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GIRL SKATES OF AMERICA

Dear LEG SHOW:

Do you know how kinky and
damaging roller skates can be? Well
1do. Ilive in an apartment in Venice
Beach, California for the summer,
and skating is a big thing here. A
couple of doors down from me
there are three foxy looking girls
with dynamite legs, tanned skin,
and nice asses who work at an out-
side car wash. They wear uniforms
to work, which consist of short-
shorts, tank top, white sox, and
white roller skates with red wheels.
They actually work on skates when
drying off the cars and they are
good on their skates. They are
about 19 or 20 years old.

One day [ went to the car wash
and I complained to the manager
that one girl had scratched my car
with her skate and she got her ass
chewed out for it. The next morning
all three were skating by to work
when I yelled out the window a sly
remark about my getting scratched
and they got very mad. At that
point they were on the sidewalk in
front of my apartment. There is a
grassy area with a group of flat type
bushes in front of my apartment
and one girl with long blonde hair
got up on the two front wheels of
her skates and the little front
bumper and began stomping on the
bushes. The other two brunettes
did the same thing for a while. The
grassy area was soft from some rain
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a couple of days before and after
tearing up the bushes with their
skates they sunk their skate wheels
into the soft ground, making it look
like the moon. Nothing but holes in
the ground. As all this was going on
I was getting horny as hell watching
three pretty girls in shorts and
skates tear up my front yard. They
said that they were going to do this
to me if I ever did anything to them,
and skated off to work.

The next day they were skating by
again and I came out to talk to
them. I invited them in to my apart-
ment to talk about the matter. After
they came in I scolded them again
and this pissed them off very much.
At that point events got kinky as
hell. One brunette and the blonde
grabbed me and took my clothes off
and made me lie on the wood floor.
The other brunette said, “‘Let’s
make him come.”” Two girls held
me down and the brunette grabbed
my cock and began stroking like
shit. As she was jerking me off she
was standing on her skates and she
began to roll back a little with my
cock still in her hand. As she
stopped suddenly her leg muscles
flexed, including her sexy calves
with my cock still in her hand. At
that moment a little cum began to
come out. The final event was so
kinky I don’t think any guy would
have come as hard as I did.

The other brunette said she
wanted to grease up her skates and
sat down on the floor in front of me
with short-shorts and her skates.

She grabbed my cock and started
rubbing it against her skates. She
rubbed it against every part of both
skates, including the wheels, the lit-
tle stopper at the front, the heel,
and even the laces while the other
girls were stooping down on their
skates to watch. After some cum
came out on her wheels they
flipped me over on my stomach,
face down. They began to run their
wheels over my back. Finally big
wads of cum came out and they
rolled in that, too.

I was so embarrassed, but it was
fun as shit. Before they left they
flipped me back over, face up and
wiggled their little asses at me, and
then left. Thank God!

E.G.

MAN UNDEI

Dear LEG SHOW:

Ijust had the bi? est turn-on last
week with my girlfriend. I'm 23 and
she is 20 years old and she works at
a fast food style restaurant on the
boardwalk in the summer. The
dress code is very casual so she
wears a cute little white halter top
and the sexiest laced up short-
shorts. She is very tan and she has
long dark hair and beautiful long
legs. She usually wears white socks
and wooden high heeled sandals to
work.

A while back she acquired a pair
of white 4" spike heeled shoes for
dress. I told her to be daring one

day and wear the spiked heeled
shoes to work as a bet. The next day
she showed up at my apartment
while [ was still in bed. She has a
key to my apartment and on the
way to work she stops by for coffee.
That morning I was in bed naked
because that’s the way I sleep in the
summer. I was lying face down on
the bed and I heard the front door
open and the clicking of her high
heels down the hallway. I looked
up in the doorway and saw her
standing there in those sexy short-
shorts, white socks, and those hot
4" white spike heeled pumps.
These shoes have the long silver
spike, the kind of spike that puts
holes in everything. She was stand-
ing by my bed when she saw a box
of Kleenex over my bed on a shelf
that she wanted. She looked like
one hot dangerous bitch in that out-
fit and high heels.

I told her to stand on the bed to
get them while I was still lying there
naked. The shelf is very high so I
told her to leave her heels on for
height. She was standing over me
on the bed, but needed about
another 1" or 2 ” to get to the shelf.
She then said jokingly, ‘I ought to
stand on you.”” So I told her to go
ahead. She put one foot on first and
at that moment when I felt the spike
begin to dig into my skin [ almost
came all over the bed. This foxy
babe a moment later was standing
on me with those short-shorts and
spike heels while I was lying naked,
spread eagle on the bed.

As she was standing on me she
began to joke by wiggling her little
ass and picking up her legs and
dancing. I had one hell of a time try-
ing to keep from jerking off. She
then began to prick me with her
spikes. At that time her spike heels
were real close to my ass and she
pretended one of her heels got
stuck in my butt. She was still
standing on me and was twisting
her spike heel in my ass, pretending
to try to get it out. I then began to
squirt little drops of cum out on the
bed. She then dug it in deeper and
then pulled it out and stepped for-
ward to my back again.

A minute later she stepped off me
and went to my closet, but I didn’t
know why. Then it hit me—I collect
old cowbo‘y items and she pulled
out a set of spurs. She knew how to
rig them up to her spiked heels and

stepped up onto the bed again. She
then sat on me and began pricking
me with the spurs. At that moment
big ropes of cum came out of me on
the bed. After about five minutes
she stood on top of me again and
stepped down, rolling the spur
across my ass and then grazing the
spike heel over it, too. She told me
after she got done with me I was go-
ing to look like swiss cheese.
Finally she got off me, but still

stood on the bed. What a mess. The
bed was saturated with cum, there
were little holes in the sheets from
the spikes, and I was laying there
completely nude, face down with
her heel marks all over me. The
gorgeous long legged fox stood over
me with her head held high, hand
on her hips wearing a skimpy white
halter top, sexy short-shorts, white
socks, and 4" spike heels and said,
“I'll be back tomorrow.”’ She then
said her heels were dirty from all
this and ran her spikes down
through the crack of my ass to clean
them off. A final drop of cum came
out, Her final words were, ‘“You're
my new doormat.”’

Doormat

HOME-COMING

Dear Dian:

My wife, Sandy and I were very
pleased to read the letter from E.R.
from Great Britain in the Sept. '91
issue of LEG SHOW. You put some
of Sandy’s photos in your Home
Photos issue, but we have never
seen any others from England
before.

E.R.’s story of meeting her hus-
band off a flight reminded us of a
fantastic experience Sandy had
while waiting for me to arrive from
New York about 6 months ago. She
always meets me wearing her black
5" heels, black Hanes nylon stock-
ings, and black satin basque. She
never wears panties and always
wears just her silver fox fur coat
over the top. She knows that after a
week or so alone, and spending a
few hours shopping for her Hanes
nylons for her that I will be really
randy. The sight of her standing
there waiting for me with the light
glinting off her shiny nylons is
usually too much and as I approach
she always manages to turn quickly
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~ and allow the coat to fall open to
give me a flash. When we reach the
car in the car park we usually have
to fuck immediately and we drive
the 50 miles home with her lying
across the front seat of the car
sucking my cock. Many times truck
drivers have honked their horns as
we passed them on the Motorway
when they have looked down at
Sandy’s black nylon clad legs with
my hand between them.

Anyway, a few months ago San-
dy came to collect me from the air-
port only to find when she got to
the arrivals that my plane was to be
one hour late. She hung around the
gate for a while and was the reci-
pient of many admiring glances
from various men hanging around
the gate also. She went over to buy
a magazine and was followed by
two very macho looking guys in
jeans and T-shirts with very short
hair and heavily tattooed arms.

Normally Sandy would never
have been seen dead talking to
those sort of guys, but when she
went to the bar for a drink and they
followed her and offered to buy her
a drink she became very turned on.
After all, she was walking around
half naked under her satin lined fur
coat and she was working herself
up to fuck me after being apart for a
week.

The guys were waiting for their
two girlfriends to come back from
Mallorca and their flight was also
delayed. The talk soon got around
to what Sandy was wearing and
they made it known to her that they
had caught a glimpse of her open
coat when she had reached for a

magazine and they knew how little
she was wearing.

Sandy excused herself to go to the
ladies room and sure enough, as
she had hoped, they followed her.
She went to a quiet part of the air-
port and found the ladies toilet and
went in. The guys quickly followed
her and went with her into one of
the stalls. She dropped her coat to
reveal her black underwear. Their
hands were all over her and she
could feel their bulges pushing
against her. She sat down on the
toilet and unzipped their pants.
Their cocks sprang out and she took
them in her hands and pulled them
toward her face. Sandy loves suck-
ing cock and the chance to suck in
two huge cocks at the same time
was the answer to her fantasy. She
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sucked them alternately deep into

her throat and fondled and
squeezed their balls. They ran their
hands up and down her silky nylon
covered legs and stroked and
squeezed her nipples.

They brought her to a kneeling
position on the toilet and one
fucked her from behind while the
other one fucked her mouth. She
was in there for about thirty
minutes with them and they both
came in her mouth and cunt.

When they had gone she cleaned
herself up and repaired her make-
up and hair just in time to meet me
coming out of customs. As usual I
was hot as hell to see her and [
noticed that she looked particularly
wild and ravishing, more so than
usual. [ got her to the car which was
parked in a quiet corner of the
garage and pulled apart her coat to
feast my eyes on her body. I
crawled on top of her and thrust my
cock into her. Her cunt was really
sticky and hot as a furnace. My cock
was rock hard and as I started to
fuck her she told me what had
happened to her. She took her time
telling me and I came three times

inside her, each time staying rock
hard as she whispered the little
details to me about the two cocks
she had had only some thirty
minutes previously.

On the way home she sucked me
off while I reached across and
stroked her nylon covered legs.
Every now and then I would put my
fingers into her cunt which was
soaking wet.

We have had many a good fuck
since then remembering what
happened. We would love to hear
from E.R. and any other of your
readers.

John & Sandy
P.O. Box 1225
Ascot

Berus.

SL5 OLL
England

FRIENDLY FEET

Dear Dian:

I am a young female, 22, with
long black hair and a 37-25-35
figure. My name is Melissa and I
have been reading LEG SHOW
now for two years. Although many
men find me attractive [ have
always been sexually attracted to
other women. What may seem even
more strange is that | have an
unbelievable fetish for other
women’s feet. Just the thought of
kissing two soft, curvy, and well
pedicured female feet drenches my
panties. I read in one of your LEG
TALK editorials ("“Why Women
Hate Feet’’) about how foot-
fetishism is almost exclusively a
male libido. Although female feet
may not send very many women in-
to an orgasmic frenzy like it does to
me, I've noticed that lately many
women constantly fuss over their
and other women's feet. Pretty feet
are becoming more and more a
priority with women, and like me
the first thing they notice on
another woman is her feet and her

shoes.

As for me, I have always been
turned on by the pungent smell of
bare feet sweating in leather pumps
or flats all day. One of my girl-
friends was very self-conscious
about her feet (the way they looked,
smelled, etc.) and I always told her
she had beautiful feet and that they
just needed a little attention. I
would paint her toenails for her and
give her lengthy foot massages, oc-
casionally ““accidentally’’ brushing
my nose across her tender soles or
between her toes. She commented

§
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on how badly her feet must smell,
because I would always pamper her
feet “coincidentally’’ at the end of
the day when her feet had been
sweating in her leather flats for
hours on end. I didn’t tell her that
this was no coincidence—she had
the most delicious smell to her feet.
Whenever she would say how her
feet must stink, I would place one of
her warm, soft, bare soles in my
face, with my nose planted between
two of her toes, and take an
unusually long and deep whiff. 1
would casually say “‘They smell just
fine,”” but in reality my already sop-
ping cunt was throbbing. I tried
desperately to hide my arousal, but
one afternoon I just couldn’t con-
tain myself any longer.

After about a month of foot
pampering my girlfriend, Sherri
said she wanted to “make it up to
me’’ by taking me shopping. We
spent the entire Saturday walking
around the mall, to each depart-
ment store, looking at blouses,
minis, and pumps. Then, as a gag,
Sherri pulled me into a lingerie
shop. She led me to the back, and
when no one was looking, she
hoisted up her skirt to reveal a pair
of crotchless panties she was wear-
ing. She giggled and asked, *“What
do you think?’’ I couldn’t believe
what I did next. I responded with,
I think I want you,”’ and led her
into one of the dressing rooms. The
store was pretty empty and the
dressing room was real private with
alarge curtain so no one could see
in. We were both real nervous, but I
could tell she was as horny as I was.
I lifted her skirt and ran my hand
across her soft rear end. I then got
real bold and placed my hand deep
inside her crack and inserted a
finger deep inside her hot musky
anus while flicking her clit with
another finger. She gasped and
then gyrated her hips to the move-
ment of my agile fingers. She began
to bring her face closer to mine and
ran her tongue along my lips. We
slowly sank to the floor, moaning.

When I had Sherri on her back,
my fingers still inside her anus and
cunt, I lifted her legs so that the bot-
toms of her shoes were inches from
my face. I quickly pulled off her
well worn leather flats to expose her
plump little toes and soft bare soles.
Her toenails were hot pink and the
untamed feminine smell of her

sweaty bare feet sent me over the
edge. I buried my face in her soft
pink soles, forcing my nose be-
tween each and every delicious toe,
inhaling uncontrollably. I kept one
of her feet in my face and put the
other up under my mini and be-
tween my thighs. I slipped Sherri’s
toes under my panties and there
was this tremendous slurping
sound as my drenched and ready
labia parted to invite those toes
deep inside me. I thought Sherri
would find this odd, but she was in
so much pleasure from fucking my
fingers that she actually began
wiggling her toes inside me until
my cunt pulsed so wildly I though it
would swallow her entire foot. By
the time I removed her other foot
from my face we were both heaving
in exhaustion and were a little
embarrassed. We quickly fixed
ourselves up and left the lingerie
shop and the mall behind us.
Although Sherri doesn’t talk
about this incident anymore, I still
pamper her feet for her, except now
I don’t have to hide my desire to
bury my face in them. Occasionally
I place one of her feet into my cunt,
and she willingly lets me bring
myself to a climax. Thank you, LEG
SHOW, for making me feel “‘nor-
mal’’ about my wildly uncon-
trollable fetish.
Melissa
Indian Rocks Beach, Fla.

