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The Anniversary issue of DRUMMER 
was very well received indeed. You 
might even call it a sellout . 

This issue has quite a few things going 
for it as well. More pictures, more fic
tion and more of the controversial kind 
of stuff you expect from DRUMMER. 
You can ' t be much more controversial 
than Strangulation and we put this arti
cal by an expert in at the last moment. To 
illustrate it, we were lucky enough to get 
one of the authentic photographs from 
Raw Graphics which were removed 
from their San Francisco showing 
because of their subject matter. There 
will be more in the new upcoming issue 
of MACH . 

We just got back from a trip Back East, 
full of sights and sounds of what you 
guys are doing on the East Coast. We 
were amazed and delighted at the 
reception given us because we came 
from DRUMMER. It is not our maga
zine, it obviously is yours and you feel 
very possessive of it. We should have 
known that from the mail, but it is nice 
to meet you and hear it from you in 
person. 

The DRUMMER Computer Bulletin 
Board is off and running. The off part 
refers to the time the damned thing is 
down and awaiting its turn at Compu 
terland for an audience with the divine 
presence. But now that it is ON again, 
the messages would curl your hair, or 
remove it . Leather Fraternity members 
are being given their computer pass
words (remember the old secret dec
oder rings?) and are allowed into the 
inner sanctum to talk to one another or 
whatever. There is no charge for the 
service, just be brief and let the next guy 
in so you can see what he has to say. Try 
not to get gism on the keys of your com
puter, it makes them stick . 

Hope you have ordered our IN 
SEARCH OF OLDER MEN before the 
price goes up. It is a phenomenon the 
likes of which we have not seen many 
times. The majority of the material has 
not appeared in DRUMMER and at the 
rate the stuff is coming in, stand by for 
OLDER MEN II, SONS OF OLDER MEN 
and OLDER MEN GOES HA WAll or 
worse. 
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MALECALL/ Dear Sir: 
SAN DIEGO LOADI G ZONE 
Just bought issue #54. A hot issue! After 
reading letters from other readers in it 
and past issues I've decided not to lay on 
my trip. However the lurb about the 
San Diego party at the Loading Zone was 
super hot! And I wonder if that 's 
because the M's were M 'S and the S's 
were S's and the photographs and write 
up made that quite clear. The point is I 
think a lot of us would li ke to see more 
work like that in you r publication . In 
short when it at least looks real then it's 
easier to feel the exci tement of it all. 
Pain and pleasure, agony and ecsta
sy .. . let's keep seeing and reading more 
about it . .. from top, to bottom. 

Tom 
Palm Springs, CA 

FORESKINS 
I would like to commend you on one 

of the best articles I have ever read in the 
June issue of Drummer written by Bud 
Berkeley, entitled " The History of Fore
skins." This article was to me most infor
mative, educational, and well-written 
by this well-informed gentleman. I 
would like to see more on this subject, 
and additiona l articles on the history of 
castration, which woul d be of interest to 
your readers also. M r. Berkeley must 
have spent long hours on research to 
come up with such good and excellent 
material. Keep up th e good work and 
the fine contents that appear in 
Drummer. 

D.K.K., PhD 
St . Petersburg, FL 

DRUMMER IS ONE OF TWO 
First of all , let me say that Drummer is 

one of the two hottest, most unpreten
tious gay male magazines published 
today, the other bein g Straight to Hell 
out of New York City (and a very differ
ent kettle of, uh, fish entirely) . The letter 
by Terry Delapp, Publisher of the L.A. 
Star (in issue 54) disgusted me. As a free
lance writer, I've come to be appalled by 
the shit some people throw out in the 
name of " moral indignation. " Delapp's 
thinly-veiled threat to put economic 
pressure on Drummer for what he con
siders its degrading content is nothing 
more than sour grapes, in my opinion; 
how could it be anything else, with the 
kind of " literature" the Star prints? 
Yeah, " Captain Morgan" was too vio
lent to stir my particu lar set of nuts, but 
I'll be damned before I' ll sit by and 
watch a bunch of honest brothers have 
their Freedom of Press stomped on by a 
jealous competitor for " righteousness ' 
sake." Nobody has to read this 
publication. 

Not that you need defending. I can 't 
imagine your audience getting smaller. 
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SLAVE AUCTION 

YOUTH 
SLAVE 

AUCTION 

Being a Drummer Daddy, who also 
happens to be, by profession , a 
clergyperson I thought that you 
might just enjoy this enclosed 
photograph . 

It seems that this is an annual event 
at St. Mark's Lutheran Church in the 
near northside of Minneapolis, Min
nesota. Out of curiosity I attended 
this Youth Slave Auction. Some of the 
Youth were well worth the effort. 
Although there were only two or 
three who might have gotten off on 
really being slaves, or auctioned off 
in the right situation! I' m not sure 
that this photo is on the same level as 
the one which appeared in issue #54 
on America 's Favorite Pastime in the 
Tough Shit Department; but if 

Your recent series on " Drummer Dad
dies" has kept me going for weeks. I've 
always been turned on by older guys, 
ever since I was a kid (I ' m 31 now), and 
it 's my fervent, heartfelt prayer that your 
feature will do a lot toward blasting the 
insane myth that the only men worth 
knowing are between the ages of 18 and 
30. Any chance of " Daddies" being a 
regular feature? 
Yours for a morally responsible 
America, 

R.B.L. 
Key West, FL 

BOOT BADGE 
I sure was surprised to see my letter in 

Drummer (Issue No. 54) on Boots. All I 
wanted to get across was that some of 
your readers, me included, think of 
leather boots as a badge of authority 
which almost always make the wearer a 
Master who is owed respect, and to 
whom we lovers of boots should be ens
laved. Surprised and thank you. 

Henry M . 
E. Hadden, CT 

nothing else you might just get a 
chuckle out of it. 

Also thank you for finally giving 
those of us wh o do not fit into t he 
cate?ory of " boys" or that old favo r
ite ' Hot, hunky, handsome young 
stud" some long over -due recog ni
tion . Most o f us are hot, hunky and 
varieties of hand some. The premium 
quality stamp says it all: "full y 
matured." The mi nd games and bull 
shit that some of us have had to put 
up with as we have matured is in 
some ways miti gated by the addit ion 
of the Drummer' s Dadd ies depart
ment. Again than k you. 
Fraternally yours in leather, 

M.W. 

CLEAN FORESKINS 

In your History of Fo reskin, Part I, yo u 
suggested that Englan d's sons have "a 
high incidence" o f phimos is. W hile we 
do have great fores kins (pa rticul ar ly the 
Scottish, note the kil ts) , I'd suggest the 
crummy hygiene in th e 17th cent ury was 
more responsibl e. Back then peop le got 
two baths in the ir li ves, o ne when they 
were born and one w hen they died. 
That 's a little heavy even fo r Drummer 
readers . 

If you don 't wash inside your fores kin , 
it will eventually get stuck to your head . 
This may be what the shakey-handed, 
but razor-happy, Arabs were discover
ing. I know from experi ence, beca use 
my father had to take me to our docto r 
when I was 15 to unstick it. I'd gotten a 
little careless over a few mo nths. The 
man used a flat-edged blunt probe and 
vaseline to free it- and it hurt ! 

