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We survived it!! Well, almost! Another year! 
And the Orange idiot has not started a global nuclear 
war. And you hear that there is nothing to be thankful 
for this season. Wrong! At least there is that.  

Oh, before I forget, I apologize for this Issue 
being late. I had some problems at the ole homestead 
that took precedence over getting the Issue out. It took 
a few extra days but things are back to normal here 
and the Issue is out. All is right in the world, for the 
moment.  

This is the time of the year that is toughest on 
a lot of people. The holiday season brings out feelings 
that a lot of people keep buried all year long. Or our 
families put unnecessary stress on a time of year that 
is suppose to be full of joy and 
happiness. Or, and this is the 
toughest one for some, people are 
alone with nobody reaching out to 
check up on them, bring them that 
joy and happiness or help them 
achieve it.  

I was thinking the other day of 
how my family use to get together for 
the holidays. It was a big thing for us. 
Everyone traveled from wherever 
they were just to ensure everyone 
was together for the holiday. It meant 
something. And now realize, we weren’t the richest 
family in the world, hell, we were quite poor, if I am 
being honest in retrospect, but we still managed to all 
get together under the same roof for this part of the 
year. And we didn’t need all the high-tech fancy gifts 
people get these years. It was enough to be together, 
laughing and singing and just acting the fools because 
we knew we were with those around us that just know 
it was how you acted.  

Those days sure are gone, aren’t they? Even 
my friends who have the most die hard holiday 
focused families have said that traditions are 
disappearing fast. I wonder why? What is causing this 
rift in just finding joy? Can we ever find that bliss again 
or are we too fucked in the head to go down that path 
any longer? Good question, right? 

On a complete change of course, anybody else 
as happy as pig in shit that the Supreme “bought off” 

Court has decided not to hear the case about gay 
marriage? I thought for sure that things were going to 
go into the toilet in that battle, tbh. But then again, 
maybe it’s just not a hill they want to die on?!?!? 
Perhaps they are smart enough, however highly 
unlikely that is, to realize it is going to be a huge battle 
if they try to make 3rd class citizens in this Country. 
And that fat cow, yeah, I said it, of a county clerk 
should go back to stuffing her face and watching kiddie 
porn rather than claim religious rights for not doing her 
job. 

And here’s a shameless plug, because I can 
LOL, if anyone is going to be at Bear Bash this year, 

I’m wanting to get some guys in front 
of my camera for the Mag. The cool 
part is that most folks are staying at 
the same resort for the event so I 
hope to get a few of you in front of my 
lens. If you haven’t heard of the event, 
you’re missing fun. The whole resort 
is sold to the event so it’s only bears 
and their admirers all weekend long 
(and there’s plenty of nudity for those 
that like to be that way).  

Desert Heat Magazine would 
like to thank you for your continued 
support and to wish and yours a 

wonderful holiday season. Stay safe! Stay Warm! And 
love each other now even more so than you normally 
do!!!  

 
 
STAY SAFE! 
 
As always, thank you for your continued 

support!! 
 

John 

Ramblings From the Editor



https://www.twincitiesleather.com/




Nolen Richards 9



10 Nolen Richards



Nolen Richards 11



12 Nolen Richards



Nolen Richards 13



14 Nolen Richards



Here’s to another personal stories of mines. 
This one’s about my old military friend named Tony. 
Short white guy from Massachusetts who loved 
drinking. Met him off the Whisper app and 
eventually started hanging out frequently. The is 
the first of many stories I have about him. So the 
first time i sucked his dick, it was when I casually 
mentioned the “how many beers until I can touch 
your dick?” joke was when I invited him over for 
dinner and he brought a bottle of jack and coke. 
When I told him that, he stop and said, “well let me 
down this and I’ll consider letting you touch it 
outside my pants.” So the problem was is that I had 
roommates and I shared a room so the only other 
option was public fun. It’s dark out and I told him, 
“Well if you’re down I’m down but we can’t do it 
here, but I know a spot. Dark area where you can 
whip it out and I can jerk it a bit.” He looked at me 
and then picked up his glass, chugged his drink 
then said “Alright, bet let’s go.” 