NURSE Cl
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Dear LEG SHOW:

I picked up my first issue of LEG
SHOW in April ‘91, and when I
came to the pictorial featuring
Jasmine I actually lost my breath for
a few moments until I was able to
determine it really was not Dianne,
a girl | had met and had a most in-
credible experience with almost
three years ago.

About LEG SHOW—it’s absolute-
ly the best. If I could only buy one
magazine this would be it.

About Dianne—as the result of a
car accident I was put in the
hospital for two weeks with the en-
tire upper portion of my body in
traction, unable to move my arms
and neck. After about a week of be-
ing sponge bathed and being
assisted with the bed pan by a
cranky old nurse with the bedside

manner of a drill sergeant, I was
truly miserable. Into the following
week there was a shift change
among the nurses and I thought, at
first, my prayers had been
answered. My new nurse, Dianne,
was a tall, beautiful blonde with
what appeared to be a terrific figure
(like Jasmine).

As she went about her duties I
could not help but undress her with
my eyes and think about what it
would be like to fuck her, but soon
had to stop for fear of getting an
embarrassing hard-on, which [ had
no way of covering up. She had ap-
parently unbuttoned a few of the
buttons on her uniform and as she
leaned over me to bathe me I gota
full glimpse of her pretty french
laced demi-bra and her wonderfully
deep cleavage. I could not control
my thoughts and my cock jumped
up like a giant tent pole under the
sheets, Dianne just smiled and
giggled in a shy sort of way, but
said nothing. As she was leaving
the room she bent down to pick up
the dirty sheets and in doing so her
uniform stretched tight enough to
reveal the outline of her garter
straps, which just drove me crazy.
It seemed I stayed hard the rest of
the day from the constant thought
of wanting to ram my stiff rod be-
tween her legs, but instead had to
suffer the frustration of not being
able to get my hands free to jerk off
and relieve the ever mounting
pressure.

The next day it became clear what
a tormenting bitch Dianne really
was. As she entered the room I im-
mediately noted the change in her
uniform. It was much shorter,
tighter, and her beautiful legs clad
in white seamed stockings were
mounted in tall heels instead of the
usual hospital flats she had worn
the day before.

As she went about her duties it
seemed she made an effort to
stretch just enough for me to see the
tops of her stockings and garter belt
clips. Needless to say my throbbing
tent pole was holding up the sheet
again and each time she would look
at it she would just giggle and go on
with what she was doing. This time
as she bent over to pick up the dirty
sheets she did it straight legged
from the waist and her uniform
hiked up far enough to not only

(continued on page 43)
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FOOT NO

ot alot going on to outrage me right now, fans, so I'll just pass along some things that came in
the mail and a few requests,

Around Miss America time [ received an article that mentioned it is a tradition during the parade
on the eve of the Miss America Pageant for the contestants to show the crowd their shoes. That's
right, this has gone on for years, and apparently was originally instigated by the fans who line the
parade route! The article went on to say that pageant officials have tried to stamp out this tradition in
recent years, but this year they gave in to growing pressure and let the contestants please the crowd.
The contestants, who were riding in the back seats of convertibles, all put their feet up on the backs
of the fronts seats, turning the parade into an unashamed leg show. Do you really imagine it was just
the shoes these quarter of a million fans wanted to see?

Ali McGraw, once an actress, mentioned in a recent tell all autobiography that Salvador Dali in-
vited her to his hotel and immediately began sucking her toes. What was most interesting was that
the book reviewer writing the article considered this the high point of the book.

On a reassuring note, the man being tried for receiving two porno mags through the mail, who 1
wrote about in the July 1991 issue, though found guilty, was given only a very short probation and
fined $1. The judge chastised all those involved in the case and called it a waste of taxpayer’s money.
Still, the man’s name will forever be connected with fetish porn in his conservative Southern com-
munity and the fact that he could be arrested for ordering magazines through the mail is frightening.

More frightening is what's come in the aftermath of the Judge Clarence Thomas sex harassment in-
vestigation. To refresh your memory, Thomas was the Surpeme court candidate who on the eve of
his swearing in was accused of sexually harassing a female associate in his law practice. Much of the
woman's testimony revolved around pornography Thomas reportedly viewed and described to her.
So does our president admit he might have made a poor choice in this man who harassed a co-
worker? No, he chooses to attack pornography! In a speech just before the swearing in, Bush
declared an all-out war on what he called ““The horror'’ of pornography, apparently making the con-
nection that evil pornography got hold of poor Clarence and made him do what he did, just like they
accuse drugs of capturing our youth. This is the same kind of blame-the-inanimate-object lunacy
used by gun control advocates, and that is so loved by those who don’t want to look within
themselves and our sick, crippled society to understand human problems

It’s so comforting to point the finger at something that can't talk back, rather than at that most
sacred American institution, the family, where sociologists, psychologists and sexologists, generally
agree emotional illness begins.

So Bush plans to allocate even more money to wipe out pornography, and he plans to concentrate
on mail order. Seeing how our U.5. Postal Service is run as a super controlling para-military
organization it makes sense to deputize them in this misguided holy war. They're only too happy to
snoop in our mail and run sting operations by sending enticements to buy porn, then turning you in
if you bite their bait. Beware, readers, hard times ahead.

Something they probably won't grab you for buying in the mail is the newest issue of Weird Smut, a
comic book featuring fetishes. Issue #4 features a lead piece on foot and shoe fetishism and can be
had for $2.50 from John Mozzer, P.O. Box 173, Hollywood, Ca. 90078-0173.

Next I'd like to mention a new television show. I've only seen “STUDS, " a FOX television night-
time game show, a couple times, but both shows I saw featured foot sex. The show’s premise is two
men each date three women and then they all come on the show and say suggestive things about
each other, mainly the women talking about the men and their sexual styles. On each show I saw a
woman say one of the men sucked her toes. This on a first date that the guys know will be discussed
on national television! 1 think this is a healthy exposure for foot fetishism. Nobody seemed to think it
was very strange on the show. They joked about it, but acted as though it were a pretty normal part
of sex. Could be because it is a pretty normal part of sex, just one we don’t usually see discussed on
TV game shows.

Last is a request to you LEG FORUM letter writers. [ love your letters and hearing about your sex-
ual adventures, but | receive so many ten to twenty page letters, which are just too long to print! If
you can, please try to tell your experience in five or six pages. This way more of you can see your let-
ters in print and [ won’t have to throw away wonderful letters that deserve to be shared with the
other readers. I can edit down long letters, but hate to decide which of your details are important and
which aren’t. If you really need to write more, make it two letters.
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live in Orlando, Florida, a foot man’s paradise. I can see women's legs and feet all year round and spend most of my
time stalking wild feet with my compact telephoto lens. My favorite places for photographing women'’s feet are car-
nivals or country fairs. I'm partial to women with dirty feet and unpedicured nails. For some reason, these events bring
out the earthy women. I’m always looking for the unusual, such as outrageously long toenails or long, double

jointed toes. |

“*Not all the photos you see here were taken in Florida. I travel a lot for business and always take some time for foot-roving
with my camera. The women you see here come from as far away as Michigan and Maine.

“‘My current girlfriend is one of the women in these photos, but I won't tell you which. The only clue I'll give is that her feet
are very dirty. I believe women who go barefoot are generally honest, adventurous and not self-centered. They may not be
candidates for Vogue, but they deserve recognition for their special beauty. In my photographs I try to do justice to these
women.

“*That may sound kind of lofty, and you may just think I'm being prejudiced by my pecker, but these are my heartfelt feel-
ings."’







he fifties had Betty Page; in the sixties
it was Rene Bond. Cute little Rene,
with her alluring baby pout and
shapely woman's body, had a
charisma similar to Betty’s and did all the nasty
poses nice girls wouldn’t dream of. Rene even
did hardcore movies back in the days before
A p(ll‘l'l() SUPEI’ST&TS. Sh(‘ was gutsy and sweet
and,.as you can see, had some very pretty little
feet. Rene thought foot sex was just fine, a real
outlaw—like me—before her time.

“1'd love to know whatever happened to
Rene Bond. Maybe those dedicated fans who
tracked Betty Page to her secret home in the
Florida swamps, where she’s now a sex-hating
born again Christian, could find Rene. And if
youdo, give those adorable tootsies a kiss for
old Elmer."”

—Elmer §




VIDEO TAPES

Ifthe SUCCULENT TOES of a PRETTY GIRL STIMULATES your SEXUAL APPETITE then | have the SEXIEST
THING next to the REAL THING when it comes to STIMULATING your SEXUAL APPETITE i.e., VIDEO
TAPES in COLOR and SOUND featuring the SUCCULENT TOES of 40 different PRETTY YOUNG GIRLS.

EACH ONE HOUR VIDEO TAPE consists of 10 different SenidyoarMONEY  CRMER BATTERS

- - PO. BOX 1707
PRETTY YOUNG GIRLS and their SUCCULENT TOES in .
FULL COLOR and SOUND. ORDER or CASH to:  SAN PEDRO, CALIF.

90731

PART | (10 different girls) $80.00
PARTIL % - $80.00 AN

()

()

PARTII " * $8000 ( ) A o
PART/IV =7 S $8000 ( ) CITY
ALL 4 PARTS (40 girls) $30000 ( ) gETE

Specify: ( )VHS ( )BETA SORRY!! NO CO.D.S or PERSONAL CHECKS
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Dear LEG SHOW:

Here are some pictures of my very
sexy wife. I would love it if you would
help me show her off in Home Photos.
She loves to pose for pictures, so tell us
what you think, guys. Respond to D&]
in the personals.

J.R.
Milford, N.J.

’ @ >
Dean Dian:
Here is my erotic wife. She just adores
5 spike heels. We'd love to trade
photos with other couples. Full face,

heels and hose, all answered.
Resident
3021 Bluestar Ct.
Rancho Cordova, CA 95670

(3][4]

Dear Dian:

My ex-boyfriend always looked at
LEG SHOW and admired all the girls. I
put on these fishnets and my girlfriend
took the pictures. I'm sure he’ll be sur-
prised when he sees me. These are my
coming out party to let him know I'm
ready for all the guys to look at me. Too
late, Tommy.

Susan B.
Milwaukee, WI

Dear LEG SHOW:

It would be a real turn-on for us to see
Taz’s photos in Home Photos. She just
loves to show off. We would love to
hear from other couples and females in-

to exchanging. Please send photos and

SASE.

(s](7][s]

Kevin and Taz
Suite 137 6370 York Rd.
Parma Hts, OH 44130




Dear LEG SHOW:
I'm the luckiest guy in the world. My

wife and 1 agreed we had to share these

photos with your readers. o

S

start a club for legs, foot and heel lovers.

Dear LEG SHOW:
Sandy loves posing in garter belt and

My boyfriend and I love your Include photo and SASE. stockings for me. We would love to ex-
mag)a‘\zin{fnva would like t)c:o hear from ¥ Karen and ng change photos with LEG SHOW
th les in the Michi area to P.O. Box 1 readers!
gl o) = (3)(10) Troy, MI 48099 Dave and Sandy
P.O. Box 33182

Cleveland, OH 44133 @ @

1%
, L 13

Dear LEG SHOW: to swap photos with all foot lovers.
As you can see, my girlfriend always M.H.
has a professional pedicure. I'm anxious Wolfeboro, N.H.

(9()



Dear LEG SHOW:

I'm a big fan of the mail in photos and
thought we would contribute some
photos of my wife's lovely legs and feet

TN———

for other’s fetishes.

M.D.
Muskegon, MI

Dear LEG SHOW:
Here are some shots I took of 5.M.
while on vacation. We can’t wait to see
them in the magazine so we can mastur-
bate together with your readers looking
at them.
AH.

Brooklyn, N.Y.
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under my ass. Yeah
ing to mount your puss likeit's a

hat like best about a
man is his face. And
where I like it best is

custom saddle. Big nose, small nose,
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fat, thin or angular face, it makes no dif-

ference to me
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’Gee, ] hope when I pull my asshole open no
cum drips down on your trapped face. Sometimes
1like to pick up big, handsome, dumb, aggressive
Alpha males, the Schwarzenegger types you can
only dream of being, and let them fuck me up the
ass with their big, potent cocks. Mmm, it feels so
good to have a real man fill me full, but it’s not like
jack-offs like you don’t get to share in the fun. I
save my asshole full of cum for you to clean up. I
sure don’t want to let it drip out prematurely
though, because I know you'll want to suck every
drop from my swollen red anus.

2 TR -:z. r
1 i 4 -’
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“I'll lower myself onto your face
agonizingly slow. My hips will undulate
as | descend and I'll knead my buttocks
with my hot pink nails, spreading them
apart and pushing them together, mak-
ing the pliant flesh blush rosy. The first
part of me to touch down will be my
pubic hairs, just brushing your nose,
tickling and inviting you to inhale my
earthy fragrance. You'd better take a big
breath, because next comes the full
force of my powerful ass, blocking out
the light angair. I'll settle myself with
more hip undulations, working your
nose deep into my moist crack, posi-
tioning your mouth right over my anal
orifice, The light slap on your cock will
be your clue to begin sucking,

““You will give me the whole length of
your tongue up my ass, I like nothing
better, and anything less than complete
penetration will be dealt with harshly.
You will masturbate while you satisfy
me, and bring yourself to as many
orgasms as [ demand. Seeing your nuts
utterly drained in homage to me is
almost as satisfying as having your
tongue clean my asshole.