My father was in the Ameri can Navy 
during WW II , and he told me that they 
performed " short-arm " in sp ection s 
on ce a week. And if you had a foreskin , 



they made you skin it back to see if it was 
clean . If it wasn't you got a warning, the 
second time the whole area was vigor
ously scrubbed with a stiff-bristle brush, 
and the third time you were sent to the 
ship's doctor for circumcision . Anyway, 
my father quickly decided a weekly 
washing was a good idea, and he sug
gested I start doing the same. 

G.S. 
Chicago, IL 

TELEPHONE NUMBERS 

I wish you would reconsider your pol
icy not to run telephone numbers. 
When you printed mine, I got hundreds 
of calls and met many, many hot men (as 
opposed to the very few letters I've 
received over the years) . 

Most busy, hot guys simply will not 
write up to seven letters to find out they 
have absolutely nothing in common 
with someone else. 

When a guy is horny, he wants to get 
together there and then and not wait for 
the post office. I've even missed an out
of-state trick who was in town because 
your forwarding his letter took longer 
than his entire vacation. 

As an attorney I know there simply are 
no "legal problems" to publishing peo
ple's phones if they w ant them pub
lished. What is your reason? 

If you change your mind, please pub
lish my phone number with my ad. 
Thanks. 

B.S. 
San Francisco, CA 

Ed:Beginning with this issue Drummer 
will publish verified phone numbers in 
personal classified ads. Please see the 
classified section for det ails. 

FATHERS AND SON 
I enjoyed the articles w ich appeared 

in Drummer Issue 55 concerning dads. I 
hav'e placed a classified ad and, to date, 
have had several interestng replies . I am 
mainly interested in contacting fathers 
and sons who have been having sex 
while the son was a teenager. I love to 
hear the details of teen age sex. I can 
recall my buddy and I showing each 
other our hard cocks and then getting 
into other things. I would be interested 
in hearing from some of those guys who 
are looking for a father image and some
one to talk to and get it on with. Please 
provide more information concerning 
getting together with some of the guys 
who have written in abou t daddies and 
their boys. 

L.C. 
Napa, CA 

WANTED: AIDE I BODYGUARD .,.. 
- For well-known , gems-dealer. Must be 
single, young (18 + ), trim, built , athletic 
tough (U.S. Marine-type), loyal , w/driver·~ 
license. Non-smoker, vegetarian preferred. 
Rugged/comfortable life, w/future. Travel. 
Background not important , will train. 
Send photo with letter. Equal opportunity. 
P.O. B. 1266, Maryland Heights, MO. 63043. 
Tel. 314-291-6643 

UP TO 4 LINES (14 CHARACTERS PER LINE MAX) OF YOUR COPY 
May be worn G.l. style. around the neck or shortened for cock ring I. D. 

--------------------------------------------------
THE STUDSTORE 

LINE ONE 17 HARRIET/ SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

Send me _ Dog Tags with the attached copy. 
LINE TWO Enclosed is $ __ _ 

NAME ________________________ __ 
LINE THREE 

ADDRESS-----------
CITY.STATE,ZIP ___ ~-------

LINE FOUR (Please print) 

READY TO JOIN 
After reading my first copy of 

Drummer, aroused, I immediately, well 
almost immediately, grabbed pad and 
pen so I might issue this plea : 

Please start my subscription to 
Drummer. Please send me all available 
information on services offered by the 
Drummer Leather Fraternity. 

I am over twenty-one years of age and 
fully expect to receive information of a 
sexually explicit nature for sure. 

S.B. 
Jupiter, FL 

BORN TO RAISE HELL 
In Drummer Issue 54, page 15 you 

mention the video tape of Born to Raise 
Hell. You did not say what studio has this 
film available. Could you please let me 
know through whom this tape is availa
ble? Thank you. 

M.G. 
New Orleans, LA 

Ed: The last word we had on this film 
(tape) was the company had gone bank
rupt. Probably your best bet is to try 
your local adult/porn shop. Le Salon 
and The Trading Post of San Francisco 
both used to stock it . Good luck. 

DRUMMER readers are invit ed to' send 
their opinions and reactions to MALE
CALL c/o Alternate Publishing, 15 Har
riet St., San Francisco, CA 94103. Keep it, 
if not clean, at least short. 

LESBIANS & GAY MEN: 
IF YOU'RE LOOKING FOR 
an accountant • bar • bath • bookstore • 
dentist • doctor • dog groomer • hotel • 
lawyer • publication • social group • 
switchboard • synagogue • travel agent • 
therapist • youth group • or any other 
business or organization specializing in 
serviny gay people . you need : 

GAYELLDW 
PAGESTM 

NATIONAL EDITION : USA & CANADA $10 ; 
outside N. America $12 . 

NEW YORK/NEW JERSEY EDITION includes 
Manhattan bar notes & women 's section . 
$3.50; outside N. America $4.50. 

NORTHEAST EDITION covers Connecticut. 
Delaware , District of Columbia, Maine, 
Maryland, Massachusetts , New Hampshire. 
Ohio, Pennsylvania , Rhode Island , Vermont , 
W. Virginia. $3 .50 ; outside N. America 
$4 .50. 

Ronoluance Houso. Box 2921T Vllloge Stotlon , Now York, 
NY 101tt4. All books sent discreetly by tirst class mail : your 
name & address kept strictly confidential . To list a business 
or organization. send stamped self-addressed business-si ze 
envelope . 

Owing ro very high bank charges lor foreign collecfions. all 
paymenrs from oufside rhe USA musr be m US funds . by 
Posf Office Money Order. In Canada. GAYELLOW PAGES is 
available from Glad Day Books. 648A Yonge Sr .. Toronro. 
OniafiO M4 Y 2A6 
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The landlady found him in the bathtub, nude, strangled by a 
rope looped over the sliding shower door, then tied to his left 
wrist and an kle. Other ropes and chains encircled his body and 
neck, and a small rubber ball had been stuffed in his mouth, a 
gag tied over it. He was blindfolded and handcuffed. 

Across his body, in lipstick, were written the words fuck, 
suck and other obscenities. 

A sex murder? The authorities 
thought so at first. The n they made 
some discoveries: the shower door 
was locked from the inside- there 
was no way anyone could have 
locked it and then e scaped. The 
apartment was cluttered with 
leather and rubber clothes, whips 
and chains. The victim had a collec
tion of hundreds of sadomasochistic 
books and magazines, stories and 
pictures of men and women bound 
and gagged in bizarre positions. 

The clincher was a list of exotic 
autoerotic practices the man had 
indulged in , a diary he'd kept in his 
own handwriting. Among the 
entries : 

- Hot wax brushed on nipples 
and genitals 

- Shaving the geni tals 
- Nipple rings, ears, nose and 

penis 
- Collar suspended from ceiling 
- Buttocks as pin cushion 
- Tied by neck to a tree 
- Legs spread, hands behind, 

woman sitting on slave's mouth 
-Kissing and fucki ng the cunt 
The death, authorities ruled , was 

neither a murder nor a suicide but 
an accidental autoero tic hanging, 
the result of a sexual experiment 
gone bad. 

Roy Hazlewood of the FBI's 
Behavioral Science Unit says there 
are at least 500 autoero tic deaths a 
year in the United State s and at least 
300 of them result from accidental 
hangings. Hazelwood and his col
legues have uncovere d 100 such 
cases- the largest n u mber ever 
studied- and have lea rn ed that one 
in ten was originally classified as 
murder. Almost a third were mistak
enly labeled deliberate suicide . 

