
night, kid? You want to come on over 
here and meet the guys? You ever been 
gangbanged? How'd you like it if I 
brought three, four of my buddies up 
here and we all got high and fucked and 
sucked all night? Would you like that?" 

Vaughn hesitated, but only for a mo­
ment. "I think I'd like that just fine," he 
said softly. 

"Good! We got a date, then," Zane 
grinned knowingly. 

"But Zane? One more thing." 
"Yeah, kid, what's on your mind?" 
"Can I see you again before Friday 

night-please? And can we-can we 
fuck again? I don't think I can wait until 
the weekend! Please, Zane? Please?"• 

CUM THRILLS 
Continued from page 52 

most showed a brawny, hairy body­
builder with black hair like Nicholas's, 
leaning over the blond guy from the 
"bench photo," fucking him in the ass. 
The look of sheer ecstasy on the blond's 
face was proof enough that he was not 
only getting screwed by an exceptionally 
large, potent dick, but that he was loving 
every inch of it. It was one of the most 
erotic photos Paul had ever seen , and he 
had long ago lost count of how many 
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times he had beaten off over it. 
He spread the sex pictures all over the 

bed and began to massage his cock with 
his gloved hand. He stared at the photo­
graphs, his eyes hungrily devouring 
each of them in turn as he went through 
the entire sequence of poses. It was a 
strange sensation , because the padded 
palm of the weightlifting glove prevented 
him from gripping and stroking his dick 
as roughly as he usually did . It was 
almost as though another guy's hand 
were wrapped around his dick, jerking 
him off rather clumsily. 

Paul raised himself on one elbow and 
stared at the bloated head of his fisted 
cock. The slit in his cockhead was wide 
open , and oozing a thick , clear drop of 
cum. Paul began to masturbate again, 
even more energetically, almost fran­
tically now, pumping at his cock as hard 
and as fast as he could. He thought 
about Nicholas's naked, sweaty body, 
and pictured himself, also naked, on his 
knees in front of the well-muscled guy, 
licking the sweat off his body, licking his 
cock, his balls, his asshole, and inviting 
Nicholas to fuck him with every inch of 
his big , hard cock. 

His orgasm began to build up in his 
balls and in the core of his tingling, burn­
ing cock. He felt the head of his meat 
swelling and the hot cum rushin ra idl 

out of him. He squeezed his fist tightly 
shut around his shaft. The pressure of 
the glove against his unloading dick 
added to the fierce pleasure that grip­
ped , shook, and convulsed his body. 
When Paul came, his sperm splashed in 
thick wads up onto his chest. He took his 
gloved hand off his cock and pressed 
the palm firmly over the tip to trap the 
cum inside. The moment's delay was 
agony as the flow of semen was stopped 
and it began to back up inside his dick 
for one painful second . Then his hand 
slipped off and his cock emptied itself in 
steady jets of cum. 

" I'm coming! I'm coming!" the young 
stud sobbed hysterically as he shot and 
shot. " I'm coming . .. oh , yeah! Yeah , 
man! Yeahhhh! " 

He raised his right hand to his lips and 
eagerly licked the slimy sperm off the 
soiled leather. Paul pressed the palm of 
his gloved hand over his mouth and 
nose, and breathed in Nicholas's sweat. 
His left hand slipped between his but­
tocks, and he began to finger-fuck him­
self as he put his gloved hand around 
his depleted cock to coax it back into 
erection. 

Paul thought about keeping Ni.cholas's 
glove, but the chance it offered of strik­
ing up a conversation with the humpy 
number was too much for him to resist. 
Infuriatingly, he had to work late that 
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Monday night, and he got to the gym 
with just enough time to do his workout 
before it closed. Nicholas didn't seem to 
be there. Paul cursed under his breath 
while he pumped iron as savagely as he 
had pumped his dick all weekend . The 
ache in his muscles helped take his 
mind off the frustrated longing in his 
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loins. 
The shower was deserted . Tearing off 

his sweaty gym clothes, Paul grabbed a 
towel and soap and dashed into the 
shower room. Luckily, there was still 
some hot water left. Paul got the water 
as hot as he could stand it and lost him­
self in the comforting glow of the spray. 
He closed his eyes and stood under the 
hot cascade of water. 

A firm, naked buttock bumped into 
him. He jerked away from the other big 
body and opened his eyes. It was 
Nicholas-laughing to cover his obvious 
embarrassment as he peered uncer­
tainly at Paul through the cloud of steam. 