““Once my ass is scoured and I've cum
all over your face I'll have no further
need of you, but stay available. Good
furniture is hard to find, and I love to
lounge.” -
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jam one tough customer,
| guys. My ideaof funisa
_ . Imonth long safari in the
| African bush—where these photos
| were taken—and as you can see,

the toughest part of me is my in-

- vincible soles. Would any of you

- be crazy enough to go barefoot in
Africa? Sure, the natives do, but
they’re trained from birth to avoid
| stepping on the poisonous snakes,
spiders, and scorpions, the cactus,
giant bugs, sharp stones, not to
mention all the animal doodoo. Do
you have any idea how big a lion’s
crap is? And they don’t have any
dirt boxes to bury it in like your
puddy tat at home. My tough
soles laugh at all these perils,
though.

‘I feel grounded to the earth
when I walk barefoot. Shoes make
me feet like a caged animal, and
| like the animals of Africa, [ must

be free to live. I never wear shoes
| at home in Texas, not even to my
own sister’s wedding. [ was maid
of honor and she was glad she’'d
chosen long gowns for us because
when I walked down that aisle my
feet were 100% bare. Later |
danced the night away at her
reception, lifting my skirt high to
show everyone how proud I am of
| my tough but beautiful feet.
| ““My African guide about had a
coronary when he saw I planned
to stalk through the brush
barefoot. 1 bet him 1'd get close to
more game than he and be none
the worse for it, footwise. He took
me on—and lost. Sure, I stepped
on thorns and stones, and even
once right on a scorpion—
squashed him flat—and of course,
got in the lion doody, but that
stuff’s nothing to soles as
toughened as mine. And because I
could move with more stealth and
agility I got right up on the
animals before they knew 1 was
there. Bagged a big wildebeast, a
couple zebra and some damn gaz-
elle or other. I wanted to blast a
lion to get even for the shit on my

sole, but my guide said it wasn't
permitted. “So then I'll have to get
revenge on you,’ I told him,
pushing my crusted foot in his face.
Nah, he wouldn’t tongue clean it,
the wimp, but he did scrub it down
with his monogrammed hanky.
“‘Our native assistants really got a

bang out of an American lady
who’d go barefoot in the bush. I let
them examine my feet and they
seemed very approving. They
didn’t go for licking them, though,
no matter how hard I pushed them.
Ijust had to wait “till I got back to
the good ol’ USA to geta good
tongue bath on my super soles. In
foot sucking, Americais truly #1in
the world!”’
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““Liike to juggle them a little *

first, just to assure them of my i

‘monly 67" in my high heels, got it? All those nightclub hucksters who exaggerate my height piss me off,

because 6'3"—my honest to goodness real height—is majestic enough, don’t you think? I became a dancer, a ’

stripper, when I Zealized I‘d%lever be able to hide from the world. Wherever [ went with my proud 6''3" height, . m;lso;;s:::% ll‘al;tgs]s]ke a
thrusting breasts and flowing blonde hair people were going to stare and men would undress me with their eyes. B human basketball bounée them
So why not undress myself and make the curiosity seekers pay for the privilege of viewing my spectacular form? E | like helpless babie'.-; in my arms
And since [ know how eager you all are to get close to areal giantess most of my shows are audience participation. I - and push their heads between
even do one where all you hungry dogs get to eat yogurt, peaches and chocolate syrup off my long, full, incredibly . my pillowy tits “til they gasp for
powerful legs. The other girls tell me I'm crazy to let you slobbering fools get so close, but I just laugh. I'm stronger . air. Then I drop them at my
than any five of you and could crush your skulls with a single twitch of my sumptuous thighs. E | foet.

- = > = / {‘%&\ “It's quite a sight from down

; | there, I'm told. The pillars of

. my mighty legs seem to rise into
the clouds, with my big, wet,
blonde pussy and powerful ass
cheeks looming high above.
Few fail to tremble when I grin
down at them, my face framed
between my creamy white
breasts. Ih’l):e when they cling to
my legs like frightened children
and beg for mercy. So many
suggest the next move them-
selves, when they whisper,

“‘It’s true that my obvious dominant strength doesn’t dissuade all of you though. There's a twerp in every crowd,
usually a loud-mouthed, under-sized, strutting rooster punk who thinks he can topple Goliath with his sling. He
often starts by heckling, implying I'm no match for a real man like him. It would be beneath me to do anything in
front of the crowd, but [ seek%im out after my performance.

“"No matter how insolent, they're always eager to follow me to my dressing room. They imagine, I suppose, that
their obnoxious challenges turned me on and now I'm going to fall at their feet, a writhing mass of feminine sub-
n}t‘ission. Ha ha, it really is funny how cocky some of them look just before I pick them up and sling them over my
shoulder.




me, are you?’ ‘Just like a little
bug,’ Ilaugh, stepping in my
five inch heels onto chest or
face. And you'd be surprised
what those little guys can take!
With my full 178 pounds press-
ing down on them they never
fail to get big hard-ons and
shoot a nice flattering load for
me.

**Since word of my discipline
sessions got out I've had lots of
requests for personal videos.
I've made quite a few, no sex, of
course, just the sort of Amazon
horseplay you see here. If you'd
like more details, write me.
Who knows? You might even
get to star in your very own
video' rr

5 2

Bunny Glamazon
P.O. Box 6783
Evansville, IN 47712
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/~ “STAGEHAND?” “LOVE BUNS” |\

a‘;

We'll be honest with you, This video features the
Words cannot describe the constant‘rush’ we felt most exciting‘ass'we have ever had the pleasure
during thefilming of this video. One crew member of filming. These buns bounce, wiggle, arch,
said, “| could devour every square inch of her spread and clench- everything an ass connoiseur

body — one inch per day — from here to eternity”, could ever want. Trixie's only 22, but she's been
Indeed, Saber is a girl any man would likely run driving guys dizzy with her backside since high
away with. Just her ‘look’ itself would meit you. | school. Included is a very hot strip show, a‘battle
When our stagehand discovers the sexy ward- of magic hands’ as a male and female vie for

robe room and decides to play ‘star’ for an hour, a control of Trixie's most lovable territory, and a hot

fabulous show ensues. This could be the one girlfgirl scene. You'll see every inch of her tight,

video in your collection which you watch over and curvy anatomy working to turn you on. These

over, andfall inlove each timel One ascale of one buns are so ‘squeezable, so inviting, that you'll

to ten, this girl rates a twenty! yearn to shower them with your love!

Running Time: 60 min. VIDEO $60.00 B Running Time: 58 min VIDEO-$60.00
40 COLOR PHOTOS $25.00 40 COLOR PHOTOS - $25.00

Special Offer: Save 10% when you purchase both videos together!

Videos Available in Beta, VHS, and PAL (Europe)
Send Check or M.O. (And Statement that you are over 21) to:
Cine Research Lab, Inc. P.0O. Box 165L, Leetsdale, PA 15056

Overseas must add 10% for Air Mail and $10 Extra for PAL. NY State Residents add 6% Sales Tiy
Allow 2-3 Weeks for Delivery. Complete Catalog Sent with Order.

Il =

Brings you more sexy videos featuring below the waist

“Footage” of gorgeous LEGS, ANKLES, TOES and SOLES!

Miniskirts, pantyhose, stockings, lingerie and 4, 5 & 6” heels!
A MUST SEE FOR ALL LEG, FOOT & ASS LOVERS

High grade VHS, full color,
i bt no sound, Al orders ship-

One hour ped within 3 - 5 days in
P.H. Teasers #1 $22.95 plain package. $3.00 for
Half hour catalog. Cash or money
order please.
6" Heel Feature $22.95 JB VIDEO
Half Hour 7131 Owensmouth Ave. #B-21

Add $3.00 postage & handling Canoga Park, CA 91303

EXHIBITIONIST HOUSEWIVES
AMATEUR PHOTQOS, VIDEOQS! (Real Wives, Not Models)
All categories below are available in color photos or videos.
hotos are $20.00 per set of 12 color photos.
Videos are 1 hour long and $49.95 each. (Sent insured)

ousewives Actual Experiences!
Daringly Nude

6 S ug| th Legs Spread Under Desks Showing P;«q:iuu:
To Order: (Money Orders or Cash Get Fast Service!)
Age.

Your Name Tt
Address

City, State, Zip

i ¥

| wish to order photo sets #. Videos # T ETETR)

Send Orders To: KARIN, Box 538, Island Lake, IL 60042

Sexy
Sultry
es Seductive

ect
in the Call g\w'

Prices subject to change without notice
99¢ per minute - first minute only §1.98.

G7iMbS9-006+ 4 $95£8-258-008"}

LETTERS
(continued from page 7)

expose the tops of her stockings,
but the crotch of her panties, too.
As I strained to peek just a little
harder I could see the indentation in
her panties from her pussy lips was
soaking wet. That was all T could
take, or so I thought, and asked her
to please stop the torture and
begged her for at least a handjob to
relieve me in that | was unable to do
it myself. The sweet little giggle T
had heard the previous couple of
days turned to an almost con-
descending snicker as she told me
what a fool I was and that it was not
part of her job. I offered to pay, but
she quickly informed me she never
took money, and besides that, I did
not have enough of what she
needed anyway. I knew I was big
enough, so I asked her what she
meant and she told me [ only
needed to know what she wanted
me to know, when she wanted me
to know it. She then reminded me I
would be out of traction soon and
could masturbate to my heart’s con-
tent at the thought of her gorgeous
body.

The next day things went pretty
much the same way and once again
I'begged her to satisfy me and once
again she refused saying I just did
not have enough, but would not tell
me what it was I did not have
enough of. As she turned to leave
she paused for a moment and then
said she would leave me with a little
something special. She then pro-
ceeded to slip her panties off from
under her uniform which she said
she had worn all week and stuffed
them just under my pillow case
cover, and then left for the day.

The strong dank, musky scent of
Dianne’s twat kept me awake, and
rock hard all night. All1 could think
about was what she might have in
store for me in the morning, my last
day in the hospital, and what a
miserable bitch of a tease she was. I
had also come to the conclusion I
would have to wait until I got out of
traction to get my own hands on my
cock to release the tremendous load
of cum the bitch had built up in me
all week.

1 was taken aback when she
entered my room that last morning.
Dianne was not wearing the sexy
uniform I had come to admire and

= — SR ————

worship, but instead the long loose  on standing up straight through the
fitting one she wore the first day slit in the lace panties, the sight of
with the clunky looking hospital which was most humiliating to me.
shoes. As she performed her Dianne sat back at the foot of the
routine duties there were no peeks, bed facing me spread eagle and
glimpses, or even a suggestive took both hands and began to play
move. I wondered if [ had been with her shiny wet pussy and giggl-
hallucinating all week from the pain ing each time she saw my cock bob
pills. up and down from the strain of my
excitement. After about fifteen-
minutes she finally stopped mastur-
bating and began to caress my balls
with her nylon covered toes which
was a sensation I had never ex-
perienced before. As the drops of
pre-cum began to drip down the
head of my cock she declared she
now thought I had enough for her.
Explaining that while she got a kick
out of seeing men dressed in
lingerie and liked to fuck, what she
really loved was the taste of aman’s
cum, and lots of it. She said most
men did not shoot a big enough
load to satisfy her and she would
often have to blow two or three
guys at once to satisfy her incredible
thirst, and from teasing and
tormenting me for close to a week [
should now have a magnificent load
manufactured for her.

With that she mounted me, 69
style, and at the same time she
buried my face in her dripping
snatch she went down on my meat
After she had finished her duties 20 sucked like it was the last cock

she wished me well and said her on earth. When she felt I was ready
good-byes, and I was very disap- to explode she cupped my balls
pointed. Then the familiar snicker with one hand and with the other
came, and yes, I was about to get grabbed the base of my cock with a
one last show. With that she unbut-  Vice-like grip to prevent the im-
toned her uniform to the waist, pending load fron} escaping, and
unhooked her bra and slipped it out [1€Ver onceremoving her mouth. I
through her sleeve. Then she un- just had to cum, but she held on
buttoned the rest of her uniform until [ began to lurch and finally
which draped open like arobe, ex- ~ Screamed from the pressure. When
posing her beautiful legs, lace top- she let go it felt like a fire hose had
ped stockings and garter belt, but burstas pumped steaming endless
no panties. Istill had them, She  Streams of hot juice down her
reached into her pocket and pulled ~ throat.

out another pair of white stockings, A couple 0l weels later Ireturned
a matching garter belt and a pairof  f0 the hospital to try and find her
crotchless panties and said they only to learn she had just moved to
were for me. Naturally I assumed ~ Florida. :

they werea going away souvenir, Thave to admit, whep the

but no, she began instead todress ~ Memory of that fantastic week sur-
me inthaen! faces to the point that it controls my

Iimmediately demanded she thoughts, I dress myself in the
stop, saying that I was no pervert white garter belt, stpckmgs, and
and was not going to wear women’s  rotchless lace pannt_es’anr:l have at
lingerie. I was physically unable to ~ it: And now the April ‘91 issue of
resist and before I could say any LEG SHOW has helped to intensify
more | was wearing the garterbelt  that memory.
and stockings with my huge hard- RM.
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et’s play with your penis. I
know you play with him all the
time; this time you're going to
let me in on it. Have you ever
had a knee job? That's where I curl my
sexy black stockinged knee tight around
your cock and slap your ass to make you
thrust against the scratchy nylon until
you make a big sticky mess all over my
stocking. You’d probably like that,
wouldn't you? Does thinking about it
make you want to masturbate? Well,
what are you waiting for? I'm not letting
you turn past my layout without
shooting juice on it, so you may as well

get started. I'll bet you’ve never had
anything as simple as a beautiful
woman in black stockings, garter belt
and high heels wrapping her long,

strong legs around your back while you

pound your cock into her wet eager
cunt. There are men who really get to

do that to me, dressed just the way I am

here, and some of them aren’t even
richer or better looking than you. You
can stroke your dick thinking about
that, can’t you? Imagine your dick
actually sliding into a cunt as tight,

clean and perfect as mine. Even though

I"d be dripping juice, a few glistening

—
WY ey

drops coursing down to my puckered
anus, you'd have a hard time getting in.
All the exercise to keep these beautiful
legs taut and shapely makes my cunt in-
credibly muscular. It might feel like a
hand to you, sg-lrlleezin%your cock just
like your own fingers. You'd relate to
that, wouldn't you? A big masturbator
like you has a special taste for the sensa-
tions only a hand can give. [ hope
you're using your hand now. Squeeze

our cock just as tight as you like it and

ow that’s how my pussy would feel,

except hot, wet and attached to the legs
of your dreams.

