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Letters and other stuff to
the editor............6

anerofc fuck & suck photo
secession from Bjomn’s new

Video.”Amazon Adventure”
by Kristen Bjorn

a photo layout of hot
beach hunks n’ punks.
by Bigl\ﬁdeo Ente_rtafnmenf o

a nice grouping of hard
dicks n’ cocks
by Vivid Man Video

adeamaumiue

afiction
by Jack Fritscher

hard cock, hot ass, open
assholes, what else??"

courtesy of Vivid Man Video ..
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My Jizz art director Viva la Beat research
photo assistant Mario Felix editorial assistant

To: Jimmy Jizz
Art Director, Skin/Thrust Magazine.

Dear Jimmy,
I've just received the copy of Thrust Magazine you
sent me recently (actually it took almost 3 weeks to
receive it) and I'm writing you to express my surprise
for its top notch quality.
| wish | could master English better, but to put it sim-
ple, I'd say,"your magazine has Personality, and I'm
sure its “brother”, Skin, must be the same level."”
Congratulations for producing such magazines!
Sincerely,
Max Julien
Sao Paulo, Brazil

Dear Mr Julien:

Thank you for your kind words, your photo submis-

sions and your time which is all greatly appreciated.
-Jimmy Jizz

Photo courtesy of MARCOSTUDIO
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-fiction by a man named...

before we all knew, the ache that stays for the memory of some young .Jack ritscher

YOUNG MAN. Young, young, young man. Miss du Bois knew, long

man who, for one afternoon one summer, thrilled us with no more that
a dropdead vision of himself. | know. | remember. In the back of a drawer, |
found a sheet of stationery from the Cabana Sands Motel in Venice Beach
dated June 1997. On it are written words that seem sprung from the vision of
the sexy, young beach hustler, whose name was Tito, and whose face and
body, all muscles and tousled hair and enormous cock, glistened with the kind
of sun-sweat young men sweat only on Southern California beaches.

CABANA SANDS MOTEL

Desire? I'll remember Desire. | was seated somewhere on the Venice strand,
outside some forgotten cafe, when the sun hot and bright, squinting painfully
toward the sea, trying to clear my vision which movie-like had become all
blurred about the edges, and | wanted to clear my sight to resume my reading.
| reached for my sweating glass of cool Perrier, and | looked up.

He was there, Suddenly.

white stucco wall. His body against the white stucco wall. His body
tanned, stripped to the waist, wearing those long white nylon beach
trousers that clung wet to his big soft dick and his muscular thighs, wet from
his healthy seasweat, from his plunge in the sea.
A white sweatband coiled his dark hair. His face was turned down toward his
white transparent crotch above his cock which stiffened, rose, grew hard, half
under the cover of his olive-skinned meat. His left hand toyed with the draw-
string at his tight waist to show the slide of his clinging wet pants down his
strong cyclists thighs.
He was very muscular: arms, shoulders, chest, legs. He had black hair which,
obscured seductively his perfect dark face. | did not know him. But | knew him.
| knew that boy, who on the strand was called Tito.
| knew that when he finally looked up, finally, from his crotched hand, across

Unexpected. Waiting. Turned in upon himself. Leaning back against the

He was
Very muscular.

c ei’l(,jﬁerss’.

He had black
hair which,
obscured
seductively

pertect dark tace.
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the distance to my eyes, that he would beautiful, that he
would lift my heart, sweet god, right out of me and carry
me up into the brightness and light and heat of the sun,
and my eyes would burn no more.

Desire is no less that the brightness and heat burning in a
young man's body.

e put his strong hand in mine and led me word-
Hlessly to a private place. He peeled off my shirt

and my swim trunks. He kissed my wallet and
placed it on top of my
clothes. He laid me
back on the hot sand.
His small grin revealing
perfect white teeth. He
stripped off his (white
nylon beach) trousers,
knowing my hot need,
and knelt naked,
astraddle my chest,
placing my right hand
on my dick, leaving my
left hand free to rub the
salt-air seasweat
across his nipples dark-
er than his tanned pec-
torals, free to rub down
his tight belly, down into
the crisp bush of his
young crotch, palming
his big sweaty balls,
wrapping my hand
around the thick shaft
of his big cock.

“It's all yours."
That's all he ever said
to me.

“It's all yours."

His heat and sweat
rained down on me
between his legs. He
never touched his cock.
He never had to. His
dick erected itself. He
knew to rise upon his
knees. He knew to take
the back of my head in
his hands. He knew to

place the head of his thick cock aainst my lips. He knew

how to feed me.

| learned the taste of his body. | opened to the slow entry
of his cock parting my lips, passing my teeth, gliding
across my tongue, burrowing down my throat. His length
was almost too long for me. He reached down his arms
and wrapped his strong hands behind my head. He smiled
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and bounced my head in his hands and tenderly pushed
the full length of his hard rod deep back in my head,
beginning the careful rocking push that men who are hero-
ically hung know by heart.

He fucked my face that afternoon deeper than any man
has ever penetrated.Buried to his cockroot in my mouth,
he raised his splendid, young, muscular body up to the
sun. Impaled by his dick, with his curly black crotch hair
against my nose, | looked up at his body that rose from his
dick deep in my mouth like some word | had often spoken,
but never till now under-
| stood.

Desire.

e made the late
. afternoon last into
wilight, coaxing

me with the thrust of his
| hips into accepting deeper
' into my mouth and throat
the long inches of his hard
manhood. Sweat slicked
both our bodies. My own
' cock ached to cum, but |
could not as long as this
young man, in no hurry to
go anywhere, dreamed his
own dreams behind his
| closed eyes as he rocked
. his horse-cock into my
| face until my eyes
watered, until tears came
| for the simple inexplicable
joy of it all.
At last his rocking motions
gathered intensity. My lips
circled the expanding
thickness of his dick work-
ing in and out of my
mouth. The sweet taste of
his pre-lube cued my
throat to relax even deep-
er.

inally, he leaned
down over my face,
tight belly flexing,

raising his hips and butt, fucking my face full force, driving
long and thick and deep, choking me with final Desire, with
me wanting more, wanting more even than was possible,
wanting to freeze forever out of time the sunburst moment
of my cuming with that huge young beach cocksman ram-
ming his dick into my face and my head into the sand.

© 1997 Jack Fritscher