" Sorry, I'm blind as a bat without my 
contacts," the husky guy apologized in 
his sensuous voice. 

"That's all right," Paul blurted out. 
"What the hell are you doing here so 
late?" 

" I got held up at work." As he spoke, 
Nicholas began soaping himself vigor­
ously-under his arms, down his chest 
and belly to his thighs. He stayed there, 
both hands lingering in his crotch, 
massaging his cock and balls with soap, 
all but playing with himself. 

Maybe he assumed that everybody 
else was as myopic as he was. "Me, 
too," Paul said quicky. This was the 
longest conversation they had ever had, 
and Paul wasn't about to let it die. "I 
found your glove the other day," he an­
nounced. "You left it in your locker-" 

" Really?" Nicholas continued soap­
ing himself, making occasional forays 
toward his hairy pees, then plunging 
down to the center of attention . He 
looked as hard-up as Paul was. "I 
thought I'd lost it, and I can't stand those 
callouses I'm getting on my hands with­
out the gloves." 

"I've got it in my gym bag," Paul ad­
mitted reluctantly. "I'll give it to you 
before we leave." 

"Thanks." Nicholas grinned at him. 
Both men were fully aroused now, and 
they weren't trying to conceal anything. 
They stood face to face fondling their 
cocks and nearly touching under the 
pelting spray from the adjacent shower­
heads. "Working out always gets me ex­
cited," Nicholas said softly as he 
stepped forward slightly so that they did 
touch . A hot shiver of desire ran through 
Paul's body. "It's like I'm in my own 
world when I'm out there pumping that 
iron, feeling my muscles getting bigger 
and harder." 

"I know," Paul groaned. "I've watched 
you." 

" I'm glad you found my glove, man. I 
was afraid I was going to have to go out 
and buy another pair. My hand was get­
ting so calloused I was almost afraid to 

jerk off! " Nicholas laughed insinuatingly. 
"You 're too good-looking to have to 

jerk off, and you know it," Paul retorted 
brazenly. Then he reached out and 
grasped Nicholas's cock. Nicholas 
pulled away slightly, but Paul didn't let 
go. This tenacity had the inevitable ef­
fect of exciting Nicholas further: his 
magnificent body, already blushing from 
the heat of the steamy shower, flushed a 
deeper hue. Paul began to manipulate 
him slowly; Nicholas closed his eyes and 
breathed deeply, his deep breaths esca­
lating into sighs and then into moans. 

Suddenly, without opening his eyes, 
he grabbed Paul 's dick and began to 
pump it forcefully, almost brutally, with 
the calloused hand he had mentioned. 
Paul was so sensitive, so keyed up, that 
he nearly exploded on the spot, but he 
wanted to prolong the moment for as 
long as possible. Paul slid out of the 
other man's grip and eased onto his 
knees on the tiled floor. With one hand 
under Nicholas's balls and the other 
wrapped around the base of his cock, 
Paul seized the head of the dick with his 
mouth . Nicholas pushed the knob of his 
thick tool into Paul 's mouth until Paul 
nearly gagged on its bulk. Then. Paul 
slipped back, grazing the dick with his 
teeth as he began to suck it passionate­
ly. He held Nicholas by his smooth, hard 
buttocks as he blew him; the big guy ran 
his fingers through Paul's wet hair. Paul 
sucked furiously until he lost all track of 
time, then suddenly, after many long, de­
licious minutes, Nicholas's dick ex­
ploded inside Paul's mouth. 

Paul got up. When he stood eye to eye 
with Nicholas, he kissed him passion­
ately on the mouth. Nicholas returned 
the kiss at first , then pulled away and 
pushed Paul away. 

"That was good," he declared, "but 
we'd better not fuck aro"und here in the 
gym. It's late and they want to elose up, 
anyway. Why don't we go to my place?" 

"Sure." Breathing hard, Paul put his 
throbbing erection on " hold " as they 
dried off, wrapped their towels modestly 
around their waists, and hurried to their 
respective lockers to get dressed. Nicho­
las laughed as Paul silently pulled the 
white leather glove from his gym bag 
and offered it to his new acquaintance. 

"Who'd ever think that a little thing like 
a glove could, you know, break the ice 
between a couple of guys?" Nicholas 
said warmly, taking the glove and giving 
Paul a quick hug. "I may have to start 
losing my gym gear more often ." 