‘“How are things coming? It’s fun
when I play with your dick, too, isn’t it?
I"d like to take your dick and tuck it into
my shoe. It"d fit just right in the space
between my high arch and the inside of
my sweaty shoe. The leather insole gets
so slick with my sweet rich sweat you
could thrust easily. Vixen that 1 am, I
just might step down a little hard on
your penis, to make the friction uncom-
fortably intense. You'd love it. It makes

your hand move faster on your dick to
think of it, don’t lie and say it’s not true.
And don’t for a minute think I don’t
know you'd love to squirt inside my
shoe. You'd like to have your cum
covering the bottoms of my feet, cling-
ing to my stockings, squishing up be-
tween my toes with every step. I'd like
it, too, because I'd know every step
was crushing the life out of your sperm.
Hmm, even that turns you on. I know
you're about to spurt, and that's why [

demanded the centerfold, so there'd be
lots of room for your cum. Pump that
cum out, boy! Get it all over my long
legs. And drain out every drop or you'll
have to do it over and over until you get
it right.

“"Now thatI've got your cum you can
g0 on to the other girls, Go on, get out.
Knowing you won't be able to give
tribute to any of them now that I've
emptied your sack is the satisfaction |
was after.”
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Night—When The Men Have

R O R R O
was pecking away at the Smith-
Corona and nibbling on a cheese
danish when my boss slithered up
behind me (Damn, she's sneaky!)
($ and slapped this note down on my desk
with a sharE; resounding thump.

“‘Cover that one tonight!”” she barked.
"l guarantee it'll be an experience. And
don’t eat while you're typing! It gets the
keys all sticky—Dork."’

I wish she’d learn how to pronounce
my name.

Well, she was right about one thing:
The assignment would be an
experience, one unlike any I've ever
known in all my years working as a
music critic for her and her funky little
magazine. And she was right about
another thing: Eating a cheese danish
while typing does get the keys sticky!

Sergeant Sylvia (my boss’s apt moniker,
although 1 dare not address her by that or
anything other than **Miss Martin'" if |
wish to keep my job, not to mention my
gonads) had been giving me some rather
unusual assignments. [ mean, I've
reviewed some really strange, bizarre,
peculiar, avant-garde (May [ include
“‘perverse’’?) new-wave rock groups
playing at hidden, forbidden dens of
iniquity before. But Mistress Erica and the

To Pay!

By Dirk MacPherson

Dominating Bitches From Hell appearing
at the Juno Clubeclipsed them all!

As is my standard operating pro-
cedure, [ arrived at the club well ahead
of showtime to peruse the joint. It was
empty but for one burly, naked-to-the-
waist dude mopping the floor. He
looked at me in astonishment.

““Suzi’s foot slid
into my mouth clear
up to the heel!”’

’Did you come here alone?’’ he
asked.

'I'm reviewing the show for a
magazine,”’ I explained.

“"Your Mistress lets you do that!?*
was his incredulous response.

““Mistress?’’ I said, wondering why

anyone in this day and age would
employ such an archaic term. But before
he could utter another syllable, the
appellation *“George!’’ boomed in a
demanding female voice from
somewhere backstage. Instantly my
friend dropped his mop and ran in the
direction of the voice like a trained
schnauzer.

I surveyed the room. At the center
was a statue of Juno, the Roman female
deity for whom the club was named.
Elsewhere were statues of Diana,
Athena, Brunhilde, and other legendary
goddesses, queens, and heroines of
various cultures. The walls were
festooned with pictures of Amazon
huntresses brandishing bows and
arrows and walking over chain-bound
male figures who gazed up
worshipfully.

The restrooms were marked ““US’"
and “‘them.”

I'm not stupid. It didn’t take me long
to figure out that I was in a Female
Domination club.

"Well, Dirk, old buddy,”” I muttered
to myself, “‘Looks like old Sarge socked
it to you again.””

Soon the regulars began arriving. I
refer to them as ‘‘regulars’” because
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they all seemed to know each other. At
first it was just women in groups of
threes and fours wearing outfits that
defy description. Then a few ladies
entered with men in tow—literally. The
guys were on leashes held by their
mistresses and attached to a variety of
velvet or jewel-studded leather collars
wrapped around (in most cases) the
men’s necks. One fellow, however, had
the leash going down the front of his

i trousers attached to (I presume, nay, I
hope!) some sort of jock strap. The men
were all, like George the Mop, bare-
chested, well-groomed, handsome and
muscular but very timid and compliant.
They basically stared at the ground,
moved when told to move, spoke when
spoken to. To be safe I seated myself at
a hidden table in an obscure corner of
the room.

The the house lights dimmed and a
voice (woman'’s, of course) came over the
speaker saying: ‘*And now, ladies and
others, the Juno Club is proud to
present—Mistress Erica and the
Dominating Bitches From Hell!"’

The crowd went wild as the band took
the stage. It was a group of four.

Erica, the lead singer, was a tall,
voluptuous woman with creamy white
skin and acres of fiery red hair. She
stood easily six feet tall, her ample torso
packed into a red teddy with black trim.
On her legs and feet she wore garish
red-and-black garters, black lace nylon
stockings, and skyscraper-high, fire-
engine-red spike heels. One mountain
of a mistress, I must say!

Stefany, the bassist, was a medium-
complected African-American lady
towering as high as Erica but much
leaner. Her costume consisted of a black
leather body suit, high-heeled boots
and all, one-piece. Her Fender bass was
attached to her outfit by an array of
bright silver hooks and chains.

Suzi, the petite percussionist, looked
part Asian. She sat perched on a plat-
form with all her percussion in-
struments and she wore only a plain
white T-shirt and shorts—no shoes or
stockings. Around her head was a white
cloth band with what looked like Orien-
tal writing on it.

LaDonna, the guitarist, was a lovely
Latina. She was, again, about six feet
tall, dark and slender, and clad in an ex-
ceptionally colorful but otherwise tradi-
tional Spanish Flamenco dancer’s
outfit.

““Wow!"" I thought. **A veritable rain-
bow coalition!"

The room rumbled with sound as the
band struck up their first number.

Haughty Erica lifted the microphon:
to her luscious lips and began to sing:

"1 am woman—kiss my feet,
To you it’s such a special treat
Just to lick my high-heeled shoes in

ec-sta-see!
You can grovel on the floor,
Stick your tongue in my back door,
But you'll never be one-tenth as good
asme!”’

That’s how it started. It got raunchier
as it went along. The crowd, of course,
just loved it, cheering and applauding
raucously. Between songs, Erica joked
with the audience, springing gags like,
“You know why men have penises?
‘Cause they gotta be good for
something!”

At one of these jokes I laughed out
loud. Wrong. At the Juno Club, spon-
taneous reactions are forbidden to men.

Mistress Erica squinted out into the
audience. "’Did I hear a male voice out
there? Don’t you girls keep your pets
muzzled?!”

The place fell silent. The spotlight
panned the room until it found the hid-
den table in the obscure corner where |
sat alone.

““Oh, my goddess!”’ cried Erica. ““An
unescorted male! Hey, boy! Where's
your mistress?”

"Home with the kids," [ quipped.

Wrong again. That was not the type of
wisecrack this crowd would find at all
funny.

““Get your ass up here

'

Erica

““Her cum soaked
her stockings,

which I sucked
clean.”’

commanded.

In for a penny, in for a dollar. I
walked up to the stage.

““Who the fuck are you and what the
fuck are you doing here?’’ she de-
manded to know.

"“My name’s Dirk and I'm reviewing
your show,’” T answered honestly.

"*A music critic, huh?’’ she snarled,
looking me up and down. “'Take off
your shirt!”’

I'm a good sport. I took it off. She
strutted around me, inspecting me like
a piece of meat.

“Jock?"’ she inquired.

'Played football in college,”” I replied.

i

*And I still work out pretty regularly.”

All the while, the ladies in the
audience were watching, listening,
gasping and giggling.

““The shoulders ain’t bad,’’ remarked
Erica, still checking me out ““but it's get-
ting kinda paunchy around the middle.
You been pigging out or what?"’

““Well, I do have this weakness for
cheese danish,”” I confessed.

““Thought so,”” she muttered. "*Well,
we've seen the pectorals. Now let’s see
the pecker!"”

The audience cheered enthusias-
tically.

““What!"" [ gasped.

“’I said drop the drawers, Dork!”’

“Dirk!"”" I corrected.

Another wrong move. One does NOT
correct Mistress Erica.

‘“Seize him, Bitches!"” she called to
her cohorts.

LaDonna and Stefany grabbed me by
the arms as Erica began to unfasten my
belt. I struggled to break free, and
almost did. But just then Suzi sprang
from her platform and came at me with
a Kung Fu kick. Down I went, flat on
the stage with the three Amazons on
top of me and Suzi's legs around my
neck. Suzi wa a scant five feet tall and
ninety pounds. But her skill in the mar-
tial arts made her a force to be reckoned
with. So I made no further attempt to
escape as Erica, LaDonna, and Stefany
stripped me naked and Suzi kept her
smooth, bare, golden thighs tightened
around my head. [ was one subdued
dude!

All this was going on before an ex-
tremely live audience, mind you. And,
man, was my dick hard when the girls
finally got me naked and stood me up,
front and center stage, before the bright
lights for all to see!

“’Well, ladies, what do you think?"”’
Erica asked the crowd.

A mingling of cheers and boos rose up
from the audience.

*’So, Mister Critic,”” she snapped,
“‘you seem to have gotten mixed
reviews. Let’s see if we can improve
your ratings. Hit it, Bitches!"’

Just at that moment, LaDonna began
strumming her guitar and dancing
around in Flamenco style. As Suzi
returned to her platform, Erica and
Stefany laid me down on the floor, so
LaDonna could dance around me as she
played.

She danced! She pranced! She
whirled! She jumﬁed over me, giving
me free peeks up her dress. She
stomped her heavy leather boots in
rapid staccato rhythm all around me as I
lay there naked and vulnerable. Each
time LaDonna'’s heel came down on the
floor with aloud CLOMP, it seemed to
hit closer and closer to an ear, finger,
toe or some other outlying part of my
anatomy. AllI could do was lie perfectly

still and hope she didn’t hit anything
valuable.

She didn’t. She was a highly skilled
dancer and a fantastic guitarist as well!
Her solo ended and the audience ap-
plauded wildly.

Erica and LaDonna then picked me up
and set me down on my knees behind
Stefany who was now playing slow,
deep, bluesy runs on her bass.
Something became apparent that
wasn'’t before. Stefany’s leather body
suit was open in the back, revealing one
helluva beautiful bare bronze butt. AsI
knelt, Erica pushed my face into the
crack of Stefany’s ass and ordered me to
lick. At first my tongue just brushed the
crevice lightly. But that wasn’t good
enough. The music stopped and
Stefany whirled around.

““Ain’t you got no rhythm, cherry-
boy?" she saii sneering down at me
from her six-foot height. “"You gotta lick
my ass with soul! Show ‘im how,
sisters!"’

LaDonna grabbed me by the hair,
shoved my face into Stefany’s ass, and
forced my head up and down in the
proper rhythm. Soon my tongue fol-
lowed suit and Stefany began to play
again. To make sure I stayed on tempo,
Erica held a microphone down there so
the whole world could hear the loud
SLURP every time my tongue made
another pass through the deep ravine of
Stefany’s rear lot (and a lot she had!).

I must admit, Stefany laid down some
bad bass on that number! Fine and
funky. I'd like to think that my licks
helped inspire some of hers.

Next, as Stefany went on thumping
the bass, Erica and LaDonna moved me
over to a spot in front of Suzi and forced
me to kneel there. They held my head
down and made me kiss the dainty feet
of their percussionist. Suzy sat high on
the platform like a Ming Empress, play-
ing an array of Chinese drums, cymbals
and chimes. Since she had no pedals to
operate, her tiny bare feet were free to
accept my kisses.

Then the big toe of her right foot
began wiggling against my lips as if it
wanted in. Obligingly, I parted my lips
to admit the appendage and began to
suck it. But soon it was followed by a se-
cond toe, then a third, then a fourth,
until finally all five toes of Suzi’s right
foot were in my mouth. All this was,
remember, in plain view of an ecstatic
audience!

Suzi’s foot couldn’t have been larger
than a size five, so having all five toes in
my mouth really wasn't at all uncomfor-
table. In fact, I kind of liked it. And her
gentle Asian music was most relaxing,
almost hypnotic.

As Suzi played on, she kept twitching
that sexy little foot of hers in time with
the music. And in doing so she kept
pushing her foot deeper and deeper in-

to my mouth. Erica and LaDonna tilted
my head back so more and more of
Suzi’s foot could slide in. By the time
the number ended, Suzi's foot was in
my mouth clear up to the heel! T was ac-
tually swallowing that girl’s foot! The
amazed crowd exuded shrill cries of joy.