"they' re just assholes," Ed tells 
me. " You have to take precautions, 
man- there ain 't no thrill in being 
dead ." 

Ed is into bondage and leather. 
Not erotic hangings exactly . "It 
leaves bruises, and it causes too 
much pressure in the brain, might 
pop an artery," he says. 

Ed prefers suffocation. 
It wasn 't hard meeting him . The 

bar was crowded, people were talk
ing. The bartender, short, ema
ciated, in<. leather bikini and collar, 
knew what I was after. He told me to 
buy Ed a drink . 

I did. 
" So what ' re you after?" 
" You know anybody into 

hanging?" 
He smiled . " You wanna get 

hanged? " 

It was a dingy little room off Chris
topher Street. The king-sized mat
tress on the floor stretched almost 
wall to wall. At one end was a floor
to-ceiling mirror; at the other, 
about five feet above the pillow, 
hung a wire basket covered with 
clear plastic bag . Ed stands naked 
beside the basket facing the mirror. 

" I added the mirror a few years 
ago," he says. "I like to watch me 
suffer. " 

Good looking, in his late 20's with 
a Warren Beatty body, he could 
have fucked every night in the 
week, if that was his thing. Instead , 
he lowered the basket and pulled 
the plastic tight around his throat. 

"The basket keeps the bag out of 
my mouth , throat ," he says . 
" Toward the end, when you ' re 
heaving for breath, it 's easy to swal
low the bag." 

He 's calm, breathing regularly. 
"Some guys- they ' re assholes , 

I'm telling you- tie the bag around 
their neck. If they pass out before 
they get it off, that 's it . You hold the 
bag, you pass out, you let it go, it's 
open ." 

After about a minute, his breath
ing grows labored . The moisture 
from his breath condenses on the 
bag. It 's like seeing a face through a 
fog . With each breath, the muscles 
of his chest and abdomen contract 
more violently. His cock, flaccid 
until now, begins to lengthen . One 
hand is behind his back and the 
other at his throat, clutching the 
bag. · 

" Some guys actually have to think 
they ' re dying to get their rocks off," 
Ed gasps. " I don't need that. The 
fantasy 's enough. This here's my 
failsafe system. I black out and go 
down , I fall right out of the basket." 

He stops talking, stares wide-eyed 
at the image of h imself in the mirror, 
sees his cock rise to rigidness, his 
balls tighten . The muscles of the 
abdomen heave in violent contrac
tions. Through the fogged plastic, I 
see Ed 's purple face. 

His body trembles , he catches his 
breath, suspended between orgasm 
and unconsciousness. Then sperm 
flies, four long shots across the mat
tress. Ed sinks to his knees, drops his 
head to the mattress. 

" Christ, nothing like it . Nothing, 
nothing like it," he mumbles to 
himself. 

Amon? the cases uncovered by 
the FBI s Roy Hazelwood , the 
youngest was nine years old . In fact , 
most accidental sex hangings occur 
among teenagers and men in their 
early 20's, and Park Elliott Dietz, 

STRANGULATION IS THE ULTIMATE TURN ON/OFF! 
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assistant professor of psychiatry at 
Harvard Medical School, estimates 
that one out of every ten hanging 
deaths among these young men is a 
result of sex play. 

A typical case is the 13-year-old 
boy who left his home after supper 
to ride his bike. The next day he was 
found in a nearby woods hanging 
naked from a tree, the left half of his 
pubic hair trimmed away with scis
sors. Both feet were touching the 
ground, his knees flex e d. 

According to Warren Stearns, 
M.D., who has studied such cases, 
the victims are usually "fine young 
males, nearly all between the ages of 
11 and 16, with a record of good 
health, goou personality, good 
standing in the community, show
ing a good deal of leadership in their 
school life ... " 

According to Stearns, "They fre
quently take off their clothes, less 
frequently put on women's clo
thing; some tie themselves up, that 
is, tie their hands and feet together. 
The means are somewhat 
improvised- a chain, belt, sus
penders, or other article of clothing, 
an old rope. Their feet or legs are 
often touching the gro und." 

"Hell, we're not trying to kill our
selves," Ron said. He is Ed's friend, a 
39-year-old engineer, rich, married, 
active in community affairs. 

"It's fun, that's all," he tells me 
with a laugh. "It's the greatest blast 
there is." 

A few days earlier, Ed had told me 
that he'd looped a rubber hose 
around Ron's throat and strangled 
him to unconsciousness. "I 
should've dragged it out a little bit," 
Ed said. "He collapsed halfway 
through the orgasm. Didn't know 
till he woke up whet her he was 
coming or going." 

Ron is a typical erotic self
strangler. Two psychiatrists, Robert 
E. Litman and Charles Swearingen, 
put an ad in the Los Angeles Free 
Press to meet men like Ron and Ed, 
and nine guys responde d. Like Ron, 
eight were employed, most profes
sionally, and five insiste d they were 
not emotionally unbalanced. Only 
three had considered suicide. They 
were normal guys who had plugged 
into a kinky sex kick- make-believe 
dying. 

"Yeah, but why is it such a blast to 
get strangled- I mean, as opposed 
to joining the local orgy club, get
ting your nuts whipped, or if you'll 
pardon the mundane, fucking some 
beautiful 16-year-old?" 
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"It overwhelms you," Ron says, 
while Ed listens without expression. 
"In those few seconds before you 
black out, everything flows to your 
cock. The world, even life fades 
away, and the only thing left is a 
perfect orgasm." 

At a recent symposium on auto
erotic deaths at the American 
Academy of Psychiatry and Law 
annual meeting in Philadelphia, 
Harvard's psychiatrist Dietz gave a 
scientific rationale for Ron's "per
fect" orgasm. Strangling, said Dietz, 
might actually increase sexual 
arousal by producing cerebral 
hypoxia- oxygen starvation in the 
brain. A boy is wrestling with a 
friend, gets play-strangled, gets a 
hard-on. That night the kid experi
ments, strangles himself, comes. 

A new discovery for the boy, but 
not for the species. Take for exam
ple this old English poem: 

In our town the other day 
They hanged a man to 

make him pay 
For having raped a little 

girl. 
As life departed from the 

churl 
The townfolk saw, with 

great dismay 
His organ rise in boldest 

way-
A sign to all who stood 

around 
That pleasure e'en in 

death is found. 
DeSade too, writes of erotic self

hanging in his novel justine: "I am 
as firmly persuaded as I can possibly 
be that this death (by the rope) is as 
at least sweeter than cruel .... it is in 
person I wish to be acquainted with 
the sensation .... By way of expe
rience itself, I want to find out 
whether it is not very certain this 
asphyxiation impels, in the individ
ual who undergoes it, the erectory 
nerve to provide an ejaculation." 

To find out, DeSade's character 
stands naked on a stool, suspends 
himself by rope from the ceiling and 
kicks the stool out from under him 
while masturbating. An assistant 
exclaims, "Nothing but symptoms 
of pleasure ornament his counte
nance and at practically the same 
instant rapid jets of semen spring 
nigh to the vault." 

When she cuts him down he's 
unconscious, but upon reviving, the 
self-strangler declares, "Oh, those 
sensations are not to be described; 
they transcend all one can possibly 
say." 

Ed says he knows a couple of 
dozen guys like Ron. Some are his 
friends; he strangles them for free . 
Others pay- $15 for a suffocation or 
strangling, $25 or $30 if they want 
the shit kicked out of them, too. 