"I wouldn't mind picking up after you, 
man," Paul replied, looking at the grimy 
jockstrap Nicholas had tossed care­
lessly on the bench beside his gym 
bag. • 







NEW COCK IN TOWN 
He has many different lookS. curious. Pensive. 

surprised. Puzzled. And eager. 
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NEW COCK IN TOWN 
He's wllllng to try things. Things he never 

tried back home. If you really want It, he'll let 
you have It. No problem. 
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ARIZONA 

DADDY'S BOY/SLAVE. 
Sought for monogamous relationship by 
6; 165 lbs, 38, mature, stable, industri­
ous, masculine, straight acting and ap­
pearing, supportive, extremely affec­
tionate and cuddly who seeks the same. 
You: like deep throat, body worship, light 
B&D, are intelligent, good looking, 18-28, 
athletic, muscular, and extremely smooth 
hairless skinned guy. Must be able to 
relocate. No drugs, cigarettes and drink 
occasionally. Robert, 5823 North lnver­
gordon Road, Scottsdale, AZ 85253. 

ARKANSAS 

GWM23 
Would like to hear from GW males 
23-40. Jimmy Lee McKinney, 3721 W 
Capitol, Little Rock, AR 72205. 

CALIFORNIA 

DEEP THROAT WANTS YOU 
WIM, 27, 5'10'; 150, brn, blue, F/A-P, 
GIP, attractive seeks man 18/37 who 
are hung 8 ½" or bigger. Small cocks 
are a turn off. I'd love to go all the way 
down your shaft to your balls (even 
your 13" John Holmes). No wierdos, 
fats, or phone sex calls. If interested 
write c/o PO Box 71347, Los Angeles, 
CA 90071 or call 213/385-2426. P.S. 
Correspondence from any state or 
country welcome. 

TWO VERSATILE EAST BAY 
w/Buddies, 35/40 looking for 3rd. We're 
into leather, boots, uniforms, toys, tits, 
balls, bondage, DIS, creative safe-sex. 
Want to play? Tell us about yourself, 
your fantasies. 484 Lakepark #190, 
Oakland, CA 94670. 

FORMER EXECUTIVE 
Military B.G.M.C., D.S.C. , ex-P.O.W Now 
prisoner of my own country. Self 
defense A.D.W Six months to go. 
Forced coprophagy as P.O.W Previously 
servicing young military as asseater 
and toilet. Also aggressive fellatio & 
J.0. service to all in Battalion. Into 
pass. WIS & light S&M. I am youngish, 
45 years young, slim & trim. Neat & 
clean. Never disease. 5'10'; 150 lbs. 
Blue & brown. Military school & war 
college graduate. No family, no mail, 
career gone. 8 ½ years prison. Please 
write. Richard Joe Kidd, Box 
689-B72191, Soledad, CA 93960. 

SILICON VALLEY BOY 
GWM, 19, brown/brown, straight look­
ing, hairy chest, stomach, ass. I want 
you for friendship, sex. New and eager 
to learn. Reply wlphoto. Hablo espaflol 
(50% Mexicano). I want to hear from 
you. Alan, PO Box 710282, San Jose, 
CA 95171. 

COCK SLAVERY 
Attractive GWM, 32, 6'2'; 150 lbs, dark 
hair, beard wants imaginative partners 
into extended oral workouts. Obedi­
ence, deep throat work, force-feeding, 
cock worship. Mutual preferred but will 
train. Also: fucking (condoms), bond­
age, titwork. Must be hairy, bearded, 
sensitive, fit and hung 7" plus as I am. 
Foto and fantasies to Tom, 240 
Sanchez, SF, CA 94114. 

COLORADO 

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

NEEDS GOOD FUCK 
Horny GWM 6; 170, 28, Green/br. beard 
seeks dominant daddy. Daddy must be 
30-55-big, thick cock very important. 
Nude photo and letter gets mine. Mike, 
1337 Corona #2, Denver, CO 80218. 

CONNECTICUT 
FRIENDS/PEN PALS 
Good looking/straight acting Bi/WM, 23, 
5'6'; 160 lbs. , brown/green seeks same 
for hot times. No weirdos or drugs. 
Photo and address. Allen, PO Box 133, 
Trumbull, CT 06611. 

FLORIDA 

GWM 32-175-6' 
would like relationship with same 18-35 
no fats. Wayne, PO 1040, Eagle Lake, 
FL 33839. 