Then Erica and LaDonna hauled me
over to center stage where they made
me lie down, flat on my back and
sidewise to the view of the audience.
Stefany, Suzi, and LaDonna struck up a
driving rhythm as Erica kicked off her
shoes and climbed aboard me. That's
right! She stood on top of me—one big,
sweaty, nylon-stockinged foot on my
chest, the other one right smack dab in my
face!

As Erica began singing her next
number, I could see, from my vantage
point below, that she had the
microphone cord running through the
crotch of her teddy. That was so she
could masturbate herself while belting
out her most popular song:

"’Stand on your man!

And make him suck your stocking.

Use him for your own selfish plans.

Stand on your man!

He just loves to be walked on.

Come on, girl, STAND ON YOUR
MAN!"

“I could barely
breathe from
between her sweaty
toes!”’

Most of the audience knew the words
and sang along.

Erica’s regal feet had, you'll recall,
been enclosed in spike-heeled pumps
until now. So, needless to say, they
were piping hot and absolutely
drenched with sweat. The smell was
overwhelming, as was the weight of
that queen-sized woman bearing down
on my chest and face. I could get air
okay—between her toes and through
her stocking, that is. So I figured it was
best to just go along with the act and
suck the sweat out of that stocking. And
man, did it taste DEE-LICIOUS!

You can imagine the crowd’s reaction
to seeing a man totally enslaved, totally
controlled, actually being used as a plat-
form for a woman to sing her songs of
female superiority.

The beat intensified and the music
reached a climax, as did Erica. She kept
rubbing the microphone cord against
her clit, still singing while cumming.

Soon the taste of female foot-sweat was
joined by the taste of pussy juice. The
cum was actually pouring down Erica’s
leg, soaking the reinforced soles of her
stocking, and flowing into my mouth.
Suddenly then, Erica unsnapped the
crotch of her teddy to expose her
magnificent pussy. The cum then rained
down on me in quarts! It was
wonderful!

Icouldn’t stand it any more! I grabbed
my cock and started jerking off in tempo
with the music! Upon seeing this, the
audience went absolutely berserk! [ was
s0 hot that only a few strokes were
needed before a huge wad of silver-
white goo shot out of my dick. Seven
feet into the air it gushed! The women
in the place shrieked with delight.
*“More! More! More!"’ they screamed.
And meanwhile Erica continued her fast
and furious sustained orgasm still
singing!

"“Oh, baby, worship me, worship me,
baby!"’ she moaned into the microphone
while standing on me. Stepping right
on my face! Dripping her cum right into
my mouth!

““More! More! More!”’ chanted the
fans at fever pitch.

““The show must go on!"’ I thought.

1 kept poundjng my poor peter, trying
to squirt out one more load! Then
another!! Then another!!! Again and
again I popped, each time spewing
steamy-hot sperm onto the stage and
bringing frenzied cries of elation from
the audience!

“More! More! More!"” they
demanded.

Every man, as you know, has his
limit. After the fifth time everything
went black.

The next thing I remember was wak-
ing up in an alley behind the club. I was
fully clothed, albeit disheveled, and
propped up against a couple of garbage
cans. [t must have been some ungodly
hour, for the club was locked up, dark
and deserted. But in the dim light I
could see something on my lap. It was a
five-dollar bill with a note attached. The
note read: “"Thanks, Dork. You made
the show. Maybe we can use you again
some time. (Signed) The Bitches.”

Somehow [ made it to work the next
day. My boss came up behind me and
asked, ““Well, how was the show last
night?”*

I zipped the paper out of my trusty
Smith-Corona and handed it to her. All
it said was, ‘‘Good show at the Juno
Club. Don’t miss it.””

Miss Martin looked at it, then at me
with a knowing grin.

““Nice write-up,”” she said. "“You can
take your break now. I left you a cheese
danish in the lunch room—Dork."

Damn, she’s good to me.

I just wish she’d learn how to pro-
nounce my name!
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‘Women feel spunky and capable when they dress up in
male jeans, cowboy boots and work shirts, but dress a man
in pantyhose, bra and gown and it's not only ego-
destroying, it's illegal! I believe making crossdressing illegal
‘was an act by paranoid men who couldn’t stand the
humiliation—Heaven forfend!—of mistaking a man in drag
for a woman and getting a boner. Anyway, all this commo-
tion about a silly thing like clothes just gives a devilish tease
like me ideas—very embarrassing ideas.

‘“What if 1 told you I'd give you the hottest night of your
life? You could sniff and suck my pungent stockinged toes
for hours. After that I'd jerk you with my feet and when
you came all over my toes I'd suck the sperm from my

- stockings and compliment you on the taste. I'd suck your
dick and even let you fuck me, though I know a lot of you
footmen aren’t particularly interested in that. All this could
be yours, if you do one little thing for me.

“I want to dress you up, any way I choose, and take you
for a night on the town. Take a nice long look at these feet

' before you throw up your hands in horror. Think of them
caressing your cock, or filling your mouth. And look at the
perfect, smooth ass that sits atop my long legs. This ass
could be sitting on your face. You could take alittle
humiliation for all this, couldn’t you? I'm sure.

““We'll start with black seamed stockings with full foot
reinforcement. I'll shave your legs nice and smooth and
then roll those silky nylons up your hairless, girlish thighs.
Next a lovely tight girdle, I think. That will hold your cock
out of sight and also hold your hip and fanny pads in place.




Oh yes, 1 want you very believable, so we have to make a
pinchable fat fanny on you. What next? Maybe a long line
bra, with some big water ballons in the cups for realistic
bounce. And then a black Spandex mini-skirt and a real
tight bright red sweater. And long red nails, and heavy,
whorish makeup and a black wig teased out wild. For the
icing on this very embarrassing cake I have a pair of shoes
for you: 5% inch heeled, red patent pumps with ankle
straps and gold metal toe-caps. I know you can hardly
walk, but we're still going dancing, and you have to dance
with every man who asks you. And if they pinch your bot-
tom or cup your tits [ want you to smile and take it.

“*What do you say boys? How low will you go for foot
sex? I really want to know.”
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ife is so often stranger than fic-
Ltion. Up until last year my life

wouldn’t have made very in-
teresting reading. Raised in a small
town, girl is unexceptional in school
and sports, has afew friends, but too
shy to date, feels inferior because she
is short (5°17), but otherwise relative-
ly happy. Then she gets a small
scholarship and goes away to college
_in alarge city, 1 ﬁh_ggetgﬁa,live—in

dl s . TS

“These people I work for are the
reason for the change. Some nights
when 1 lie awake in bed, my body
crusted with semen, my toes still wet

with saliva, Twonder why [ dnn'tiust R
quit, why Idon’t pack my things and

run as fast as I can. But it’s not like
they hold me against my will or
anything. It's my own will, in fact,
that ties me, my obsessive, willful
desire to fulfill the role they've

NEWLY EXCEPTIONAL
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work uniform is left outside my door.
Sometimes it's a classic French maid
outfit with ass skimming full black
satin skirt and white petticoats. White
stockings held up by a complicated
ten strap garter belt go with this, as do
four and a half inch white heels.
There are no panties; with this outfit
20 two humiliating vibrator plugs,
one for my ass, one for my cunt.
They're cleverly made, my body heat
turns them on and they stay on, driv-
ing me insane with continuous

orgasms until I'm allowed to remove
themat night. I'slip my feet gingerly
into the white pumps; Mr. X, my
master, always fills them with fresh
semen, in such quantity I can only
guess who or what provided it.
"Other days my uniform is a one
piece totally sheer body suit made of
nylon stocking material. Even my
hands are encased, each finger in its
own little seamed stocking, with a
reinforcement at each fingertip. With
this T wear the cunt and ass
stretchers—clear plastic rings, that

when inserted hold my orifices

shamefully open. My Mistress and
Master take great delight in haviny,
me bend over and display my holes to
their guests—there are always
guests—in this outfit. The guests arc
equally charmed by the shoes my Jit-
tle feet are locked into: see-through
plastic pumps with six inch heels.
"You see,” they will explain, ‘you can
masturbate right onto them and it
looks like your semen is splattering
her stocking toes, and yet it wipes
clean for the next load!” That’s the
signal for the guests to begin jerking
off on my feet. Once they get in their
frenzy they begin shooting all over
my body, while my Master or
Mistress sucks the loads off my clear

pumps. Othertimes they have formal
dinners where my feet are fastened
into the special table. 5

“There is a hole with clamps on 4

either side in the center of the table.

My body nestles beneath the table

and my feet extend up through the.

hole, where they're secured in place
by the clamps, I can’t see what all the
diners are doing to my feet, but I
know liquids, hot and cold, hit them
fromall angles, fingers scrabble over
the ticklish soles, and tongues bathe
them for hours, :

“In between all these activities L ac-
tually have to clean the house. I'm
paid little more than roomand board.
And yet, I don‘tleave. I don’t want to
leave. I guess my life was unexcep-
tional for too long, and life is too
short.”
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By Allyn Green

ut I don’t need an assistant,”” I

complained to my boss. “I'm

your top sales rep, I do fine all
- by myself.”

“Exactly why I want you to teach my
daughter the business,” said Mr.
Brighton. ““Nobody can sell my Lingerie
Exotique line the way you can, Liv-
ingston. She couldn’t have a better
teacher. Ah, here she is now.”’

1 heard the door open on the other
side of the huge office and turned to
witness the incredible sight of Catalina
Brighton gliding in on five-inch heels,
proudly displaying a lean and youthful
body tightly wrapped in red silk and
black nylon.

“"Hello, daddy. I hope I'm not too
late.”’

Now, I sell exotic lingerie, you
understand. I've been to every fashion
show, seen all the most gorgeous, long
legged models strutting their high firm
asses and impossibly long legs clad in
imaginative mist. I thought I'd seen the
best. Until | saw Catalina Brighton.

She floated, perfectly poised, across
the vast expanse of her father’s dense
white ing. One delicate foot just
in front of the other, almost six feet tall
in those wickedly black stiletto heels,
honey blonde hair floating around her
face like a cloud of angels.

A short red silk jacket embraced her
tightly to the waist, making the swell of
her hips that much more impressive.
Somehow, it was cut to caress under
her high, important breasts so that they
mounted high and proud on her chest,
with just a suggestion of puckered nip-
Ele showing through the fabric. Across

er flat belly, thin red silk pulled tight,
revealing the shy swell of an un-

~ doubtedly pretty mound.

The skirt, what there was of it,

. stopped a good nine inches above her

smooth knees, showing me incredibl:
long, shamelessly curved legs ci

a pair of the finest ings we make,
that Number 402, with the wicked
seams up the back, the full fashioned
toe, the exquisite fit.

Lingerie For The Body
A Soul

Those stockings whispered to me
from between her legs as she came
closer, enveloping me in a cloud of ex-
pensive scent, of heat and eager youth.
How, I asked myself, could any woman
look so businesslike and so fuckable at
the same time.

"You. . .didn't look this way when
you went off to school,’’ I croaked.
““Has it been four years?’’

““I'm a big girl now, Windsor Liv-
ingston,”” she said. ““And I'm ready to
learn everything you can teach me."’

‘“ About the business, that is,”” Mr.
Brighton putin. “"You'd better hurry.

““Her impossibly
long legs were
supported by 5-inch
spike heels.”

Mrs. Van den Plas is expecting you at
ten, and she’s one of our best
customers.”’

As Catalina strutted across the park-
ing lot just in front of me, I got an even
greater appreciation of her seamstress.
The back of her silk skirt was cunningly
stitched, bringing the fabric up tight
against the curves of her young ass,
tucking ever so slightly between, defin-
ing each firm globe separately. Their
delicate compact motion sent little elec-
tric shivers to the base of my belly,
tightening, causing urgent pulses. I im-
agined my hands gently cupping her
pretty ass, kneading, pulling her tight
against me, my cock growing.

‘“Where are we going?’’ she asked,
sliding across the leather of the Town
Car seat, her skirt hurrying northward,
showglf%me those three distinctive
rings of black nylon at the very tops of
her thighs.

“To Le Salon, the finest, most expen-
sive lingerie and foundation garment
studio on Rodeo Drive,”" I said as I
headed out of the valley, over Laurel

Canyon Drive and down toward
Sunset.

1 could have destroyed half of Beverly
Hills that day, driving the huge Lincoln
down Wilshire with my eyes glued to
Catalina’s long, sweeping expanses of
thigh, pretty feet tucked into those
deliciously high heels.

‘“This is it,"" I said, opening the car
door for her in front of Le Salon's Italian
marble facade. She took her time get-
ting out, holding onto the hand I of-
fered, keeping that tight red skirt high
on her legs, letting me gaze, however
briefly, at the red nylon mystery that
concealed her pussy, the polished white
skin above the stockings.

Gloria Van den Plas greeted us at the
door, in her customary black minidress
and midnight black hose. ““So nice to
see you again, Mr. Livingston. And
who might this be?””

Catalina was stunned. She may have
thought she was a big girl, but I know
she’d never seen anyone like Gloria.
The exotic Mrs. Van den Plas stood
three inches over six feet tall in her black
pumps. They were charmingly old-
fashioned, tiny full boots completely
covering her feet in soft black leather,
almost like gloves, just below the ankle.
Red laces ran up the front. Above, a
smart black clinging dress ended well
above the knee. It concealed nothing,
thanks to the long slit in the front from
hemline to the very point of her
wonderful moist mystery. The inner
surfaces of her shiny nlyloned thighs
were amply revealed. I took a deep
breath, gazing as I always did at
Gloria’s rounded calves and thighs,
black and sheerly shimmering.