 
We walked out of my apartment to around 

the corner of the street where a lot of cars parked 
and it was really dark out, no street lights. So we 
walked by a big truck that gave enough coverage 
and had him lean back on the gate that was there. 
He unzipped and lo and behold his cock limped 
out. He was free balling it and his balls were really 
fat. He was cut and when I went to reach for he 
said, “By the way I’m a grower so don’t get 
disappointed by what you see now.” I started to 
slowly jerk his dick, the skin felt extremely soft and 

smooth. It didn’t take him much to get hard 
because after a few quick strokes he was almost 
rock hard and his head was dripping precum. I 
rubbed his precum on the tip of his head and I 
could hear him release a slight moan. He was 
looking at me while I touched his cock, when I took 
my hand off it I looked at him while I licked the 
precum off my finger. “Wow he’s woken up I see, 
and he’s very vey thick with a mushroom head. The 
ladies must love this huh?” He smirked and said, 
“They can barely fit in their mouth let alone their 
pussy. They can only take half the head.” 

 
I kneeled on my knees and leaned forward 

to put his cock in my mouth, I started by licking his 
head and passing my tongue through the piss hole. 
I could hear him say “fuuuuuuuck” in a low whisper. 
That’s when I began to engulf him in my mouth. He 
was right the head was a bit more than mouthful 
but I was able to get past it and half his cock into 
my mouth. I let him soak in my mouth before I 
began to bob slowly up and down. He then 
dropped his pants down and began slowly 
thrusting. I went about 5 minutes before i got off his 
dick because cars were starting to drive by. When 
I got off his dick he looked disappointed and he 
asked why I’d stop. I told him I knew a spot near 
the train station across the street that had an open 
field in where we could go behind bushes and not 
be seen by anybody. He pulled up his jeans, and 
buttoned his pants, didn’t bother to zip and said, 
“Well then, lead the way.” 
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So we crossed the street down to the train 

station and made it to the field. As walked I heard 
Tony unbuttoning his pants and he dropped them 
once we far from the station. He said, “this should 
be far enough so people don’t see your sucking my 
cock.” I hesitated at first but then just got on my 
knees once I saw that we were on the clear. He 
was rock hard still and he had that hungry look of 
sexual desire in his eyes. I began licking his balls 
and then sucked on them. Made my way up to his 
cock. I began sucking it, bobbing up and down in 
where his cock was getting sloppy wet. He was 
groaning in pleasure at that point he had his hands 
gripping my hair. “Your mouth feels so good on my 
mouth, so warm and wet just like pussy. Go faster 
up and down, make your drool Mae my cock even 
more wet.” He was really into it, I could taste his 
precum with each thrust. While was getting mouth 
fucked I had my hands move up and down his 
thighs and legs. I grabbed his butt and man did it 
feel as soft as a baby bottom but really really firm. 
He had a peach. I began squeezing his cheeks as 
I felt him up. That made Tony go even faster 
because he started saying, “Yes just like that, 
smack my ass hard too.” He ended up mouth 
fucking me for a good twenty minutes until we took 
a break. He pulled up his pants, and told me that 
he didn’t expect to get his dick wet tonight and 
laughed it off. At that time he had call come in and 
it turned out his buddies had come off base to go 
to the bars and they wanted to know where he was 
at. He looked at me with concern and I told him “go 
ahead it’s fine with me, we can finish some other 
time if you’re willing to.” 

 
He was bummed about the interference his 

friends made but then again he needed a ride back 
on Camp Pendleton. So we made our way back to 
the nearby Taco Bell, and we waited in the lobby 
until his friends came and grabbed him. 
Throughout the night he’d was texting me saying 

“I could have my friends pick you up and you can 
stay with me in the barracks since I don’t have a 
roommate.”, “if they get drunk enough they won’t 
care if i you suck me in the back seat of the car, 
they might wanna go too.”, “I’m on the verge of 
telling them to drop me back off at the Taco Bell so 
we can finish that blow job.” He would go into the 
bar stalls and send me snaps of his hard cock and 
videos of him jerking saying “wish it was you doing 
this in the stall.” I told him that I didn't want to cause 
an issue because I didn’t know how his friends 
would react if the found out I was sucking his dick. 
Tony was thinking with the other head all night. He 
even began calling while they were driving back to 
base. He’d leave voicemails saying “take a taxi on 
base”, “I can pay one of my friends to pick you and 
bring you to my room.” He was really hungry for my 
mouth all night. I just repeatedly told him that we 
could finished another time and we could get a 
room. The last thing he sent me that night was a 
clip on Snapchat of his jerking off until he shot his 
load all over his stomach and he tasted it. After that 
he blacked out. I didn’t hear from him until he got 
drunk a few days later and well that’s another story. 