BREVARD GWM COUPLE 
Seeks other couples for new 
friendships, sharing activities, enter­
taining, talking and visiting. Let's meet! 
P&R, Box 503, Sharpes, FL 32959-503. 

WIM, 30, BLOND, GREEN 
EYES, 6'1'; 150, 
Muscular swimmer, seeks muscular, 
masculine or athletic men. Light 
bondage and massage. Send photo. 
Brooks, PO Box 3931, Lantana, FL 
33462. 

DAYTONA-ORLANDO AREA 
34, 6' 7'; WM, Likes to get it on with 
hot studs who read HONCHO. Am 
versatile and appreciate same. Photo, 
phone preferred. T-ROOM, PO Box 
5223-A, Orlando, FL 32805. 

FT. LAUDERDALE AREA 
Want a hot man 5'10" 28 years old 132 
lbs Blonde Hair Blue eyes Very hairy 
chest. And I have 8" cock. I like to 
suck & fuck. I want a hot man between 
the ages of 28-30 years old. Also I 
want to have a possible relationship 
with him. Please Send Photo. Frank J. 
Klempa, 108 SW -19th Ave. , Apt. #108, 
Ft. Laude'rdale, FL 33302. 

GWM, 31, 6; 157 LBS. 
Brown/blue, bearded, seeks masculine, 
sensitive guy for friendship/long-term 
relationship. NO smoking/drugs. Send 
photo. PO Box 2726, Pinellas Park, 
Florida 34290-2726. 

GEORGIA 

HANDSOME WIM, 30, 6'1'; i85 
LBS., 
Brown hair anc .. dyes, hairy body. I en­
joy working out, cuddling and cor­
responding with attractive, masculine 
guys 18-40. Tell me what's on your 
mind! Your photo gets mine. Box 624, 
Riverdale, GA 30274. 

HAIRY FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
Seeking pilots, FIA's, ramp or ground 
crew-Coast to Coast. I'm handsome, 
6; 170, 30, WIM. Ready to overnight . 

. and travel. Photo gets mine. Box 20315, 
Atlanta, GA 30325. 

I AM SPANISH, 23, 
5' 7'; 140 lbs., brown eyes, black hair, 
like to meet that someone special, · 
blonde and prefer from California but 
not necessary, 18-30 for relationship 
and willing to move to another state if 
happiness is around please write Erick, 
700 South Jolly, Apt. 4, Clarkston, GA 
30021. Love to hear from you. 

ILLINOIS 

YOUNG RELATIONSHIP 
Young 52, GWM, 6'2'; 185, sincere and 
understanding. Enjoy films, travel, 
homelife, cuddling. Seeks 18-35 
swimmer/gymnast body. No fats, fems, 
drugs, S&M, blacks. Letter & photo to 
John Richards, PO Box 911, Midlothian, 
IL 60445. 
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HAIRY FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
See "GEORGIA''. 

37, CHINESE, 
5'9" tall, black hair, brown eyes, with 7" 
cut horny tool, want to write and meet 
sincere guys with hairy body or with 
moustache for serious relationship 
30-60.' I love swimming, boating, 
fishing; horse-riding, sun-bathing, 
cooking, travel, gardening and 
photography. I'm slim and hairless, and 
active. Jose Po Tan, PO Box 764, Cebu 
Citv 6401, Philippines. 

GWM 30'S 
Seeks friends, playmates for good 
times. Please enclose a photo for faster 
reply. #1208-610-4 Ave SW, Calgary, 
Alberta T2P 0K1, Canada. 

INTERNATIONAUGERMANY 
Handsome German, tall, 1.86m, cut 7; 
looking for straight men age about 
35-40, for contact and correspondence: 
H. Weyand, Gartenstr. 6, 5480 
Remagen, W Germany. 

WOULD LIKE DUTCH, 
England, Sweden gay 19-32. My age 
35. Very straight acting and good job. 
Would help with schooling. Will answer 
letters with nude photo and address. 
S.S., PO Box 61, Crooksville, OH 43731. 
614/697-7329 10 pm to 8 am. 

COMMERCIAL 
HORNY TOAD 
Smelly, sweaty, piss stained, cum 
streaked used jock w J/O letter & 
picture of wearer just $15. Hot 
cassettes, "Piss," "Dirty Jokes," 
"Master's Orders," "The Cop Calls." $10 
each. Videos too! SIR, PO Box 14425, 
SF, CA 94114. 