‘“Gloria, it’s my pleasure to introduce
you to Catalina Brighton.”

*“Ah, the boss’s daughter. I might
have known. You're quite lovely,
Catalina. Come into the showroom, and
I'll look at your line."”

As always, | gasped when Gloria Van
den Plas turned away from me. Her ass
was a masterpiece, and the fashions she
wore displayed it for the pleasure of all.
Full and rounded, each curve clearly
outlined by the clinging black skirt,
thighs flashing through the slit in the
front, her ass begged to be caressed and
kissed and loved and yes, even
worshiped.

I've created a special showroom for
the Lingerie Exotique line. It’s much too
provocative to be shown in the main
salon.”

Catalina gasped as we led her inside.
The room was an ornate collection of
antique sofas and chairs, elegant lamps
and carpeting that cost more than the
space program. Young Miss Brighton,
her lovely ass shimmering in its coating
of tight red silk, stood in awe. At the far
end of the plush setting was a small
stage, three steps high, surrounded by
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full-length mirrors.
‘“Well,”’ said Gloria. *’Show me what
you've got.””

Nervously, Catalina spread the filmy
lingerie out on a Louis XIV table. Fine
wisps of silk and nylon and elastic lace,
designed to cup and caress and display
every sexual asset to devastating
advantage.

‘I like these 619 panties,”” Gloria
breathed, her breasts now heaving. She
loved lingerie, it excited her to know
what those filmy garments could doto a
man, inflaming his desire and at the
same time sapping him of his will. ‘‘But
I'd have a better idea if I could see them
on.”

""Well...,” stammered Catalina,
looking at me nervously. *‘I'm wearing
the 619 item right now. I could show it
to you. Is that all right, Mr.
Livingston?’’

I almost choked. ‘“Yes, of course.
Why don't you stand on the stage?
Always display your goods to the best
advantage.”"

Gloria and I glanced at each other, the
heat beginning to rise between us, as
Catalina’s Iighgt backside switched from
side to side across the room. Carefully,
teetering on her black patent pumps,
she mounted the stairs, turned toward
us and shyly worked her skirt up over
the tops of her stockings.

““Ahhh,”” breathed Gloria, moving
closer to me. I couldn’t even say that.
Catalina’s thighs gleamed in the caress
of fine dark nylon. Between her smooth
legs a sheer scarlet g-string kissed her
pussy with fine close knit lace. The hair
that adorned the top of her swelling,
barely concealed mound was scarcely
more than fine fur, downy and soft.

Together we stared at her legs, admir-
ing the way they tapered down to
delicate ankles, to her pretty feet in their
black stiletto puen-nfs. Her calves were
tight and rounded, she stood high and
straight and tall.

‘“Take off the skirt, please,”” asked
Gloria.

**Should I, Mr. Livingston?**

““Well,” I managed to say, ‘‘Mrs. Van
den Plas is our best customer.”’

In an instant, it was done. Catalina
stood before us, honey blonde and 25
years old, the lean, tanned sweep of her
body artfully defined by the spotlights
hidden in the ceiling, coated from top to
bottom in the finest that Lingerie
Exotique has to offer. All by herself, she
removed her jacket and blouse.

“‘Oh, Windsor, she’s gorgeous,”’
Gloria breathed. And she was.

Her blonde hair glowed in the light,
bright red lips glistened. Firm, hi
breasts rested in a scarlet half-bra that
pushed them up, offering them to us. In
true Lingerie Exotique fashion, the front
of each cup featured a small strip of U-
shaped spring wire that held each of her

coral colored nipples in a gentle pinch,
causing them to swell with desire. Each
one looked like an eraser on a brand
new pencil. Slowly, she turned for us,
revealing her naked buttocks, swelling
out from the tops of her tan thighs, with
the provocative red strip of the g-string
separating them just enough.

Gloria’s hands took on a life of their
own. One drifted over to gently explore
the outrageous swelling in my pants,
the other slithered into her skirt to
caress the eager lips of her aching, ooz-
ing pussy. I could hear the luscious,
liquid sounds her hands made between
her soft, nyloned thighs. She quivered
in high spiked heels.

“‘Mr. Livingston! What are l:)’rou do-
ing?"’ Catalina was shocked, but
aroused. I could see one of her hands
sneaking along the top of her thigh, a
slim, red tipped finger toying with the
elastic of her red panties, moving
inside.

By the time she spoke  was tight
against Gloria, my swelling cock press-
ing into the generous mounds of her
ass, my hands running along her flanks,
down to her silky thighs.

“Catalina,”’ said the elegant Mrs. Van

““Between her
smooth legs a sheer
red g-string kissed
her pussy.”’

den Plas, moving the luxurious mounds
of her ass against my uncoiling cock,
“'it’s time you learned the most impor-
tant principle of sales. How to keep the
customer satisfied."’

At once, her dress was stripped away.
Soon after, my clothes were on the
floor, my cock was stabbing upward,
painfully hard, slapping my stomach in
its impatient excitement.

“’Ohbh, it's hard and it’s wet. Just the
way I like it,” Gloria breathed. ‘I bet
you'd love to fuck me, wouldn’t you?
Especially when I'm dressed like this.”"

She posed before me in Lingerie
Exotique’s finest, most expensive gar-
ment, a thigh length panty girdle made
from the sheerest, strongest elastic
powernet. It must have taken her a half
hour'to get into it, like she’d painted it
on wet and let it shrink to fit. Through
the sheer, misty black elastic every
curve of her belly and crotch were tight-
ly gripped, hugged in the hungry caress
of the elastic, every line revealed, the
elegant swelling of her thighs, the in-
dividual, classically curved globes of her
ass.

“Oh, God, Gloria, you know what it
does to me when you wear girdles like
that.”

The clinging girdle featured one of my
own inventions, clever stitching that
tucked the sheer firm netting up be-
tween her generous cheeks, and other
wicked seams that pulled the garment
tight inside her thighs and all round her
slickly shaved pussy. Two incredibly
pink lips flowered through the opening
in the crotch, two seamed black nylon

stockings covered her long, tapering
legs, her well toned muscles tight
beneath smooth skin.

Catalina could only watch helplessly
as Gloria pirouetted for me, high heeled
in her sensuous coating of elastic, nylon
and lace. The lovely young woman had
no choice but to spread apart her taut
trembling legs and plunge her fingers
into her aching pussy as she watched
Gloria turn her back to me and bend
over one of her priceless tables, sup-
porting herself with her hands, easing
apart her nyloned thighs and placing
her confined ass high in the air. She
knew exactly what that kind of thing
did to me. I came closer, reaching for
her.

Catalina pinched her pussy there on
the stage uggler the l.ighgsf lgr firm ass
shaking as she did so, staring at the
length of my cock plunging in and out
of Gloria’s hungry pussy.

Hot liquid coursed through my veins,
sparks exrloded behind my eyes as my
cock reveled in the exquisite grip of
Gloria’s pussy, hot and slick and
smooth, every vein massaged and
aroused the insides of her velvet glove,
My hands ran alongside Gloria’s hips
and the backs of her confined thighs,
thrilling to the sensation of abundant
flesh covered by clinging black
powernet, so firm, so smooth.

‘I can’t take this any more,”” she
breathed, and raced toward us as fast as
her skyscraper heels would allow,
breasts jiggling ever so slightly, nipples
swelling further in the delicious pinch
of her wicked brassiere. Feverishly, she
positioned herself behind me, nipples
burning into my bare back, the silky
sensation of her sheer nylons and pant-
ies tight against my ass. With one fran-
tic, overheated gesture, the young
blonde put a delicate hand between my
thrusting thighs, firmly cupped my
balls and squeezed them, rolled them,
pulled and massaged me in the most
deliciously intimate fashion.

““Oh, fuck me,”’ Gloria breathed.

And I did, harder than before,
because Catalina, damn her, had her
other hand on the crack of my ass, teas-
ing, feeling, running up and down,

I grabbed Gloria tighter, her heat
against me, her pussy convulsing
around my cock. My hands wanted to

(continued on page 73)
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EROTIC EXL‘I TING SIZZUNG HOT VIDEOS LIVE ACTION BEAUTIFUL GIRLS

Performmg Strip-
Tease...REVEAL-ALL
XXX! Raised Skirts,
Views Under Dress,
GARTERBELT, SHEER
STOCKINGS, PANTY-
HOSE, Bra, Panties,

| Lingeries, Shoes, Feet
2HR. SAMPLER
$49.95 (Specify VHS/
BETA) ar send $5.00
for photo-filled
catalog

L. DOLAN-LS
0. BOX 368
PLAINVIEW, NY 11803

PURE PANTIES

Panties, Panties,
and nothing but
panties. Beautiful
young girls who love
to tease, wearing
pretty panties, just for
you. 45 min. video &
10 color photos $45. VHS or BETA.

P.P. DEPT L_PO.BOX
1873-283, Encino, CA 91316

VYYYYYVYYYYYYYYYYYYYY
I'm Cindi my
- girlfriends
N , and I love
' to pose.

Not the same old slick professional
stuff, but really something different,
done with shy, amateur college girls
Send $3 for sample of two and $15
for complete set of ten. 4" % 6" color
photos

CINDI, P.O. Box 19020-511
Dept., L, Las Vegas, NV 89132
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ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE "LEG SHOW" LO

* LUSCIOUS LINGERIE "
THE CLASSIEST & TRASHIEST LINGERIE
VIDEO YOU'LL EVER SEE.WATCH KNOCKOUT
MODELS CHANGE IN & OUT OF HIGH HEELS,
STOCKINGS,GARTERBELTS, PANTIES, BRAS,
AND MORE.FILMED WITH 'LEG SHOW'LOVERS
IN MIND WITH SPECIAL ATTENTION ON THE
FINEST FEET,LEGS,ASSES & BREASTS.

A VIDEO YOU'LL WATCH AGAIN & AGAIN.

- %
ALL VIDEOS AT LEAST 1 HOUR LONG — PLEASE SPECIFY VHS OR BETA FORMAT :
CATALOG OF ALL VIDEOS AVAILABLE FOR $3.00.(CREDITED WITH ORDER)

VIDEO #1 "DAY AT THE BEACH" $49.00 PHOTOSET #1 $30.00
VIDEO #2 "YOYEURS DELIGHT" $49.00 PHOTOSET #2 $30.00
VIDEO #3 “LUSCIOUS LINGERIE" $49.00 PHOTOSET #3 $30.00
VIDEO #4 "SHIPS FIRST MATES" $59.00 PHOTOSET #4 $35.00
VIDEO #5 "POOL. PARTY" $59.00 PHOTOSET #5 $35.00
VIDEO #6 “TIP TOES" $39.00 PHOTOSET #6 $25.00
VIDEO #7 “LEG MASSAGE" $49.00 PHOTOSET #7 $30.00

ALL VIDEOS PRODUCED WITH PROFFESSIONAL EQUIPMENT TO INSURE QUALITY.
TO ORDER : CALL 1-800-237-2664
OR SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER WITH A STATEMENT OF AGE TO:
BAYSIDE INDUSTRIES INC.,
300 OAK ST., 1010 CORPORATE PARK
PEMBROKE, MA 02359
M.0. SHIPPED IMMEDIATELY (MA RESIDENTS ADD 5% SALES TAX)
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Don’t drag your feet.
Put some pep in your
step! Call our hot
telephone hostesses
and explore the fun
of foot worshipping.

$25 per 15 min, call-Visa/MC

UI 8/ 503-482U

|

(212) 4722769
(201) 4874733

STRICT PHONE
WORKOUTS

Cross (| L
Dressers
Our
Specialty

24 Hrs.

FANTASY TABOO

A CINE RESEARCH SPECIAL PRESENTATION

‘Foot ga/zmeiy

Strictly for all you foot worshippers out there, we
have produced a 40-minute video featuring a
pair of the most enticing appendages you will
ever see. Beautifully tanned and pampered,
with deep arches and classy detailing, they
are a footlovers dream come true.

Behold, as these feet operate with a mind of
their own, teasing you in jet black, open toe

pumps . . . flexing, and beckoning you to
stroke their curvy bare soles.. . invitingyou
to explore the hidden valleys between each
gorgeous toe.

We realize that no video will satisfy every
specific desire. But whatever your thing is,
you'llwant to get it on with this set of feet.. ..
feet which have literally drawn “chest men”
to their knees, then to the floor, with their
mouth-watering appeal. So get down there
with everyone else and go crazy. This female
wants you too, at her feet — where the real hot
action is.

VIDEQ: $50

30COLORPHOTOS: $20

WHEN “FOOT FANTASY" AND “FOOT FEVER"
VIDEOS ARE PURCHASED TOGETHER.

SAVE $1

JoAnn's boyfriend is down on his business
luck, but NO ONE’S spirits are down for long
with this woman around! Fromthe instant she
slides off her robe, he is mesmerized by the
incredible attraction of her body: those golden
legs, buttocks, and perfectly sculpted feet!
Entranced with desire, he cannot resist the
chance to caress and shave herincomparable
gams, inch by inch, allthe way up over her out-
thrust hindguarters. Then . . . showering her
feet with his worshipping love, JoAnn responds
by ravaging his body and face with these
same magnificent body parts: squeezingwith
the taut muscles of her inner thighs . . .
stroking him with silky calves. .. unmercifully
teasing his face with her feet ... even forcing
her toes into his mouth! You just simply can’t
be a‘foot’ lover and not like this video. Ditto for
‘JoAnn’ fans. She's never looked better. We'll
say it, for you and us: JoAnn, we all love you

TORAGE BOXFOI madiyll Running Time: 72 minutes
HARD S FOR EACH CASSETTE _
PAL: DIGITAL STANDARD CONverTer. | VIDEO$45 30 COLORPHOTOS: $18

LETS GET TECHNICAL
CINE RESEARCH Uses

3/4” MASTERS. HIGH GRADE STOCK, A
DIGITAL TIME BASE CORRECTOR AND A

NYLON WEB
(continued from page 70)

feel all of her at once, her firm legs that
trembled against mine, the generous,
soft breasts that dangled in front as she
bent over with her girdled ass high in
the air, the silky powernet that covered
her loins.

