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J. BRIAN'S

Currently available in video and now playing at your local erotic cinema, J. Brian’s
Flashbacks includes Will Seeger and Miles Long as superhot sharpshooters out to
have a little action in the California sunshine. As serialized in Honcho, here's a tanta-
lizing preview, giving you a look at what'’s to come. Episode One introduces two hand-
some young studs getting it on in the backyard. Episode Two follows a new team in
their encounter in the park. Big, blond and uncut. You might say they had sex on their
minds. Then again, they're all-American boys doing what comes naturally. See J.
Brian's Flashback at your local moviehouse.
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EPISODE ONE:

The Northern California sun melted
into Robert’s lean blond torso. The
ocean wind blowing in against the
high rocky cliffs below Land's End
cooled the beads of sweat and sun-
tan oil glistening on his inner thighs.
He was alone and naked except for a
pair of dark nylon swimming briefs
that his hand groped, rubbed, and
stroked. He liked the big-bulged feel
of his balls and cock, half-hard, as
lazy and laidback as his head on this
afternoon when he'd felt like getting
out of the Fast Lane on Castro. He
had awakened that morning with the
alarm, thought twice about it, turned

over for a few more minutes sleep,
and woke up an hour later. The sun
was blazing through his bedroom
windows.

He stretched his naked body.
Thought what the hell. Walked to the
phone in the hall, with his morning
hardon bobbing up against his belly,
dialed his office and called in well.
“Everybody always calls in sick to
get a day off,” he said to his boss.
“I'm calling in well. Sort of a Mental
Health Day.” His boss, the oldest
working lesbian in the Financial
District, laughed. “You're all m
boys," she said. “Enjoy!"*He said
thanks. She said, “But I'm going to
work your buns off tomorrow!"

Lying alone on the windswept
sand, he didn't doubt but that she
would; but falling in and out of a
doze, he started feeling that itch in
his crotch and his ass for a man to
work his buns off today. He had
beach dreams about a hunky, hung,
muscled lifeguard prodding him
awake with a big sand-covered foot
that led up a sunbronzed body to a
pair of mirrored sunglasses shield-
ing a handsome face haloed with a
mane of dark curly hair. The dream
made his dick harden.

His dream of dark eyes cruising
him, he remembered later, floated up
from some erotic intuition that he
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