 
There are multiple times I met up with Tony 

after that, we got motel rooms on nights he’d drive 
off base drunk, he’d pick me up. I’d give him head, 
there was a time he attempted to fuck me but he 
could get it in because I was too tight, another time 
was when he had me give him head and rim job, 
and one time when he asked me to “help him feel 
what woman feels when she gets fucked”, so yes 
I ended up fucking him twice. The last time I saw 
him was on his birthday 3 years ago in where he 
brought me over to his apartment with his wife and 
well I’ll leave that story for another time. I will 
eventually tell the stories over time. I’d don’t talk to 
Tony anymore since he left the marines but I still 
have his dick pics and video I look back at from 
time to time. 
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but I didn’t mind. It was nice to have a weekend to 
relax and unwind. 

As I settled in under the covers, my mind 
wandered briefly to Mr. Carter. I hadn’t seen much 
of him since we’d arrived; he’d been holed up in his 
office most of the evening. Mr. Carter, Jordan, as 
he’d told me to call him once, though I never could, 
was the kind of man who commanded attention 
without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with 
graying stubble that somehow made him even 
more attractive, he was every fantasy I’d ever had 
rolled into one. Of course, I’d never told Matt. How 
could I? It was bad enough that I had to sit across 
the dinner table from his dad, pretending I wasn’t 
picturing him shirtless the entire time. 

My mouth was dry from thinking about him, 
so I went downstairs to grab a glass of water. The 
house was eerily quiet at night, the kind of silence 
that made even the softest footsteps sound 
deafening. I wandered into the kitchen and 
reached for the fridge, but before I could open it, a 
low voice behind me made me stop in my tracks. 
“Wyatt.” 

I turned, and there he was, Mr. Carter, 
leaning against the doorway. He was dressed in a 
fitted white t-shirt that clung to his broad chest and 
gray sweatpants slung low on his hips, leaving very 
little to the imagination. My stomach flipped as his 
blue eyes locked onto mine. 

His brow furrowed slightly. “Can’t sleep?” 
“No, uh… just thirsty,” I said quickly, hoping 

he couldn’t hear how fast my heart was pounding. 
He nodded, stepping closer with an ease 

that felt deliberate. “Well, make yourself at home.” 
“Thanks,” I stammered, my hand on the 

fridge handle. 

When Matt invited me to spend the 
weekend at his place, I didn’t hesitate. His house 
was massive, the kind you only saw in movies, with 
a pool, a game room, and a fridge stocked with 
snacks I could only dream of affording. It was the 
perfect setup for a lazy weekend of gaming, junk 
food, and hanging out, something we hadn’t done 
in far too long. 

We arrived late Friday afternoon. I dumped 
my bag in the guest room while Matt booted up his 
console in the game room. “You up for some 
matches?” he called out. 

“Yeah, give me a second,” I replied, kicking 
off my shoes and heading to join him. The game 
room was ridiculous, a massive screen, plush bean 
bags, and a selection of games that could put a 
store to shame. 

For the next few hours, we lost ourselves in 
a flurry of matches. Trash talk flew back and forth 
as we battled it out in every game from Call of Duty 
to Rocket League. Matt was surprisingly good at 
holding his own, though I managed to sneak in a 
few wins. It felt like old times, just the two of us 
hanging out without a care in the world. 

When we finally paused for a break, Matt 
tossed me a soda from the mini fridge. “You wanna 
keep going, or call it a night?” 

I glanced at the clock, it was already past 
midnight. “Let’s call it,” I said, stretching. “I’m 
wiped.” 