Then the little blonde bitch did it to
me. One of her hands grabbed my balls
harder than before, squeezing them
together, pulling them downward. And
the other hand rested against my
quivering cheeks, pulling them apart
and insinuating a long, cool finger up
my ass in one smooth devastating
motion.

My cock had a fit, it squeezed itself, it
trembled and shook, exploding inside
Gloria’s pussy, like I was coming from
all the way down in my toes. Pulse after
pulse of steaming juice raced from the
tip of my cock in a continuous flow,
urged on by Catalina’s wicked wiggling
finger, encouraged by Gloria’s gripping
lips. Hot slippery stuff ran down
Gloria’s shimmering girdle, dampening
the dark circles at the tops of her
stockings.

Slowly, teasingly, Catalina released
me. | collapsed on Gloria’s smooth back
while the boss’s daughter delightedly
ran her hands over my trembling damp
body.

“You know, Mr. Livingston,”” she
said, “1 thmk we're going to make a
good team.’

““I'll take a dozen of everything,”’
Gloria sighed.

Videos Available in Beta, VHS, and PAL (Europe)
Send Check or M.O. (And Statement that you are over 21) to:

CINE RESEARCH LAB, INC.
P.O. Box 165-L, Leetsdale, PA 15056

Overseas must add 10% for Air Mail and $10 Extra for PAL. NY State Residenta add 6% Sales Tax.

Allow 2-3 weeks for Delivery. Complete Catalog Sent with Order.

FOOT LOVERS DREAM

BARE FEET *

HEELS *
NYLONS *
LEGS *
CRUSH *
TRAMPLE * LR
IN STEP
‘Wzm 135 (Tig?\:;‘ PO BOX 386
yr.
$200 S s WALNUT, CA. 81788

Celebrating our first year of publication
WRITTEN FOR FOOT LOVERS - BY FOOT LOVERS
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eah, Ilike to get wet. I think

it’s hooked up to things I

watched on TV as a kid. You
know, a girl falls in the water and
can’t swim and she’s floundering
around, her clothes plastered
against her, tits and ass molded by
the clinging material, garters and

i
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down that fires me, the quick gulp
' of air, followed by the liquid

.'f smother of water closing in. Strug-

. gling with my rescuer also height-

- ens the sense of sex. It’s like we're

~ fucking under water, something I
also enjoy.

- "When I feel myself on the verge
of passing out Ilet my rescuer pull
me from the water. Oh, and no

. woman ever posed more fetchingly

in her wet, clinging clothes. I

choose things that will be rendered

virtually transparent by water so |
know my show is causing lots of
guilty boners in the ‘concerned’
onlookers. Sometimes Ilet my legs

. sag apart so my panty crotch is ex-

- posed while I'm being brought back

~ tolife. If they look closely at it

- they'll see it’s saturated with my

Buices. Llook forward to getting

~ alone so I can masturbate, and oh,

- bless me, how quickly I cum!

“Iknow my passions will sound

strange to many of you, but I

suspect there are some out there

- who understand very well. My con-

ssion is for you, and may your

- masturbation be enhanced by the
telling. "

¥




y black sisters some-
times roll their eyes
and complain about
having men call them
exotic. Get over it, I say. When I
have some white man asking me to
be his African princess, I get off on it
in a big way. Maybe that's because
O G e o S e my father was white and I never
liked him after he split with my
mom and me. Now my being dark-
skinned—the very thing that made
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him desert me—has you guilt-
ridden liberal white men begging to
serve me sexually.

“Usually it starts at work. You
notice me and make a point of drop-
ping by my desk every day. So
make a point of changing my stock-
ings in front of you. As casually as
possible you head for the men's
room. [ get a laugh out of that.

“This goes on for a month. Sooner
or later I feel like sitting at my desk
with no panties under a knee-length
skirt. You walk up and say hello,
and I flash you the finest beaver
you've ever seen. I can see your cock
swell inside your trousers, You
stand there with your jaw hanging,
wondering what to say, until [ giggle
and suggest you visit the men's
room, like you usuaily do, after
visiting me. And you do, blushing
like a teenager.

“A week goes by, during which I
ignore you on purpose, I tell you not
to bother me when I'm working,

P P, B T R, T QR e

Then one morning I leave a note on
your desk telling you to rent a suite
at the best hotel in the city. When1
arrive that night you're so horny.
you're flushed pink. That's when
the real flirting starts.

“I know exactly how to act cute,
and I like doing it. When you get
your first glimpse of my fine, firm
| ass, you'll swear to do anything I tell
; you. And believe me, I mean to take
i you up on that. I like long, vigorous
. oral worship. I like having my

¢ asshole licked until you can’t move
your tongue anymore. | want every
inch of my tender brown thighs
nibbled. Most of all, I like to see you
- crawl. If it makes you feel better
| about all the injustice you white
, men committed against the African-
. American race to grovel at my
brown feet, then grovel away. It
definitely gives me a thrill to kick
white ass. ;

“Just forgive me if [ call you
‘Daddy’!”










ike the American
subways, waits can
sbelong and
e .-.;.:;Jfrusfraﬁng in the

Paris Metro. This young
lady’s train had been delayed
for over half an hour and she
grew restless. As often hap-
pens, she seemed to spot us
early on, but continued her
careless exposure. Though
she couldn’t help the great
view we got from under the

platform, there is always the
suspicion the girls are show-
ing off. Youknow how they
deny it, but she must have

felt the cool air on her pantied
crotch and known it was
deliciously exposed. We
believe this young beauty, a
Scandinavian tourist

perhaps, was teasing us

simply out of boredom, I
casually building erectionsin ||
the pants of her many male
admirers just to pass the

time. Our hearts nearly
stopped when she raised her
lithe, lovely legs up onto the
bench to expose one succu-
lent cunt lip escaping her
panties. It's these ephemeral

treasures life flings us that
makes a peeper’s life so rich,
n’est-ce pas?

*“The real pearl of this
adventure was when we fol-
lowed our beauty into a
deserted comer of the railway
yard. The bathrooms of all







Tyler/Kilgore Texas area; Would like a lasting
correspondence with person who can supply
me with explicit leg, crotch shot videos/
photos of Apache Bells wearing white
panties, skirts. Same of Rangerettes. Am
honest, will return items. JC, P.O. Box 1155,
Rutherford, NC 28139-1155.

21 year old SWM, true foot servant. Would
like to meet single women or couples for wild
foot sex. Please send letter and photo of your
feet to Fernando, P.O. Box 271206, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84127,

S/M, 29, seeks hot babes who love a hot

tongue to be your seat, & foot worship. Also,
Patricia Morse, would love to hear from you.

R.G.B., 2303 Fluker St., Pine Bluff, AR
71601.

Published writer, 39, will correspond with

dominant women and submissive men about
female domination, foot worship, and more.

Transvestites especially welcome. Enclose
two stamps and get my article on the
superiority of women. B. Wilson, P.O. Box
37-8498, Chicago, IL 60637.

Attn. Ladies: Good-looking SWM, 32, expert

footman & high heel enthusiast available to
satisfy your every desire, from toes to head.
Very discreet, so indulge yourself. Bob, Box
414, Ship Bottom, NJ 08008.

make a life bng commitment with, and begin
the daily pampering of her beautiful feet.
You'll be happily surprised if you take this
:L'langce! Pat, Box 19163, Cleveland, OH
119.

SIWIM, 26, seeks correspondence with
anyone into female legs encased in plaster
casts, and to own photos or videos of same.
Box #1928, 5334 Yonge St., North York, On-
tario, M2N 6M2, Canada.

PER

Young, handsome, horny WMM seeks
serious friendship with mature, much older
female somewhere on Long Island (NY).
Cunnilingus, analingus, and foot worship,
All races and sizes welcome. Your feet must
really stink! Discretion/satisfaction

aranteed. Drug/disease free. T, P.O. Box

71, Kings Park, N.Y. 11754,

Brand new leg lover needs help! Never no-
ticed the allure of stockings/pantyhose
before. I'd like photos of leggy, nylon clad
women, but have little to trade. Too poor to
afford really expensive videos. I'm new to
this game. What do I do? Help! Allen, P.O.
Box 1073, Alton, IL 62002.

Devoted, caring, sensitive, and gentle SWM,
32, with fetish for pretty female feet desires
discreet meetings with lean, safe, mature
ladies who like having their soles kissed and
toes sucked. All answered with SASE. Joe

Id note that it is not

M., P.O. Box 6015, Middletown, N.Y. 10940.

Hot flash: Attractive, well endowed, SWM,
41, seeks women who love to dress, act,
show off as hot, nasty, lustful cum sluts.
Send hot, nasty, explicit letter/photo for
mine. All answered. Beau, 1770 O. Harbor
#128, Suite 170, Anaheim, CA 92802.

I'm Latin, male, 5'7", 150 Ibs., 25 yrs. old,
}Jml'essional, brown, handsome, and looking
or a woman with open mind who likes to ex-
periment with all, including durable relation-
ship. If you want, send photo and phone
number and I'llanswer. T.H.U., Apartado
postal 61Z, CP-88500, Reynosa, Tomaulipas,
Mexico.

run, though
: ssible for us to
screen all ods, SO ANSWER ADS AT YOUR
OWN RISK. Ads are accepted free of cherge and
must not exceed 50 words. ADS LONGER THAN

MAGAZINE.

PERSONAL SERVICES
This new section is for people with services to sell. Be advised that you
will be asked for money when you answer these ads, and LEG SHOW cannot
be responsiblé for quality or delivery of these goods. If you would like to place an
ad in PERSONAL SERVICES, please contact j

Alan Stone, c/o LEG SHOW, 462 Broadway, Suite 4000, New York, N.Y. 10013 for details.

Attention! Buffalo, N.Y. ladies 20-50. Do you
have gorgeous legs, like to show them, and
prefer stockings, garter belts and heels? This
generous, attractive, clean, single white
male, very young 40, would like to meet you.
Send descriptive letter, phone, photo to Box-
holder, P.O. Box 702, Buffalo, N.Y. 14240.

, SWINGERS MAGAZINE: America’s
number one swing magazine with uncen-
sored photos of sexy ladies in lingerie. Your
personal guide to meet the real people from
coast-to-coast, (No minors. Age statement &
signature required.) Send $14 (postpaid) to
M. Sales, 1800 Market St., #247-1, San Fran-
cisco, CA 94102.

Tlove wearing my short, tight mini skirt and
pantyhose underneath. I get wet when peo-
ple look at my long horny legs, all the way
up my. . ..For a pair of my wet nylons send
$22 money order/cashiers check to S. Jacob-
son, 13601 Ventura Blvd., #279, Sherman
Oaks, CA 91423.

Mature woman with imperious yet playful
Ppresence, a trim body, curvaceous legs,
sculpted fingernails, size 5% feet. Models
spike heels, corsets, tight dresses, and other
fetish items. For details and sample photo
send $5 (deductible from first order) to Suite
126, 1671 East 16th Street, Brooklyn, N.Y.
11229.
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FOOT-TICKLING! My girlfriends and I
LOVE to have our bare feet tickled! Wanna
see? $25 for 15 full-color photos. $10 for
details and sample. L.C., P.O. Box 343,
Hollywood, CA 90078.

Hi. I'm Kathy. I'm 25 yrs. old, 5 11" tall,
36C-26-36, and a natural tease. If you like
micro mini skirts, seamed stockings, panty-
hose, spike heels, etc., I'm sure you'll love
me. Photos and video available, as well as
my personal items. Write me with SASE and
85 for photos and information. Kathy
Crossman, P.O. Box 7051, Van Nuys, CA
91409-7051.

NO RUN PANTYHOSE. . . ALL. COLORS,
ALL SIZES! Showcase your legs in
GUARANTEED No run Pantyhose. Sizes:
S,M,L XL, XXL. Colors: Nude, Suntan, Off
Black, Black, White, Taupe and Pearl. For in-
formation and order form send SASE to
RPA, P.O. Box 694, Medford, N.Y.
11763-0694.

Amateur foot, leg, and other photos. Wife
loves to show and husband takes the photos.
Will do custom photos. For information and
samples send $2 and SASE to Sue Ellen,
P.O. Box 243, Red Wing, MN 55066.

Hey guys, wanna see my panties? Naughty
housewife loves wearing mini skirts and
flashing her panties for men. Love to tease as
nurse, maid, cheerleader, or schoolgirl. Lots
of photos & videos available. Special request
welcome. Write: Erica, 649 E. Shaw #103,
Fresno, CA 93710.

Nylon Glamour on VHS. New concept, you
choose pumps off or on. Dangerous Dangl-
ing, toe cleavage, reinforced toe stockings,
zoom shots of nyloned peds, arches, g-belts,
leg glamour, pretty faces, and tasteful teas-
ing available in volume monthly. Informa-
tion: SASE and $2 to Vidgames, P.O. Box
322, Hammonton, N.J. 08037.

Sex in public places turns us two women into
bad girls! We are shy, but thrill to being
caught in teasing, nude and action public
situations! We have photos, videos to share.
$2 gets sample to Wives, Box 217, Waucon-
da, IL 60084,

High heels—well worn, used, sexy, 2 pairs
$15, 3 pairs $20, includes shipping (UPS) and
handling. Discreet package. Send cashiers
check or money order to Capital Shoes, P.O.
Box 10143, Springfield, IL 62791-10143.