"But the ropes and leather crowd 
don't usually get into stran~ling, not 
unless I turn them on to it,' he says. 
"And the stranglers aren't into pain. 
They're on another trip." 

We're in a doughnut shop a few 
blocks frem the bar. It's the last 
interview, and Ed has something he 
wants to say. Too many interrup
tions at the bar. 

"It's not just what Ron said, not 
just the thrill, like you're shooting 
drugs and it makes sex better," he 
says. 

He stares into his coffee cup like a 
fortune teller. "I told you before 
that there's no thrill in being dead. 
But-" He looks straight into my 
eyes and I can feel the heat inside 
him. "The kick, and Jesus it's a kick, 
is in dying." 

It was Wilhelm Stekle who first 
argued that danger enhances sex 
drive. He writes of soldiers who jerk 
off ten times before storming a posi
tion. The ancients honored the rela
tionship between sex and death by 
decorating their sarcophagi with 
phallic and vaginal symbols. And the 
French describe the ecstasy of 
orgasm as /a petite mort- the little 
death. 

A mother walked into her 
fourteen-year-old son's bedroom 
and found him jerking off, a rope 
tied around his neck and fastened to 
the headboard of the bed. He was 
blue-faced but conscious. 

Psychiatrist John Edmondson 
talked with the boy later. Some 
years earlier, the boy said, a girl
friend had burst into his bedroom 
when he was naked and had thrown 
her arms around him. He got a hard
on, felt guilty about it, yet mastur
bated for the first time that day. 

Jerking off made him feel even 
more gulty. Then his mother humil
iated him for having pin-ups in his 
room. Overwhelmed with shame, 
he still couldn't stop masturbating. 
Instead he would punish himselffor 
his pleasures. He painfully forced 
objects into his rectum. He jabbed a 
knife into his abdomen, although 
not through the skin. Only hard 
enough to bring pain. He was killing 
himself for the sin of being sexual. 

Sometimes he would bury his face 



in hi s pillow at the mo ment of ejacu
lation, " suffocating" himself. Even
tually he tied a rope around his 
neck. 

" It would seem that his feelings of 
guilt had led to a need to punish 
himself," says Dr. Ed mondson . 

Another boy Edmo ndson cites, a 
14-year-old member of the Boys' 
Club, the Boy Scouts and a tough 
neighborhood gang, was known to 
be quick-tempered and no sissy. 
Yet, dressed in a skirt, high-heeled 
shoes, his legs tied together at the 
ankles, below the kn ees and above 
th e knees, hands tu cked into the 
skirt belt and silk stockings draped 
around him, a skirt stuffed in his 
blouse to create breasts, he pun
ished himself for being queer by 
hanging by his neck from a tree in 
the woods, symbolically- and, by 
accident, literally- dying. 

Get rid of the gu i lt, psychiatrist 
Edmondson decided, and you ' ll 
eliminate the hangin g compulsion . 
In his first session with the 14-year
old boy whose mother had discoved 
him stangling himse lf, Edmondson 
told him the facts of li fe. Sex is good. 
Masturbation is normal. God wants 
us to fuck. It was His idea in the first 
place. 

" Actually ," says Edmondson, 
" these simple e xplanations 
appeared to have an initial effect, 
and rather more qu ickly than was 
expected . . .. " After a few sessions, 
the kid told the docto r that he had 
found a girl , and that things had 
developed as God had intended . He 
felt no guilt, and there were no 
more self-hangings. 

One of the most b izarre erotic 
strangulation suicides o n record was 
de"scribed in detail by the victim. In a 
handwritten note fou nd on the desk 
of a cheap hotel roo m, the 30-year
old man explained how he would 
kill himself: 

" My body is carefully perfumed 
and powdered. The nylon slip I stole 
from the clothes line sl ips down and 
caresses me lovingly. ow I slip the 
taffeta dress over my head and pull it 
down over my body. The base 
makeup starts to ch ange my face 
into feminine softness, no sign of a 
beard. It takes ten minutes to put 
the lipstick on right. ow emerald 
rings, more jewelry. ow my blond 
wig transforms me into a woman 
completely .. .. 

" Shit, are Jou kidding? " I have 
just propose to Ed that if we could 
just get rid of guilt, no one would 
ever practice another deadly sex 
kick. "The Dyaks slit their cocks 
from the head to the nuts
subincision- before they ' re 
allowed to fuck. The Skopts cut their 
nuts off, sometimes their cocks, too. 
I've seen guys get whipped to a 
bloody pulp, begging for it, before 
they 'd let themselves have a good 
time. I swear to God, I got letters 
from four different guys asking me 
to cut their cocks off. I know a guy 
who made his lover blind him in one 
eye. " 

Ed is angry, his face red . " It's not 
just here, not just our society. 
There 's a universal guilt. We hate 
ourselves for loving sex ." 

The an?,er subsides. His eyes 
brighten.' You know what I think? " 
he says. " I think it's been handed 
down genetically from the Garden 
of Eden. The apple is a symbol. The 
original sin was the contemplation 
of guilt. " 

Ed says once a guy is turned on to 
the deadly kicks, he' ll keep doing it. 
Articles like this, telling of the 
hundreds of deaths each year won't 
stop them. Maybe it will help them 
play their games more safely, 
though. Here are the important 
points : ' 

- As little as seven pounds of 
pressure on the common carotid 
artery will cut blood flow to the 
brain sufficiently to produce 
unconsciousness within seven 
seconds. Only in the last two 
seconds will you realize that you are 

" Standing on a chair in the clothes 
closet, I screw two hooks-eyes into 
the door moulding. Next I tie the 
keys to three padlocks in a string 
and hang them on a clothes pole at 
eye level. I put the pair of panties in 
my mouth that have been soaked in 
water. Now I pull a stocking down 
over my head and secure it around 
my neck with a choker replacing the 
wig. " 

Pulling the door closed, he stares 
into the total darkness, his blood 
pounding furiously. 

" Measuring very carefully, I make 
ready the open lock and end of the 
chain. I stand on the very top of the 
chair. Now I strike a match but I am 
so nervous it goes out. The next one 
will do the job though . Quivering 
with excitement, I just stand and 

passing out. Should you be having 
an orgasm at that point, as is likely, it 
could be your last thrill. If hanging
suffocation is your scene, play with 
the fantasy, but stay as far away from 
unconsciousness as you can . 

- Find someone to share the 
game with . Nonjudgmental profes
sionals such as Harvard 's Dr. Dietz 
consider this the most important 
safety factor. Some men rely on an 
understanding sex partner. Others 
pay a hooker, or another guy who is 
into the same game. The purpose 
isn't so much for sex interaction
erotic hanging is usually a solitary 
trip- as for safety . Should you pass 
out, your partner can promptly 
remove the rope or bag. 

- If you must play alone, build 
safety precautions into the game. If 
a cord or bag can only be released 
while you remain conscious, you ' re 
running a serious risk of becoming a 
corpse. 

Should you see a shrink? Sure, if 
you think you ' re actually suicidal. If 
it 's strictly the fantasy that you ' re in 
to, though , you might spend big 
bucks just to find out that you ' re 
normal. Rollo May writes in his clas
sic Love & Will , " The relationship 
between death and love is surely 
clear in the sex act. Every kind of 
mythology relates the act to dying, 
and every therapist comes to see the 
relationship clearly through his par
ents. It is not by accident that the 
orgasm often appears symbolically 
as death and rebirth ." 

