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TASTY LADY
BRYNN TYLER

Blue-eyed blonde Brynn loves the taste of cum. She can tell what a man 
eats just by the taste of his seed. Her boyfriend eats a lot of junk food and 
his jizz tastes a bit like lard. Her therapist’s is sweet and creamy — he’s 
a vegan. The security guard at the gatehouse to her complex tastes like 
cleaning products. She’s not sure what he eats — but it must be good!
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Sexxxy in the City!
One look at Tori is enough to get our hearts slapping against our chests. We don’t know whether it’s the 
piercing eyes, beautiful breasts, or the cock-inspiring black stockings on her long legs; but you’ll notice Tori 
is pretty close to an angel… and we say that’s rather fitting! When we told Tori about our fantasies of her, 
she told us that she’s a big fan of Sex And The City. Well, Tori… so are we… and the Sex involves you!
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DEAR EDITOR

I live in a state college town and am regu-
larly treated to a parade of gorgeous co-
eds, and let me tell you that Sarah blows 
them all out of the water. I can just see 
her now as a sorority mother, teaching 
her girls how to keep their faces and fig-
ures in tip-top form to impress men of all 
ages throughout their lives.

Sarah’s luxuriously long, blonde hair with 
brunette highlights drapes her face in one 
of those modern, layered cuts, accentu-
ating her deep blue eyes and pouty, full 
lips, the kind of lips you’d want wrapped 
around your cock for hours. I’m a breast 
man through and through, and Sarah’s 
plump D+ cups overfloweth with robust 
sexuality. With a lot of women beyond 
their mid-thirties I’ve noticed quite a bit 
of sagging in the chest area. Not Sarah. 
Despite their great mass, her tits still 
hold tight to her body, her nipples stand-
ing perfectly at attention beckoning 
an awaiting tongue. If only they were 
pierced! And can anyone say ‘motor-
boat’? Ha.

Okay. I’ll admit this also... I’m into the 
whole shaved bush thing. Come on guys – 
tell me you really enjoy getting a mouthful 
of pubes when you go down on your girl… 
Sarah’s pristine shaved pussy is a work of 
art. Her pussy lips are perfect, so perfect 
that they call to me. “Zach, Zach. Come 
stick your cock in me. I want to pleasure 
you!” My images of her with a dildo drive 
me out of my fucking mind. And then there  
are ones of her didling her clit?

Thanks again for allowing me to vent 
about Sarah. Maybe one day I’ll have 
the balls to go up to her, but for now 

she’ll be my spank-fodder for 
weeks, maybe even months. 
My friends will probably even 
wonder why I stopped leaving 
the house!
                                    •• Zachary

Dear Editor

My name is Mike and I am  
22 and I’m  writing to you be-
cause I love older women and 
very much appreciate seeing 
them in  magazines. I guess 
my love for older women 
started back in college when 
I had a huge crush on my eco-
nomics professor. She was 
beautiful. She had blonde hair 
and big blue eyes. She stood 
about  5’ 6” and had these 
breasts that were way too big 
for her size. I’d often stare at 
her boobs wishing I could put 
my face between them and 
inhale her smell. 

When she’d turn her back to the class, 
all the guys would give each other the 
thumbs up with a little wink. They were 
all thinking the same thing as me. We’d 
pass around video clips on Ben’s cell 
phone of a girl that looked a lot like her 
and she was having sex with another girl. 
This is what I learn in college.
                                                         •• Mike

To the editor,

My girlfriend Daria and I have a weekly 
“girl’s night” ritual where we get togeth-
er for dinner, share a bottle of wine or 
two, talk about our lives, and recap the 
week’s events. Our husbands are very ac-

commodating, usually grateful to have an 
evening to themselves. This week was no 
different, except that it had been a try-
ing week for Daria. She’d found a pair of 
panties under the seat of Ron’s car and 
was none too thrilled about it. They’d be 
fighting non-stop, and tonight Daria spent 
most of the first part of the evening crying 
and trying to figure out what to do.

After dinner and bottle and a half of char-
donnay, Daria and I sat on the couch idly 
flipping channels, the wine and food hav-
ing taken the edge off Daria’s heart pain. 
Sex and The City, one of our usual favor-
ites, had only seemed to make her feel 
worse, and frankly neither of us were 

Letters that should or shouldn’t have been written, or at least sent to us!
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in the mood for television at that point. 
Daria tossed the remote onto the coffee 
table and flopped her head down into my 
lap. As she curled up I stroked her hair 
comfortingly. “You’re such a good friend,” 
she said. “Sometimes I wish I could trade 
Bill for you, only you’re missing a major 
appendage.” I laughed as Daria nestled 
in tighter, and contentedly I leaned my 
head back on the couch.