Raised skirt videos! Sexy college coeds never
before filmed! Watch as our beauties spread
those beautiful legs, dance over the camera,
exercise, lotion massages and change
clothes. From fully dressed to full nude!
Send $1 today for our latest brochure. Send
to PROCORLS, Box 1385, Greenville, N.C.
27835-1385.

We just made a new set of Sue in teddies,
nylons/garter belt, etc. All photos are taken
outside—they are hot amateur photos. For
information and samples send $2 and SASE
to Sue Ellen, P.O. Box 243, Red Wing, MN
55066.

/ you must
every month. IT TAKES A MINIMUM

UR MONTHS FROM THE TIME YOUR
 RECEIVED BEFORE ITWILL APPEARIN

Paula—Aug. '91 issue—love your legs and
ass. You're perfect in stockings and garters.
I"ve been masturbating every day since. [
saved your two little pictures. Please Paula,
write back to me. And any other ladies in-
terested in mutual masturbation. J.O., P.O.
Box 154, Huntington Sta., N.Y. 11746.

SWM, 29, 5'11", 155 Ibs., artist, sexually sub-
missive, enjoys serving beautiful women.
Please call in the evenings (212) 260-0585. No
phone sex or correspondence desired.

Handsome male silver fox, 35, seeks all
ladies and transvestites with pretty legs and
feet for correspondence, photo trade, phone
talk. Can be dominant or submissive. Love to
lick high heels and suck pretty toes. P.O. Box
27290, West Haven, CT 06516.

Hello ladies. Tam a S/W/M, 33, 6 ft., 200 Ibs. [
love sucking on pretty toes, licking feet and
eating & sucking out pussy all night. Ladies,

if you love to be sucked off please write with
photo/phone to Steve Sisco, 34-22 93rd
Street, Jackson Heights, N.Y. 11372.

Born in the holy land, lives in paradise and
destined to serve. 33 years old, 510", 150 Ibs.
foot servant with legal education is seeking
foot Mistress for total servitude. Your whim
is my command! Please write to Boxholder,
P.0. Box 10699, Honolulu, HI 96816,

A. Jackson, Oct. 91 ““Leg Forum" —Wow!
Wish that were me in “’ Getting His Kicks."" [
too have a strong attraction to dominant
women sporting tattoos, very long finger-
nails, muscular legs, short skirts, and spike
heels. Have to meet one, or more. Please
write: T.R., 19 Decatur Lane, Sicklerville,
N.J. 08081.

Ladies, if you are interested in having your
feet licked, sucked, or anything else,  am
your man. Please write soon. Photos ap-
preciated. Let me see your painted toes.
T.B., P.O. Box 4154, Stamford, CT 06904.

Ladies in R.1. and Mass.  am 31 yrs. old, well
built in all ways and would love to hear from
and meet you if you love to wear pantyhose
(without panties), nylons, garter belts, heels,
and mini skirts. Write: S.M., P.O. Box 3541,
Cranston, R.1. 02910.

Uninhibited couple will share/trade photos
of her sexy bare feet, luscious legs, and bare
ass. Have negligee, nude, full-spread
(shaved) pink, cum & more! We want to hear
from you! Send letter, desires, photos to
M&C, 7028 Waters Ave., #131, Tampa, FL
33634.

Collector of photos of sexy female feet will
trade with others. Also interested in cor-
responding with the Sex Witch of Michigan
and the Foot Gan of New Jersey to obtain
photos. Looking for photos of sexy soles.
John, P.O. Box 192, Park Ridge, IL 60068.

Couple—5She’s 19, blonde, very trainable.
He’s 25, well built with a strong foot fetish
looking for dominant females. Any domi-
nant ladies interested in training a couple
and foot worship include SASE with photo
to David, Box 35062, Philadelphia, PA 19128.

DIWIM, 45, 5'8", 160 Ibs., seeks women who
enjoy a prolonged tongue bath on their en-
tire body. Pantyhose ;ﬁ:‘cﬂo please. Carroll
Trepanier, P.O. Box 147, Fox Lake, WI 53933,

Attn. VHS and Beta collectors, trade only
over 150 amateur tapes featuring girls in
girdles and pantyhose. Will trade only with
other traders who have tapes of same. List
for list. Ron Meyers, 301
326, Altoona, PA 16602,

nion Ave., Suite

Ticklers unite! I would like to start a newslet-
ter on the subject of tickling. To do this I
need some true stories from Leg Show
readers. If you are interested please send
your stories, fantasies, and photos to M.C.,
P.O. Box 257, 275 Mallets Bay Ave.,
Colchester, VT 05446.

Husband who enjoys showing off his wife in
foundation and underwear photos is seeking
correspondence and friendship with those
who would truly enjoy his efforts. Not sell-
ing anything, just a hobby, so replies may be
limited. Please send SASE to Boxholder,
P.O. Box 344, Teaneck, NJ 07666.

IDEO PARTNERS - I ﬁZ’fé’/‘/z’fﬂ o V74 7‘%2/7"/%52* -The Video

A REVOLUTION IN VIDEO PRODUCTION

Escape to the exquisite ecstasy of PAST PERFECT, the hottest new dimension In FOOT & LEG HOMAGE | SEXY, DOMINANT
WOMEN DEMAND ORAL ATTENTION TO THEIR BEAUTIFUL LEGS & FEET as this erotic fantasy unfolds. Some of the hottest
NYLON, STOCKING & BARE FOOT WORSHIP ever captured on video. PAST PERFECT will leave you begging for more as it

jumps to life on your screen !

"THE EMSTSS‘
30 Minutes Each $44.95
All 3 Just ....$99.95

"ARCH RIVALS"
Same Day Service

1-800-628-3189

"OUR COMPLETE VIDEQ CATALOG WILL ACCOMPANY ALL ORDERS"

"MIXED EMOTIONS"

VISA « MC « CHECK
Money Order or COD

VP - 545 8th AVE -

SUITE 401 -

NEW YORK -

NY 10018

CONTAINS FULL AND PARTIAL NUDITY = YOU MUST BE 21 TO ORDER

5 —————————————



Myn gples areSOhard . .
or you to suck them! |

How about a taste?

LIVE HARD-CORE PHONE SEX
FOR i1¢c PER MINUTE!!!

* Call our info line and find)
nut how you can get it!

MISTRESS
TANYA

COMMANDS

£SO R PAHTYHIIES'
TMG, P.0. Box5420 S * KINKY UNRESTRICTED | YOUR LUST
Sherman Oaks, CA 91413 g "~ MESSAGE BOARD! 1 _800
“Suck my i OPEN UP AN CONFIDENTIAL

VOICE MAIL BOX!

. 765-5223

IF YOU'RE VERY GOOD
SHE’LL LET YOU CUM

Touch Tone Phane required. Adults over 21 only.
Visa or Mastercard required. $2.95 per minute,

,,/_/_ ez ST
£ f/’?, f%,‘“‘-"

CALL NOW! CALL NOW!

(818) 991-2500

MAJOR CREDIT CARDS DIRECT BIL Il\li

(gbsor)y fggUSP E IT You can do talll JUST CALLV

scsseanslaa i 1-818 -752-8200) . You Know What [ Meam
LINGERIE LOVERS/ The
PANTY ART

) o 'A -_— g =
TEASE " »* TA77. ‘ 4

r l\ - ¥ LR [ [
VIDEOS g { 0 bl i
“* VIDEO STRIP SHOWS 3 g "
Pretty Girls in Prelty Ciothes — Y0¥ ve been 3 - y FOR FREE HOT SAMPLES
The Girl-Next-Door SLOWL ¥ Looking = : o MUST BE 18 PLUS
Undresses to Everyday Lingerial For! = e b : X

-CO-2 Padded Bras, Falsies g ¥ E. -

Vlsa/Masiercard Must use touchtone phune
$2.95 per minute. Must be over 18.

110 2 Hours on ’
IONA *PHGR Pantyhose & Girdles
PHC?I:EIS'I%DGI L ~BAL Ballel & Exercise Outlits

Extra Harﬂ LasP tvl.me 79.95 100-281es. Panios. i S e ' - . )
1(800) 888-HO.T.T, S, g i e k4, ; o s »' AS FAR

ias, i * “ ns
L EREE Shippingl .. 7 or DO7 Mink-Skirts & Paniyhose 1 . )]
81,4 PER A/ N, S V'SNMF : VISA& MC_ +BE-1 or 2—All Briofs _+ SS-All P.H.I g | AS YO
[ g ﬁ -on-1 +*D1 Bra, Panty, G.B., Can-Can, Baby-Doll =~ 3 g
\ ~AW-1 or 2’ All Well—Waler Soaked Clothes! " ‘) ) ’ c00 o
+JF Just Friends-Two girls Try On Panlies & Bras b i B QNH
g. | ﬂﬂ m +Amaeur Couples in Teasing Actionl ,..many morel T S | X PH
VISA/MC OR INSTANT CREDIT IL- » Lingerie PHOTOS Too! « & y . 24 1 . - ! 4
Pamy Bra + Slip » Briels * Petlicoats = ’ . ¥ /
7 " Peaniyhoss - Ralsed Skt Up-Siint - : L ~3 / \
Girdle - GB&H + Girdle Wieslling - 4 3 g « - -

A Brochure & Sarrue Photo $5 ( “sg') — Adults Only
Box BOOS-LS12, EmanM

BIG TIT
GIRLS
want your dick

sl poveLs ruciers K
F'{Fk those tites Two pussies! Two mouths! | .} 79"
Ul oo pumied moo seuiies | [REPSRS

—_—— . """‘““““*“’“'4 v°1u.r3|83d' Explore tze possibilities!

_(818) 508-3220 777-7588 80 i
-1800) 766-TSTV, R - “q“mm'???

phone required




Every girl dreams of being a centerfold, and every
guy dreams of talking to a centerfold girl. Make
those desires a reality.

Now Make Your Dreams Come True Together!
You'll be surprised how warm and friendly these
beautiful girls really are and they're anxiously
waiting for your call.

Experience the Ultimate!

1-800-866-4746 et & ‘ Call now and talk live to a dream girl. A beautiful |

ADULTS OVER 21. JUST $2.95 PER MINUTE. VISA — - - dream girl is waiting to talk to you! Live the ultimate #
OR MASTERCARD. USE TOUCH TONE LINE. - 1 fantasy, call now!

el - 1R . = . Samantha’s girls ........1-900-680-1300 / / ‘
Ler YOU Sﬁgﬂ F . ) A 7} Tracy’s girls ... 1-900-680-1400 ’

o | .2 | | Desiree’s girlS.uu.1-900-680-1500 =
ADULTS OVER 21, SIIZE“G’S gil'lS unuuuuc1'900'680'1600 ,

PER MINUTE. TOU [ ‘W ; . | 2 [ 1l ' STRICTLY FOR ADULTS OVER 18. Just $3.95 per minute.
PHONE REQUIRED. - 3 | - 1 esRe e | b © Live All Night Box 2271 FortLse, NJ 07024

VISA OR MASTERCARD! g ‘ | TRICT I 1-800.846.6662

Aduits over 21 only. Just $2.95 per minute. Visa
or Masrercard and touch tone phone reqmred

" PINCH THEN, [
) [ SOUEEEThe |

Adults over 18. Just $2.95
per minute. Visa o
Mastercard and touch fone.

ADULTS
OVER 21
ONLY.

e | R (LIVE- - LIV E 1-900-680-1700

ONE ON ONE CONNECTIONS cok T e 25 MDD B pooEA TR0




CINE RESEARCH LAB, INC. ¢¢ 1
SPECIAL PRESENTATION NUDE SHOW

| B 3 5 Direct from the world famous Ponderosa Sun Club, Cineis proudto
= : 3 N()t.hmg pleases me. more then present an exclusive 2 hour Nude Spectacular, featuring some of
y I ; I the feel of a man’s tongue on the Mid-West's most daring female dancers. The giris perform both
my shaply feet! * individually and in groups - showing you everything they've got.
» [ A A 2 7 4 \ QOur camera captures all of the exciting action - even the ultra hot
%) O D ) ¥
If this turns you on too- ‘Side Shows' where performers go for broke to turn on their
@ Call me and let’s talk! If you'n audience.
o 3 A unique experience you will lovel
OR A OUR O good, 1 might even send you 2 HOUR40 MINUTE VIDEO $50.00 40 COLORPHOTOS $25.00
Srs R DRE A AND FA A a pair of my wellworn stockings >
D O ABO B AND PAR ‘
) 32.95 pe Ad O Be anageme Average call $9.00 - 3
‘ I N i ,l t 00
I PLEASURE
i BENDER
You asked forone, and we
: : : found one: a trained dan-
cer/athlete whose limber
legs and back rival those
of many contortionists.
g Watch this female bend in
g the buff-going wide open
. for your viewing pleasure!
o : y \ C Ever dream of a girl who
o could attain super hot, in-
v, a credible positions for love-
- a = making? Not only can she,
ana p but she knows you want
$10.00 ap what she can give you,
u - 3 a $3.00 andshe lovesit! Synthiais
od § plus § o de 3 simply out of sight!l
d% O per vide Running Time: 58 min.
= . : - : ; | VIDEO $55.00
rethiis tuio port feature Mistress Cherri teaches hersiove the true - s 50 Color Photos $30.00
reaning of serving o dominont woman. : :
’art one starts off with total foot worship, cimoxing in trampling : 4
nd ex:iti.ng tfoo_t; mtfzf;‘lutbtogon Fs'ce,rm." ThD'sTd who troly s . SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER {(AND STATEMENT THAT YOU ARE OVER 21) TO:
ppreciote the beauty of "My ladies’ feet will go wild. e
n part two our slove is tought the full meoning of servitude - : CINPEO BROEgEALg%yRLELIDe?sg)S!S"c s
omplete with cross- dressing and dildos. ks ascene youoresure - ; s . .
o remember! - e - :

e