Psychoanalyst Abraham Maslow 
once wondered whether we could 
ever know passionate sex if we were 
sure we would never die. o 

swish the lovely skirts about my legs, 
I know what I am going to do next. 
I'm really terrified by sadistic thrill. It 
is 9:35 Sunday night and in three 
minutes I will be dead . I strike the 
match, reach down and set fire to 
the gossamer edge of the black 
nylon slip. Quickly I wrap the chain 
around my wrists and snap the pad
lock firmly . In a frenzy of passion , I 
kick the chair over and my body is 
spasming at the end of the chain 
noose. I come wildly, madly. The 
pain is intense as my clothes start 
burning my legs. My eyes bulge and 
I try to reach the keys, knowing I 
have finally found the courage to 
end a horrible nightmare life 
dangerously." 

The man died precisely as he 
planned . 

DRUMMER 11 



liN SIARCH OF DLDIR MINF~o 
DRUMMIR'S DAD0J

4

'-'f 
SEND PIX. INFO TO ROBERT PAYNE/DRUMMER/15 HARRIET ST./SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

DENVER DRUMMER DADDY 
Please accept this picture of myself- a Denver 
Daddy. Use it if you wish in your Drummer's Daddies 
section. Also, I've heard that Drummer may be doing 
a book on Daddies. If there is anything I can do to 
help, I'd be glad to try. Let me know. Most guys here 
know who I am. 

L.M. 
Denver , CO 

YESTERDAY/TODAY /TOMORROW 
This is my first letter to Drummer, and I have to tell 

you issue #54 was the best ever. Why? Because of the 
full-page color Daddy Picture of D. Thompson and I 
for one think he deserves a picture layout in a future 
issue. It also proves that us Daddies are still virile & can 
hold our own. I've been in and around S.F. for the past 
20 years, and before that I got into the leather scene in 
Chicago through Dom, Chuck & Cliff when they all 
lived on Wells Stand we were trying back then to get a 
leather bar and fraternity started. Well, we all know 
the success story, from the Kris Studios back then to 
the present Gold Coast in Chicago. 

So you young Studs, back then we were the movers 
& the pushers, and today we are mature, virile, know 
where we are at and still sought after because of our 
experience and background. So let's have more 
Daddy lhotos along with the young studs of today 
that wil be the future hot Daddies of tomorrow. 

55 and on top of things, 
H.D. 

Petaluma, CA 

DADDY/MASTER/SLAVE/SON 
He has answered my ad, he wants to be Daddy 's 

slave boy. And now he arrives in all his submissive 
flesh, knocking at my door about to enter a world of 
surrender to a Daddy-Master's will. I unlock the door 
to find his warm, innocent exterior clothed to please 
his Daddy, just as I had ordered him. Blue-jeaned, 
shirt open in the front, boots and leather jacket, as 
ordered. As quickly as I take in the tantalizing sight of 
his garb, I am entertaining pre-cum thoughts of that 
ravishingly youthful boy-body stripped, ready for vio
lation and abuse. He has a hungry, yearning look
enough to melt a Daddy's heart and boil his nut-sac. 
My mancock can't bear the sexual torment churning 
in my balls and he is quickly made to strip before me, 
which he does with obedience. A promising start. 

I am ready to tap his fantasies, to unlock his deep
seated need to belong. I examine his body, play with 
his cock, fondle his big nuts and tits. He is told that he 
must obey and at my first order, he bends over to 
reveal the target of my sexual assault, the prize man-

DADDY NEEDS A DADDY 
Daddy needs Daddy, uncut, 83/4, must have a hard, 
firm, receptive butt. A versatile man. 

K.D.N. 
San Francisco. 

DADDY'S BOY 
I hope you'll consider running the following in 

your " Drummer Daddies" section, if only as an addi
tional encouragement to the Daddies of the world 
(and their slavering would-be sons). I also enclose a 
letter for D .L. of L.A., CA. Could you forward? 

I'm one "son" who's always been a Daddy's boy. 
While other high-school guys were drooling over 
(and on) their fresh-faced teammates, I had the hots 
for the coaches and teachers, particularly if they had 
beards, and particularly if they were intelligent, 
strong-minded sons of bitches. My directness and 
intensity tended to put people off; I know what I 
want: a guy older than my 31 years who knows what to 
do with a big, hairy, bearded, hotnippled, tight-assed, 
furry-beer-bellied, sharp-minded and wildly loyal 
permanently Iovin' and obedient "son." Somebody 
out there has to be more than just playacting the 
leader. That somebody can contact me. 



I am enclosing photos of myself for publ ication in 
your magazine Drummer. I'm hot to be pleased as 
well as pleasing my partner. My ass needs opening 
and my cock needs sucking. What is your pleasure? 

J.H. 
Brooklyn, NY 

WANTS A BEARDED DADDY 
In response to your Daddies ad in Drummer 53, here 
is my first attempt at finding a son . 
Texas Daddy needs muscular, goodlooking, obe
dient, loving son to train, discipline, show off, and 
love. Applicants should be under 35 and sincere. 
Daddy is 40, muscular, blond, bearded, and very dom
inant psychologically and physically . Daddy will help 
relocate son and train with spankings, humiliation, 
light bondage, diapers, some leather, watersports, 
also other select disciplines. 
Thanks for the offer and keep up the good work. 

B.T. 
Dallas, TX 

hole surrounded by firm, fleshy boy cheeks. His 
mouth is commanded to arrive at his Dad's man-tool. 
He sucks at the head and is taught to take it all in his 
throat, choking in his eagerness, gagging on the gen
erous Daddy-sperm that erupts inside him. The collar 
goes on, the leash is attached . He calls me Daddy all 
through the night. With further discipline and train
ing, the man-slave is taught to kiss Daddy's boots and 
lick his old man ' s ass. This is no overnight fuck. I have 
found my slave-son at last! 

I answered his ad in a gay tabloid . 
The ultimate Daddy-Master, boy-fantasy. The 

you ng, the mascu l ine, the fresh, the eager, the wi ll ing 
slave-son every Daddy fantasizes owning for himself. 

He called me on a Wednesday night and by Thurs
day I couldn ' t get enough of his hot stuff. We spoke 
for hours and he sounded so hot, so right for this 
Daddy. I stroked my meat as he spoke of his fantasies. 
We spoke of everything, comfortable and easy. I'd 
wind up by jacking my meat as he fed my fantasy to a 
hot load. He was hot to cum, but I tested his respect by 
not letting him shoot until his Daddy gave the com
mand. He knows now he must ask permission . The 
conversations often got intense and the minute we 
hung up, we wanted to call each other back. A Daddy 
needs his boy-slave. The boy is hot for Daddy' s dick. I 
need to cum in his mouth and fill his ass, to teach him 
to kneel , beg and pleasure. 

He sends me letters of slaveboy submission and I 
retaliate with letters of command and fatherly con
trol. He is in Colorado, I am in Jersey, but our close
ness has since narrowed as close as the boy next door 
(who isn' t much of a number, anyway) . 

Soon he will arrive as I want him. Subservient with 
collar and leash , exposed and willing to learn . I drool 
with anticipation at his lack of experience and I covet 
his energy for training. 