I was halfway to a nice wine coma when 
I felt a light touch on my inner thigh. 
My head snapped forward and I looked 
down to see Daria’s hand caressing me. 
I assumed that she was being absent-
minded, also in moderate haze. Her touch 
actually felt kind of nice. I lay my head 
back down and began to drift again. Then 
Daria’s hand moved higher up my thigh, 
and I knew that she was more alert than 
she let on. Maybe it was all those epi-
sodes of The L Word that we’d watched 
together or those occasional times when 
we’d watch one of my husband’s pornos. 
But whatever the case I’d become curi-
ous about having a lesbian encounter 
for a while now and waited to see what 
Daria’s agenda was. I began to stroke her 
head more firmly, and she responded by 
doing the same to my thigh, all the while 
getting closer and closer to my rapidly 
moistening pussy. 

Then it happened. Daria looked up at me 
as if to ask permission as she slid her 
hand underneath my shorts and went for 
it, her fingertips running gently over my 
panties and my pussy lips. I smiled at her 
and shifted my legs to facilitate her explo-
rations, my wetness readily apparent. Dar-
ia dropped a hand to her own crotch and 
began to mirror her hand motions as the 
hand focused on me slipped beneath my 
panties, found my clit, and massaged it in 
circular motions. I grunted approvingly and 
reached a hand under her shirt and discov-
ered her bra was a front-clasp. I popped 
it open and started fondling her breasts, 
squeezing and kneading them and teasing 
her erect nipples. “It’s about time we did 
this.” said Daria breathlessly, clearly en-
joying our combined touch. 

“Take my shorts off,” I said. Daria wast-
ed no time in undoing and removing my 
shorts and panties, upon completion 
burying her face in my pussy. I grabbed 
the back of her head and pushed her 
deeper into my crotch, her tongue dart-
ing in and out and around my snatch. As 
she sucked on my clit I rolled my hips to 
match her motions. On the verge of cum-
ming I let out a moan. Daria responded 
by additionally stuffing two fingers up my 
pussy. That did it! I let go and erupted, my 
hips bucking wildly. Daria’s tongue kept 
on lapping and she moaned too. As I be-
gan to settle down, our eyes met and we 
shared a sultry kiss, the taste of my pussy 
on Daria’s full and pouty lips.

The rest of the evening was filled with 
blissful exploration. Naturally, I returned 
the favor, making Daria come more than 
a few times. We cleaned up and Daria 
left before my husband came home. I had 
a feeling girl’s night was going to get a 
whole lot better!
                                                       •• Sydney
 
dear editor

I can’t believe I’m writing this letter! I 
was at the movies the other day by my-
self and I happened to be standing in line 
ahead of this gorgeous guy. We made eye 
contact and smiled at each other when he 
got in line. When it came to be my 

I LOVE THE MOVIES



turn to pay for my ticket, my credit card 
got declined. Embarrassed, I fumbled 
through my wallet for some cash but as 
luck would have it I didn’t have any. At 
that moment the guy stepped up to the 
counter and told the clerk to make that 
two as he handed over his card. I was 
grateful to have the awkwardness ended, 
so I graciously accepted his advance. He 
got us some popcorn and some soda and 
we headed into the theater. 

As we took our seats in the back of the 
near-empty house, I was nervous as we 
talked while waiting for the movie to be-
gin. It turned out that we liked a lot of the 
same movies and also some of the same 
music. Soon his jokes and his charming 
demeanor put me at ease and I relaxed. 
Then the movie started.

While the movie was playing I’d see him 
occasionally glancing at me out of the cor-
ner of my eye. It was pretty apparent that 
he was into me, and I was digging him too. 
About halfway through the movie I blindly 
reached over for the popcorn bucket in his 
lap and missed, spilling the popcorn every-
where. Embarrassed again, I reached over 
to help him clean up the popcorn. To my 
surprise he had a raging hard-on tenting 
up his jeans. I looked at him and he smiled 
invitingly. 

I don’t know what came over me, but in-
stead of moving to clean up the popcorn 
my hand made a beeline to his member. 
I started stroking him through his jeans, 
and he put his hand on my back and be-
gan to massage me firmly. Growing even 
more bold I unbuttoned his jeans and un-
zipped his fly. His rock hard cock jumped 
out through the hole in his boxers. I wast-
ed no time in filling my eager hand with 
its thickness, deftly working my hand up 
and down his shaft and up over the tip. 
His hand was now in hair caressing my 
scalp. 