TELEPHONE PROBLEMS 
Long distance telephone-atics costing 
you a bundle? End it permanently with 
one last call. Bill (409) 696-2583. 

PHONE FANTASY! 
Call a hot young stud at (415) 
976-5959, only $1.50 per call plus toll, 
must be over 18, California residents 
only. 

OVER 100 RESTAURANTS 
and bars for sale in the Greater New 
York area and U.S. Virgin Islands. 
DWYER BUSINESS SALES, INC., 128 
Court Street, White Plains, New York. 
(914) 997-2534 .. 
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PUERTO RICAN STUD HOUSE 
Of young macho chicos offers unique 
Salsa Latina nude erotic photo sampler. 
$12.00 prepaid to over 21. From: Boyeros, 
PO Box 958, Dorado, Puerto Rico 00646. 

NICK'S PHONE SEX 
Ex-hustler sells it over the phone. Hot, 
hung, muse. & shoots big loads. Get on 
your knees and start dialing. MC-VISA 
(212) 691-3850. 

STAY HEALTHY WITH SIR 
DOUBLE FEATURE ONE $39.95 
Part one THE PISS PIG. Urine galore in this 
golden showers extravaganza. Gallons of shimmer­
ing liquid gold. See the piss pig drink it. See him 
soaked in piss from head to toe. Part two THE 
CUM CHRONICLES. Sirco men at their best. Shot 
after shot after shot of big, creamy white loads as 
you like 'em. 
DOUBLE FEATURE TWO $39.95 
Part one ABUSE. Spanking and slapping .has been 
refined to an art in Abuse . .Cross the line between 
pain and pleasure. See sexy firm white buns turn 
red as h'amburger before your eyes. Into handcuffs 
or curious about cattle prods? This video is for_ 
you. Part two FORESKIN. Meaty, juicy cocks with 
Jots of foreskin to gently caress and suck on. Ever 
wonder what it feels like? Now see for yourself. 
Mouthwatering close-ups. 
SUPER SAVING SPECIAL. All four videos on one 
tape just $59.95. Ready for immediate mailing. 
Save $20.00. 
DOUBLE FEATURE THREE $39.95 
Part one THE PEEPING TOM. Sirco's telephoto 
Jens brings you those big cocked exhibitionists 
who like to jack off in their front window for 
everybody to see. Very stimulating. Part two 
LATINO MEN. Hot Hispanics, Horny Hondurans, 
Pretty Puerto Ricans, Brazen Brazilians, Colossal 
Colombians, Chic Chicanos, Potent Portuguese in 
passionate action. 
SJRCO, PO Box 14425, San Francisco, CA 94114. 

DON'T CUT, PERM OR DYE­
Send off and buy. Men's wigs and 
accessories. Details SASE to A.Y.L.I., 
PO Box 740339, New Orleans, LA 
70174. 

HOT YOUNG STUD 
Wants to make it with you! 5 call or 6 calls 
$20.00! (313) 239-0940. MCNISA. 10 pm 
-3amESI 

HOT MEN OBSERVED 
2 hot videos. #1 Men caught jerking off in 
various places by hidden surveillance 
cameras, #2: More men seen being tat­
tooed, pissing C&B shaving, jacking off, 
etc. $59.95 each. MIC, Visa, MIO. SASE 
info. Now Tapes, 5299 Fountain, #106, 
LA, CA 90029. 

DICK AND MORE! 
Big, sizzling-hot, uncensored national 
cock-adlists. Nude/erotic infopixpak 
$3.00: AD-MEN, 59 West 10th, NYC 
10011. 

CALL A HOT STUD TONIGHT! 
Two calls only $25! (313) 239-0940. 
MCNisa, 10 pm-3 am ESI 

BEST AND MOST 
DISCREET LIST 
For those who want total discretion and 
personal service, THE GEMINI LIST IS 
#1. Especially good for bi, married, 
traveling men, and Honcho Type con­
tacts. 5 Free memberships given each 
month. Maybe you qualify for one? 
Special discount to truckers, hardhats, 
military, lawmen, fireman and similar 
trades. Free information. No obligation. 
SASE to: The Gemini List, PO Box 
1782, Americus, GA 31709. Phone veri­
fication: (912) 924-4038, Weekdays 8-5. 