What sets him apart from other Daddy-boys is his 
unspoiled attitude to make a Daddy-Master feel like a 
conqueror. We will consummate our union when I 
put my seed in him and with time mold him, shape 
him and train him to my satisfaction and pleasure. The 
slave-son I always wanted and needed. 

Appropriately, almost deliberately, I will summon 
him to arrive before me on Father's Day. But sorry, 
Drummer Daddies. Slave-sons can only have one 
Daddy-Master. However, you are most welcome to 
the boy next door. 

Daddy-Master George, N .j . 
slave-son Leigh (Colorado) 

Thank you , sir . 
R.L. 

Key West, Fl 

LOOKING FOR A FATHER FIGURE 
Wouldn't you think that a choirboy blonde who is 

as submissive and masochistic as they come, would 
have no trouble finding a Master? I have looked for a 
man, not a queen; for a king, in fact, for three years 
now. I came close once, with Steve. 

Bars, discos, and porno theaters in NYC were my 
cruising grounds and I was looking for only one quali
fier, a bearded man w ho was att ractive and attracted 
to me. When I saw Steve, my cock knew this was a man 
who could be father and brother to me, who could 
instruct me and discipline me as I needed. He said 
he'd been looking for someone like me. 

My ass, opened only a few times, was pushed and 
prodded and fucked hard by Steve many times that 
night. I have never met a man, a real man who could 
cum 5 or 6 times like that. And I tried not to disappoint 
him, cumming whenever he jerked me off. 

I was in heaven when he asked for my telephone 
number, and each month for nearly a year we spent a 
weekend together . He expanded my limits and 
pushed my stamina to the breaking point- fucking, 
sucking and rimming. He forced me to realize the 
connection between my tits, balls, and cock with his 
fingernails and teeth. Meanwhile, my own private 
fantasies grew. 

He in his army uniform, me spreadeagled on the 
bed as he used me as an ashtray for his cigar. Or 
smoking and reading the paper while sitting on my 
face. Or whopping me until I cried , red welts all over 
my ass- and then apologizing by fucking me. 

It was too good to last. When I confided my desires, 
he was astonished. He wasn't into S&M, he said. He 
wouldn't fulfil a role he'd already assumed, in my 
view, of a benevolent, kind and sadistic master. 
Although we had one or two meetings since, they 've 
lost the magic they once had . I 'm still waiting for his 
call for me to be a full-time slave/ whipping boy/ ash
tray. When and if he calls, I will go; I'd drop every
thing because he marked me as his own when we first 
met. 

I'm still looking for a father figure like Steve, with 
my interests and magic. Maybe this will help. Thank 
you, Drummer. 

T.S. 
Hartford, CT 

BOY! DID WE EVER HEAR FROM DRUMMER DADDIES AS WELL AS GUYS LOOKING 
~ FOR ONE. THESE ARE FOR REAL-ARE YOU? WRITE TO ROBERT PAYNE NOW! 
s: 
~ SEND YOUR PICTURE AND/OR STORY. YOUR MAIL RESPONSE WILL BE FORWARDED. 
~ ~ 
w 





noons clipping the dicks o'f teenagers . It was the custom of 
barrio Philippinos to circumcise their kids en masse during 
big backyard festivals. A fter years of American military pres
ence, they wanted Americans to do the honors instead of 
their traditional herb doctors, who did their customary lousy 
jobs. I'd have male rel atives hovering over my shoulders 
trying to get a better look at the dick I was peeling and more 
than once I was jabbed in the back of the neck by a stiff 
peter." 

Not all USA letter-writers found circumcision erotic. Some 
found it distasteful or int imidating. Reactions to circumcision 
varied widely. Generally, men who chose to be circumcised, 
either due to peer pressure or erotic fantasy, liked the results 
and continued to find the fantasy persisting! Men who were 
circumcised to correct phimosis also liked the results and 
found the subject erotic. 

Uncircumcised men fell into two anatomical categories. 
Men with long foreskins- whose foreskins extended 
beyond the glans and cascaded to a pointed tip or rosette
were inclined to eroticize their prepuce; part of that erotici
zation was the possibility of cutting it off. Men with short 
foreskins- foreskins wh ich merely draped over the corona, 
were less likely to eroticize their prepuce and gave little 
thought to circumcision . 

Men forced into circumcision by parents, aggressive doc
tors, the military or lovers, generally reacted unfavorably to 
the results- from "I guess it's alright" to suicidaL Men who 
were circumcised at birth generally found the subject "bor
ing," or "What's the poi nt in talking about it?" or "Change 
the subject!" One group of neonatally circumcised men did 
find the subject to be erotic, however; men who ended up 
with "slop jobs"- vestiges of foreskin which they had erotic
ized. Most circumcised men wrote to the USA, having no 
interest whatsoever in ci rcumcision, investigating the possi
bility of foreskin restorat ion. Blaming their circumcision on a 
wide variety of complai nts (mostly relating to the feeling of 
being castrated), these men were convinced that their only 
cure was to obtain a foreskin. Most of them complained that 
doctors refused to understand their desire, became belliger
ent and sometimes suggested they be "committed." One 
determined Joung col lege student wrote, "If the early 
Greeks coul put fores kins on Israelite athletes, then an 
American doctor can put one on me!" 

Foreskin restoration is almost as old an operation as cir
cumcision. Yes, athletes f rom Israel and Phonecia, competing 
in the Olympic Games in ancient Greece, did seek surgeons 
who could put foreski ns on their denuded penises. The 
Games, played in the nude, had mostly Greek spectators and 
the Greeks considered it terribly vulgar to display the glans
penis in public. Greek athletes (take another look at their 
vases) tied strings around their foreskin tips to ensure that 
their offensiveJians couldn't peek through. Jewish elders, 
horrified to fin their young men returning from the Games 
complete with foreskins, started the oft-heard hue and cry 
about the " Hellinization of our youths!" Later, during the 
time of Emperor Tiberi us (14-37 AD), the Roman physician 
Celsus wrote a paper describing his method of 'f.estoration, 
starting it with" ... if the glans is bare and the man wishes for 
the look of the thing to be covered, that can be done ... but 
more easily in a boy than in a man ; in one whom the defect is 
natural, than in one who after the custom of certain races has 
been circumcised; and in one who has the glans small and the 
adjacent skin rather am ple, while the penis itself is shorter, 
rather than in one whom the conditions are contrary." 