My god, was this hot! I glanced out into 
the theater – the few in the audience 
were focused on the film. I popped out of 
my seat, dropped to my knees, and bent 

If you have something to say to us, then go write 
ahead. You can send your letters to the Editor, 
Blair Publishing, Inc., 10170 W. Tropicana Ave., 
#156-168, Las Vegas, NV 89147. All submis-
sions become the property of Blair Publishing, 
Inc., and up to our discretion to publish them 
– or not. Either way, we enjoy reading them all.

down to take him into my mouth. My head 
bobbed up and down as I sucked his cock 
with intensity, running my tongue and 
lips over every inch of it. Then I sucked 
just the tip as I pumped his shaft with my 
hand. That did it for him and he let out a 
stifled moan, filling my mouth with his hot 
cum. I swallowed it all! Then I got back 

in my seat while he put himself away. He 
put his arm around me and we finished 
watching the movie, popcorn still scat-
tered everywhere. 

After the movie we went back to his place 
and fucked our brains out. I woke up in his 
arms and that felt really good. After coffee, I 

I S
U

CK
ED

 O
N

 J
U

ST
 T

H
E 

TI
P 

A
S 

M
Y 

H
A

N
D

S 
W

EN
T 

TO
 W

O
RK

 O
N

 T
H

E 
SH

A
FT

 A
N

D
 H

IS
 B

A
LL

S.

went to my bank to check on my credit card. 
I tried it there and it worked fine. Clearly it 
was declined for a purpose, and so far that 
purpose has proven to be extremely plea-
surable. I hope things work out with HIM. 
If not, at least I got a good story out of it.

			         •• Susan



GABBIEGABBIE
Things have gotten real crazy for Gabbie since she has become one of the most desired stars today. Even 
her exciting world has become stressful so she heads to her mountain cabin to de-stress. But that doesn’t 
last too long as she takes her photographer along and after only one night’s rest, she’s right back at it.







I LOVE MY BODY, DON’T YOU?  I LOVE MY BODY, DON’T YOU?  800-607-4437 800-607-4437  MUST BE 18 TO CALL MUST BE 18 TO CALL
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MISCHA
I haven’t had sex with too many guys, but I’ve enjoyed each and every one of them. I used 
to do only girls and so I could be true to my boyfriend. But after we broke up, I wanted to 
fuck more guys and what better way than to do porn! So here I go, and you can watch me.
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888-596-5664888-596-5664
DICK IS MY FAVE DICK IS MY FAVE 
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Roberta was attending my roommate’s art open-
ing at a downtown gallery. She was a bit of an art 
snob, but a true patron. All the art gallery em-
ployees said to watch out for her. But I just did as 
I normally would and went to the opening with 
the intention of getting through the evening and 
then going home to a cold beer or glass of wine.

As it turned out, the night ended up being a lot 
of fun with good food, lotsa beer and some pret-
ty cool people. And the some of the chicks were 
hot, too. Others were a bit too freaky looking for 
my taste, but when I talked to them, they actu-
ally seemed pretty normal. But overall, the cool-
est part was the open bar. All the drinks you could 
want and what could be so wrong with that? After 
a few I actually thought I could understand the art.

While standing at the bar, I overheard a conver-
sation between Brett, my roommate, and the ex-
hibition installer. They were talking about a body 
painting exhibit in the gallery down the hall. Be-
ing one that can appreciate all kinds of art, espe-
cially after a few brewskis, I joined in the conver-
sation and learned that they were just staring to 
paint the nude female models. 

“You should have come to tell me.” I joked to Brett.

“And miss some of the painting. Besides, it’s going 
to be on for a couple hours yet tonight.” he said. 

I decided to go have a look myself. When I got 
there the models and artists had paired off into 
their respective areas and the airbrushes were 
hard at work. I counted six models and all of them 
topless, only little flesh colored panties protected 
their most private of parts from the intrusive 
paint, and painters, I thought. There was a small 
crowd of onlookers for every group. They would 
stand back and whisper to each other about the 
happenings, and then move to the next one. I 
thought this would be really funny if it was filmed 
and then speeded up. Kinda Benny Hill-ish, when 
he gets chased by those scantily clad Brit birds 
through a park.