BUILD UP YOUR IMMUNE 
SYSTEM AND STOP WORRYING 
ABOUT AIDS 
Safe, natural proven methods also 
improve sexual energy and help you 
feel better and stay young longer. 
Interesting, fact-filled book. $6.00 PPD. 
Cash, Check or M.O. CAMC 
ASSOCIATES, 12731 Research Blvd. 
Suite A-101-13, Austin, TX 78759. 

GET INTO SOMEONE'S SHORTS 
Undercoverman: the jockey shorts, 
jockstrap, all-underwear fetish olub for 
men. Info $2: Box 623-UCH, New York, 
NY 10013. 

BLOW SOMEONE'S SOCKS 
OFF! 
Footman: 6th sensational year of the 
world's longest running boot, shoe, 
socks, sneakers and bare feet club! 
Info $2: Box 623, FMH, New York, NY 
10013. 

ORGANIZATIONS 

HOTTEST J/O WORKOUT 
GROUP. 
Apply Box 303, Dallas, TX 75221. 

BEAT YOUR MEAT 
With NY's Hottest Horniest Dudes! 
Weekly J/O Group in Manhattan and 
nationwide Phonesex club. Box D-34, 
496 Hudson Street, NY, NY 10014; 
1-212-420-9118 or 1-718-225-1943. 

PHONESEX 
Get off over the phone-call NOW-(313) 
239-0940. Become a member and 
receive Free Phone Calls! 10pm-3am 
MCNISA. 

FIRE ISLAND SIM CAMP 
Come learn or expand with lnterchain. 
Daddy/Top interested masters also may 
apply. A weekend or a week. Box 
3024, GCS, NYC 10163. 



~UST DO WHAT HE AYS AND ~OU 
WON'T HAYE ANY. P.ROBLEMS. 
SURE, HE'S DEMANDING, BUT ISN~ 

.;THAT THE WAY YOU WAN~ YOUR 
t:, MASTER TO BE?,, . 
• ~- ·r.,":c •{:"-, 



PLEASE.SIR 

IF YOU LIKE THE TASTE OF HIS LEATHER BOOTS, YOU'RE GOING TO LOVE THE 
SWEAT-SLICKED FLAVOR OF HIS DARK MARBLE BODY. BUT DON'T DO ANY 

FREELANCING; YOU'RE ONLY HERE TO DO WHAT HE WANTS. 
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$5.00 REFUNDABLE IF MACHINE IS PURCHASED 
FOR FUTHER INFORMATION OR CREDIT CARD ORDERS CALL 

7 1 54 
VISA - MASTERCARD - AMERICAN EXP. 
••••••••••••••••••••••••••••r 

RE LAX 
-/1t 'f "U.'C '"cal I Ci I-I [ 

mflm6flt oacilit'f! 

Our 37 Member 
Facilities Include: 

Buffalo, NY 
Morgan's Sauna (716) 852-2153 

Chicago. IL 
Unicom Club (312) 929-6080 

Grand Rapids, Ml 
Diplomat Health Club (616) 452-3754 

Hollywood. CA 
The Hollywood Spa (213) 463-5169 

Honolulu, HI 
The Steam Works (808) 923-1853 

Indianapolis, IN 
The Body Works (317)635-1837 

N. Hollywood, CA 
The Compound (818) 760-6969 

Portland, OR 
Continental Club Baths (503) 223-2313 

Reno, NV 
Dave's Club (702) 322-4403 

San Diego, CA 
Dave's Club (619) 244-9011 

San Jose, CA 
The Watergarden (408) 275-1242 

Seattle, WA 
Continental Club Baths (206) 322-9715 

Seattle, WA 
Dave's Club (206) 623-2045 

For Your 1985 "HANDBOOK OF 
MEMBER FACILITIES" 

Send $1 .50 to 303 N . Senate Ave., 
Indianapolis , IN. 46204 



261 W. 19TH ST. 
NEW YORK, N.V. 
212-807-1789 

HOURS: 
1:00 PM to 10:00 PM TUES THRU SAT 
1:00 PM to 6:00 PM SUNDAYS 
CLOSED MONDAYS 

LARGEST SELECTIOf'\I 
OF TIT-TORTURE 
ANV~JHEAE 

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 

Send now for the first edition of The Noose Catalog. $5.00 deductible from first purchase 
over ,$25.00 with this ad. 

THE NOOSE 
261 W. 19th Street 

New York, NY 10011 

Please send me your first edition of (The Noose). I state that I am 21 years old or older. 
Enclosed is my $5.00 M.O. applicable toward my first purchase. 

City & State ____________ Zip _____ _ 
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