Today, in America, th ere are five known physicians who 
are experienced at foresk in restoration. Several methods are 
now in use, the choice of which is determined by the 
patient's anatomy (the amount of skin left on his circumcised 
penis). In cases where a lot of skin remains and some amount 
of it can be pushed over the glans, a regular regimen of 
stretching can lengthen the skin. In some such cases, the 
implant of a platinum ring under the remaining skin can 
expedite the procedure, stretching the skin and ring over the 
head and tightening the ring with finger pressure to hold the 
skin in place. In a few weeks, the skin stretches into place and 
the ring can be removed. The final step is to cut a diamond-

shaped piece from the top of the opening and then sew the 
edges together . For cases of less remaining skin on the penis, 
the Z-plasty method is another way to undo circumcision . It 
consists of making several Z-shaped incisions in the skin of 
the shaft and sewing them back together with the long sides 
in apposition to the short sides of the " Z" so that the tube of 
skin is lengthened, though somewhat narrower. For even less 
skin to work with, there is the "Jack Penn" operation. In this 
procedure, the skin of the shaft is cut loose at the base of the 
penis with a circular incision and inverted over the head in 
what is called a "degloving." The inverted skin forms the 
inner lining of the new foreskin , with the outer layer formed 
from a split-thickness graft taken from a relatively hairless 
area of the body. For the man who ended up with a good ole 
All-American clipcock, tightly circumcised with almost no 
skin to work with, there is the scrotal implant technique (the 
most commonly used method of restoration) . This requires 
several operations. A cuff of skin is cut loose from the shaft
skin , enough to cover the glans. The penis is then implanted 
in the scrotum; it is sewn into a slit made in the scrotal skin 

and an opening left for urination. The penis is left in the 
scrotum for several months to allow the skin to heal and a 
new blood and nerve supply to develop. Only partial erec
tions are possible at this stage as the penis is bound by the 
scrotal skin , but orgasms are possible even with that con
straint. Later, the new foreskin is cut loose in one or more 
stages. Such a procedure can cost up to ten thousand dollars. 
In most cases, where psychological damage due to circumci
sion can be proved or where unhealed nerve endings on the 
penis due to circumcision are found , medical insurance poli
cies pick up the tab. Does it work? Yes, according to several 
USA correspondents who have new foreskins; the glans 
becomes moist and warm and picks up some added sensitiv
ity. Even smegma is produced under the new skins. One 
foreskin recipient writes, " I always had pain with my 
orgasms; I thought it was normaL They found damaged 
nerves on my penis resulting from my neonatal circumcision. 
I had no idea what a real orgasm was like . . . until I had one 
with an uncircumcised penis. My orgasms now simply blow 
me away! " 
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The USA's biggest discovery, and possibly its biggest 
accomplishment, was that suddenly uncircumcised men 
started to bring their foreskins out of the closet. They started 
to fight back, fighting to retain foreskins. For the first time 
explicit literature started to explore the possible uses of the 
prepuce in foreplay. Playgirl, once foreskin-shy in its choice 
of centerfolds, now presented at least one or two foreskin
draped models in each magazine. In May, 1981, Playgirl ran 
an article by David Thomson ("Hi , I' m Joe's Penis") in which 
the author admitted, "Your writer is not circumcised, so it is 
necessary for me to slip back the foreskin- itself a thing of 
wonder and the source o f nearly endless play and amuse
ment for others." One couple wrote to the USA that using his 
foreskin to cup over various parts of her body provided them 
with exquisite pleasures. One woman wrote, "Personally, I 
fid that the uncircumcised man pernetrates more smoothly 
and with less friction ." And now that foreskins are "in," some 
men are pleasing their admirers by lengthening and loosen
ing their already long prepuces. Some do it by stuffing cotton 
balls under the foreskin daily. One man stuffs it with BB 
pellets. The foreskin can be safely taped closed, keeping such 
contents locked inside, w ith the use of Dermicel surgical 
tape. Other men place weights around their foreskin tips, 
such as rubber washers. O ne group of men meet in Southern 
California regularly for a session of mutual stretching. The 
situation in America today is, according to Dr. Morgan, much 
like in New Guinea where most of the tribes circumcise but 
" . .. a discerning minority does not find favor with the opera
tion . These (few) men deliberately stretch their foreskin by 
dangling weights on it, fo r to them a pendulous prepuce is a 
thi of beau and a forever! " 

IV. COMING TO GRIPS WITH THE FORESKIN 
Our history of the shortened American foreskin has 

stressed the cultural and erotic causal factors in this nation 's 
preoccupation with infant circumcision. We have also 
reviewed the emotional reactions to the act of circumcision, 
and that of being circumcised, through the eyes, mostly, of 
USA correspondents. W e have referred only briefly to the 
various medical "excuses" which have gone in and out of 
fashion. It is certainly unfair to say that all medical circumci
sion is performed by "crypto-perverts," at least on a con
scious level , or that some circumcisions are not medically 
indicated. The medical factors in circumcision, both pro and 
~on , ar~ th~ subjects of endless reports and articles published 
m med1cal JOurnals throu ghout the English-speaking world . 
Most of the reports favor one side of the question only and, 
more importantly, they discuss the penis only in clinical 
terms. The average parent, studying the conflicting " medical 
findings" on the subject, would certainly become confused 
and, most probably, revert to the family "inheritance" as to 
whether or not to circumcise their newborn son. The average 
man reading these clinica l reports, never having had medical 
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problems with his penis (circumcised or uncircumcised), 
would have a hard time seeing himself in those articles 
because his only meaningful relationship with his genitals is 
one of eroticism. However, we must bridge the gap between 
" cultural circumcision" and " medical circumcision" by 
reviewing the "excuses" to determ ine where they stand now 
in the early 80's. And we must come to grips with the old 
"medical myths" about the foreskin itself. Let 's take a look: 
1. Masturbation. Anti-masturbation has been relegated to 
the lunatic fringe . Obviously, depriving a boy of his foreskin 
doesn't stop him from masturbating- although it probably 
makes it more difficult . Body lubricant manufacturers owe a 
huge debt to the puritanical doctors of earlier decades. Many 
sex counselors are now convinced that masturbation can be 
beneficial, especially for the very young or the elderly when 
sex partners are not easily contacted. And, for the middle
aged, one urologist claims that regular masturbation keeps 
the foreskin loose and healthy if other forms of sexual activity 
are not available. 
2. VD. The recent VD epidemic among the nation's almost 
totally circumcised youth makes this 1918 theory look ridicu
lous. Ont doctor wrote to the USA, " Anyone who under
stands the diseases involved knows that susceptibility and 
precautions are exactly the same for all men and the presence 
or absence of a foreskin makes no difference." However, 
during the recent debate in Canada over the inclusion of 
circumcision payments in their national health plan, the Can
adian military presented statistics showing a higher incidence 
of VD among uncircumcised soldiers. Needless to say, some 
of those French-Canadian foreskins are going to come off in 
boot camp! 

3. Infant Circumcision Preferable to Later Military Circumci
sion. Yes, if they don 't get it in the maternity ward they still 
might get it in the Army- and do, according to the reported 
experiences of several recent recruits. Many people would 
be surprised to learn of the military's advocacy of circumci
sion . Many men served undisturbed with foreskins and came 
out intact; others were hassled but their foreskins survived. 
Many young men, joining up right out of high school and 
being away from home for the first time, undoubtedly chose 
to take advantage of free military circumcision. Others made 
it elective after some peer pressure or after a few embarrass
ing remarks during short-arm inspection. But it is the men 
who were targeted for circumcision, and many men who 
served in the medical corps, who are the witnesses to this 
century's great military de-prepucing campaigns. Why were 
only certain men so targeted? Supposedly, if combat/health 
situations were stable, only men with phimosis and / or 
redundant foreskins were detailed for a cock-style change. 
And what is a redundant foreskin? A long one- it can be so 
long it flops, but if it extends beyond the urethra opening it is 
taboo. How many men have long, floppy foreskins? A recent 



survey of West German Army recruits, studying the incidence 
of smegma among the various types of penises, gives us a 
clue. The survey included 3,000 men between the ages of 
18-20 and categorized them into five penis-types : (A) no 
foreskin , (B) short foreskin, (C) long foreskin, (D) tight fore
skin, long or short, and (E) phimosed. 