As I was about to leave, a big smile still spread 

across my face, Roberta wandered into the gallery. 
I didn’t know it was her, but overheard one of the 
artists mention her name. They told her the ex-
hibition she wanted was down the hall. Excusing 
herself, she gave one last amused glance around 
the room and headed out the door. I watched as 
she exited and thought that was fine piece of 40 
year old ass. Her black pencil skirt hugged her 
hips. Black stilettos made her gams look good and 
three long strands of pearls teased her cleavage. 
Could her personality be so bad?

I followed her back to Brett’s opening at a safe 
distance, but still caught a wiff of her perfume. 
Chanel No 9, I reckoned. Sweet but sassy. A so-
phisticated yet youthful scent. Not as heavy as No 
5. Back inside the gallery, I saw her mixing it up 

with some of the others as I walked over to the 
bar. I stood off to the side and when the barkeep 
came over to get a bottle of tequila, I asked him if 
that was Roberta. He nodded as he looked up to 

  was it really  was it really  
allall  about about 
     the     the  art?art?
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confirm.  I hand her a glass and she takes it and a 
couple steps, then looks back at me, raises her glass 
and says, “Nice talking with you.” and smiles. I near-
ly peed my pants and it wasn’t because of the beer.

The rest of the evening went on without a hitch and 
as the last of the patrons were leaving I went over 
to Brett shaking hands with Roberta. They engaged 
me in their artsy conversation for a minute and 
Brett thanked her for coming down. 

“Coming down?” I asked.

“I’ve got a studio loft upstairs.” she said, “Would 
you two like to join me for a nightcap?” Brett didn’t 
hear her as he was saying goodbye to someone else. 
I tap him on the shoulder and tell him she’s invited 
us upstairs. We take one of those funky freight el-
evators up four floors and she opens the doors to 
reveal a beautifully decorated loft, sparse in furni-
ture and long on open space. 

“Do you gentlemen like a drink?” she asked wan-
dering over to the kitchen tucked into a corner.

“A beer please.” I said. “The same for me.” said Brett. 
She opened a couple bottles and handed them to 
us.

“Here’s to art...” I paused looking at Brett, who, by 
now had passed out on the edge of the bed from late 
hours, stressful opening and probably too much to 
drink. She looked back at him and smiled. It was 
now just the two of us and I really didn’t know a 
damn thing about art.

“Come here” she said beckoning me across the loft. 
I walked over to where she was now standing by the 
huge windows with a twinkling city behind her. She 
took my bottle.

“Kneel down.” she commanded. I did as asked be-
fore her on the floor. 

She took hold of the hem at either side of her skirt 
and ever so slowly began to pull it up. It began to 
lift from just below her knees, over them and slow-
ly began to rise along her thighs. I glanced up very 
briefly a couple of times and she sat there smiling 
seductively at me.

The skirt continued its upward journey and she 
stopped again just before I could see everything, 
the darkness under the last bit of skirt still just 
protecting her final shred of privacy. I looked up at 
her. Our eyes met.

“Like to see a true piece of art?” she asked.
“I would.” I said swallowing deeply as her body filled 

the space in front of me. And with that she tugged 
her skirt up the last couple of inches exposing her 
dark triangle of pubic hair. I knelt there just gaz-
ing at it. She pulled her skirt up past her hips and 
then opened her legs before me to give me a better 

view. I leaned forward and began to run my hands 
up her legs. Starting at her ankles I let them travel 
slowly up along her calves, over her knees, along 
her thighs, past her stocking tops to her triangle of 
pubic hair. I stopped briefly and Roberta, who had 
her head thrown back with eyes shut in anticipa-
tion, opened them to see why I had stopped.

“Just teasing.” I said before continuing. 

She gasped in anticipation as my fingers reached her 
outer lips. Gently I pulled them apart and peered 
inside for a moment before letting my tongue begin 
to probe her depths. Sue emitted a hoarse moan as I 
proceeded. I stuck my tongue deep into her to taste 
her juices and then pulled back a bit and began to 
roll her clit between my teeth. She cried out as soon 
as I started, spread her legs wider still, and pulled 
me tightly into her with her hands round my ears.

She began to flinch jerkily beneath me. I could tell 
she was close to coming and quickly rammed two 
fingers inside her and began to finger her furious-
ly. Unable to take any more she climaxed, her body 
shuddering violently against the window. She
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straightened up and pulled me to my feet and 
began to undress me. I helped her with the 
process and soon I stood before her in just my 
shorts. 

“I think it’s my turn to see what you’ve got now, 
don’t you.?” she said and she knelt down before 
me and pulled down my shorts. 

“My, my, young man.” she said. I stood before 
her now completely naked and fully erect.