Matt nodded, grabbing his phone off the 
coffee table. “Cool. I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“Night,” I said, heading back to the guest 
room. I closed the door behind me, flopping onto 
the bed with a contented sigh. The quiet of the 
house was a stark contrast to the chaos of gaming, 
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He stepped forward, his movements 
smooth and confident. Gently, his large hand 
covered mine, pulling it away from the handle with 
a firm but careful grip. “Please, let me, son,” he 
said, his voice low and steady. 

The contact sent a dizzying jolt through me, 
his warm hand lingering just a second too long 
before he opened the fridge himself. I stepped 
back, trying to catch my breath, but it didn’t help. 
The faint scent of him, clean, masculine, with just 
a hint of cologne, filled the air, making my head 
spin. 

Jordan grabbed a jug of water, then reached 
into the cabinet for a glass. “Here,” he said, his 
voice still soft as he set it on the counter in front of 
me. Slowly, he poured the water into the glass, his 
eyes never leaving mine. The quiet sound of the 
water filling the glass felt deafening and I could’ve 
sworn I saw the faintest twitch in his sweatpants. 
Heat flooded my cheeks, and I quickly looked 
away, pretending to focus on my water. 

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing under his 
watchful gaze. His lips curved into a faint smile as 
he slid the glass toward me, his fingers brushing 
mine briefly. “Drink,” he said simply. 

I obeyed, bringing the glass to my lips and 
taking a sip, though my hands trembled slightly. His 
eyes followed every movement, and for a moment, 

“You okay?” he asked, leaning against the 
counter, his arms crossed casually, though his 
gaze was anything but. 

“Yes,” I managed to croak, my voice 
embarrassingly hoarse. “Thank you.” 

He chuckled softly, a sound that sent a 
shiver down my spine. “No problem, Wyatt. If you 
need anything, I’m right here,” he said, his voice 
carrying that same commanding, velvet tone. His 
eyes lingered on me for another beat before he 
turned and walked away, leaving me breathless 
and burning with questions I couldn’t begin to 
answer. 

I should have left it at that, but I couldn’t stop 
thinking about him. By the time I went to bed, I was 
restless, the image of his broad shoulders, 
confident stride and that bulge of his playing on a 
loop in my mind. I tossed and turned for what felt 
like an eternity before finally deciding to get up. 

Padding quietly down the hall, I froze when 

I saw the faint glow of light coming from the living 
room. Curious, I peeked around the corner and my 
breath caught. 

Jordan was on the couch, shirtless, his 
laptop balanced on one knee. His sweatpants had 
slipped dangerously low on his hips, revealing the 
defined V-line of his abs and the faint trace of his 
pubes. He looked up when he noticed me, his 
expression unreadable. 

“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked. 
I shook my head, stepping closer without 

thinking. “No. I, uh… 
His gaze swept over me, and for the first 

time, I thought I saw something more than polite 
interest in his eyes. “You seem tense,” he said, 
closing his laptop. “Everything okay?” 

“Yeah,” I whispered, though my heart was 
pounding. “I’m fine.” 

He leaned back, spreading his arms along 
the back of the couch. “You sure? You can sit if you 
want.” 

I hesitated, then crossed the room, sitting 
as far from him as possible on the couch. But the 
distance didn’t help. His scent; clean, masculine, 
intoxicating, wrapped around me, and the heat 
radiating from his body made it impossible to think 
straight. 

“You’re staring,” he said after a moment, his 
voice low and teasing. 

I flushed, looking away. “Sorry. I didn’t mean 
to…” 

“It’s okay,” he interrupted. “I don’t mind.” 
My gaze flicked back to him, and the look in 

his eyes made my stomach flip. He wasn’t just 
being polite anymore. He was daring me. Testing 
me. And before I could stop myself, I leaned in. 

The kiss was careful at first, my lips 
brushing against his like I wasn’t sure if he’d pull 
away. But then his hand cupped the back of my 
neck, and suddenly he was kissing me back, hard 
and desperate, like he’d been waiting for this just 
as long as I had. 

His body pressed against mine as he 
guided me onto the couch, his hands roaming over 
my chest, leaving trails of heat in their wake. My 
fingers tangled in his hair as I moaned into his 
mouth, the weight of him pinning me down in the 
most delicious way. 
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