She stood up again and began to undress herself 
as I lay down on the bed next to a still sleep-
ing Brett. She undid her silk blouse and threw 
it aside, then her bra to reveal her full round 
breasts, and finally unzipped her skirt, slid it 
down and stepped out of it. She stood by the 
bed totally naked except for her high heels and 
ran her hand across my body   before joining me 
on the bed..

iShe stood by the bed totally naked except for 
her high heels and ran her hand across my body   
before joining me on the bed.

She lay on top of me and made me harder still as 
her breasts pushed against my chest. We kissed 
for the first time and immediately our tongues 
met. My hands trailed down over her back to 
her ass and I gripped both cheeks in my hands. 
We began to grind our bodies against each oth-
er, my dick rubbing against her still-moist pube 
hairs.

I reached down and took hold of my dick and 
we both groaned as I entered her and slowly be-
gan to thrust in and out. Before long she was 
bouncing noisily up and down on me matching 
my thrusts and moaning out with each stroke. I 
got her to dismount and kneel before me on the 
bed. I got behind her and, gripping her meaty 
ass cheeks, pushed into her again.

I dug my fingers into her butt as I gripped her 
and pulled her onto me harder. I pounded into 
her and as I could feel my climax building up in-
side. She was rubbing one of her breasts with 
one hand and she reached underneath her with 
the other and grabbed hold of my balls. This 
was too much, pulling her onto me as hard as 
I could. Finally I came, jetting semen deep into 
her as I groaned loudly. 

She opened her legs wide again as I lay there 
watching her. She parted her pussy lips with one 
hand before sliding two fingers deep inside her 
with the other, closing her eyes and throwing 
her head back as they entered her. She removed 

them, covered in my sticky juices that I’d just 
shot inside her, and then proceeded to lick them 
clean. She did this a few times until she couldn’t 
get any more and then began to finger herself 
in front of me, working herself up towards an-
other scintillating climax. 

I removed her hands and replaced them with my 
own fingers and again began to flick at her clit. 
Flicking and slurping at her wetness, she began 
shuddering again as her climax racked her body. 
She fell back on the bed and then into a deep 
sleep. 

In the morning I wake up to see all three of us 
still laying in the bed. I shook Brett until he 
woke up and told him we had to leave. He sat 

up rubbing his eyes. He looked around the large  
loft and refocusing at the fully naked body of 
Roberta still asleep on the bed. He started to 
reach out to touch it but quickly pulled his hand 
back, like it was touched by a flame.

“What happened?” he asked. “What did I miss?  
“We’d better go.” I said insisting he get up and go  
before she wakes up. Brett stumbles up and. We 
get into the old elevator and leave. As we pass 
one of the windows to the gallery, I say to him, 
“I think I’m going to really dig this art scene.” 

Flicking and 
slurping at her 
wetness, she 
began shudder-
ing again as her 
climax racked 
her body.







A mouth-watering redhead with succulent boobs, Antonia 
just quit her job at the bowling alley to become a full-time 
adult model. “Working at the bowling alley sucked,” Anto-
nia says. “The shoes were smelly and the pro shop owner 
kept pinching my ass. The only good thing about it was 
playing with the bowling pins after hours.” Good practice 
for your new career, Antonia! That will come in handy.
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Hannah confesses that she loves sucking dick. “Just the feel of a hard cock in my mouth gets my juices flow-
ing,” Hannah explains. Her mammoth breasts spill over the top of her corset, and she tweaks her nipples 
as she speaks. “I can cum just from sucking dick! I don’t even have to touch myself! Of course, I like doing 
that, too, or when a guy fingers me while I’m blowing him. 69 is my favorite number!” Ours too, Hannah!

HANNAHHANNAH
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COME ON – LET’S DO IT! 
SPEND SOME TIME WITH 

ME AND MY FRIENDS!

at:
www.freemegamovies.com

Every printed magazine 
includes a code that gives 

FREE access to the 
digital edition and 

sizzling XXX movies!

To use the coupon code at 
www.freemegamovies.com:

1. Add magazine issue 
to cart.

2. At checkout, enter the 
coupon code from the 

printed issue.
3. This will give you 

access at no charge!

All online magazines 
unlock access to FREE 

Mega Movies of the 
models in that issue. 

You can also get 
access by becoming a 

member and accessing 
EVERYTHING at 

Free Mega Movies!

Enter the code below at 
www.freemegamovies.com: 

5090064450900644
Coupon code is numeric digits.

Code expires on 11/27/23.
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