Out of the 3,000 young Germans, only 256 were in Group A 
(no foreskins) and of those 1;4 had been circumcised (proba
bly because of infant phimosis), Y 2 had such short foreskins 
that they had long since fallen behind the corona perman
ently and in 1;4 of the cases it was impossible to determine 
whether or not they had been circumcised. Group B (short 
foreskins) had 1258 men, or 41.9%. Group C (long foreskins) 
had 1236 men, or 40.8%. Group D (tight foreskins) had only 
181 men; 6.0%. Group E (phimosed) only 82 or 2.8%. So, 
assuming that this lineup of Germans, mostly in their natural 
state, is more or less an indication of Mother Nature's penis
type distribution, the military would have been after the 
40.8% redundant ones, 6% tight ones and 2.8% phimosed, 
leaving the remaining 50% uncircumcised. I wonder what's 
so bad about floppy fo reskin. Smegma? 

4. Infant Circumcision Preferable To Adult Circumcision If It 
Becomes Medically Indicated. The coming of laser beam 
circumcision, coupled w ith the fact that anaesthetics are still 
seldom used in infant ci rcumcision, promises to completely 
reverse this "excuse. " Yes, there are problems (severe phi
mosis, balabitis, etc.) for which adult circumcision is indi
cated, but their incidence is low. The "natural childbirth" 
activists are striving hard to educate young parents that infant 
circumcision can be dangerous and it hurts. On the other 
hand, if laser beam circumcision can be used on the infant, 
even that argument might be reversed. 
5. Penile Cancer. Quoting from Circumcision, an article by 
Thomas E. Reichelderfe r, MD, and Juan R. Ferga, MD (from 
"Care of the Well Baby," 1968, ].B . Lippincott, publisher), " In 
Britain, in 1946, one chil d in 6,000 under the age of 5 died as a 
result of circumcision. If the same results were applied to the 
US, approximately 153 such deaths might be expected annu
ally. In 1962, there were 232 deaths from penile cancer in the 
US, 0.2% of all cancer deaths. To circumcise all males at birth 
can hardly be justified so lely on the basis of preventing such 
an uncommon disease, especially when the penis can, with 
little effort, be easily visualized, and precancerous lesions can 
thus be detected. " The report concludes that 1;4 of the penile
cancer cases come from American minority groups, repres
enting only 10% of the male population, among whom 
hygenic habits have not been ideal. It also concludes that, 
since penile cancer is rare on circumcised penises, both 
circumcision and good hygiene are effective in combating 
penile cancer. Dr. Morgan writes, "In those countries which 
do not practice circumcision, and in which acquaintance 
with soap and water is more than casual, the incidence of 
penile cancer is either no different from, or in some instances 
is actually less than, the incidence in the US. Although penile 
cancer is exceptionally rare in circumcised subjects in Amer
ica, Europe and Australia, it is seen not uncommonly in Java
nese Muslims, notwithstanding their denuded state." Best 
advice here is to keep soaping and keep a close look at your 
own penis, advice which most men don't need. 
6. Cervide Cancer. During the SO's and 60's it appeared that 
the curtains were finall y comng down on foreskins when a 
study of American Jewish women indicated they had almost 
no incidence of cervicle cancer. Later, a hardly noticed 
report confirmed that this cancer was almost unknown 
among Amish women also- and their men were totally 
uncircumcised. More recently, a World Health Organization 
report confirmed that at least three nations had a smaller 
incidence than the United States (mostly circumcised) : 
Sweden (uncircumcised), Finland (uncircumcised), and The 
Netherlands (uncircumcised) . Today, it is more or less agreed 
that carcinogenics other than foreskins are involved with 
cervicle cancer. 
7. Phimosis. Very few adults are seriously phimosed, and for 
those with mere tight foreskins there is a wonderful therapy 
awaiting- s-t-r-e-t-c-h- i-n-g. An regular regimen of stretch
ing tight foreskins by t he doctor, his nurse, a parent (the 

father does it in some European cultures) or a lover can do 
wonders. For even tighter foreskins, there is the "dorsal slit;" 
it leaves the foreskin widened and the glans covered. Yes, 
there are cases of phimosis which, according to even the 
most avid anti-circumcisionist doctors, indicate total circum
cision . But the practice of circumcising all infants just to 
prevent a future phimosis problem is reviewed bY. Drs. Rei
chelderfer and Frega ("Care of the Well Baby") . ' Circumci
sion should be examined in its relationship to the 
embryological development of the penis and the subsequent 
growth and development of the child. The first evidence of 
sexual differentiation is found in the embryo of crown rump 
length of 40mm. (9 weeks) when the glans can be differen
tiated from the shaft. The beginnings of the prepuce, a low 
ridge of epithelial cells, appears as a kind of hood on the 
dorsum of the bud of the penis. This gradually becomes well 
marked as its folds continue ventrally to approach the ure
thral opening. When at 70mm. crown rump (13 weeks), the 
folds of the foreskin can be recognized as they appear to be 
flowing over the dorsum of the glans. The prepuce develops 
more rapidly than the underlying mesoderm which is differ
entiating into cavernous tissue. At 100mm. crown rump 
length (15 weeks), the glans is nearly covered by the envelop
ing prepuce. Histologically, the glans is adherent to the pre
puce by a layer of epithelial cells. When the crown rump 
length of 170 (21 weeks) is reached, the glans is entirely 
covered by the prepuce, and pearl-like squamous cells can 
be seen in the area between the glans and the prepuce. At 
term, these epithelial nets begin to degenerate and form the 
preputial space. This is complete in most cases by the fifth 

r. If an attem is made to se ate the prepuce from the 

glans at birth by running a probe around the potential prepu
tial space, numerous raw bleeding areas are encountered 
where the connecting tissues have been torn . Healing then 
takes place by fibrosis, leaving an adherent foreskin . Phimosis 
is normal in the newly born infant. Most pediatricians believe 
that the prepuce should be left alone until it may be retracted 
over the glans after the preputial space has formed at the age 
of 3-4 years. The child should then be taught to wash his 
penis ... (although) there is no reason why he should keep it 
as clean as, say, his neck." 
8. Hygiene. Soap! Of course, this "excuse" does deserve 
more comment than just " soap," but soap does solve the 
problem. Smegma, the mysterious white substance which 
collects under the foreskin , has been considered a culprit of 
many evils- from bad smells to cancer . Many a Gl, caught 
with smegma when ordered to " scat back" during a short
arm inspection, was ordered to the post circumciser. Many a 
teenager, having trouble keeping up with his production of 
the stuff between showers, has been sent to the family doctor 
because he " refuses to keep himself clean. " Is smegma dirt? 
Do all uncircumcised men have it at all times? Ask any uncir-

DRUMMER 17 



cumcised man who scru bs daily, smegma is a natural body 
secretion and not the resu It of personal neglect. It also col
lects more rapidly at times and at other times it isn't there at 
all. The previously ment ioned survey of G~rman Army 
recruits found smegma o n only 11.8% of Group G (short 
foreskins), 23.4% of Grou p C (long foreskins), 35% of Group D 
(tight foreskins), and, of course, 0% of Group A (no fore
skins). They couldn ' t get inside GroupE's foreskins to deter
mine the presence of smegma. What on earth did Mother 
Nature have in mind when she invented smegma? The 
French know! Connoisseurs of aroma, the French use musk 
oil as a base for many of their perfumes. And from whence 
comes musk oil? From th e preputial glands of the musk ox 
and other animals. Yes, many of the world ' s more civilized 
cultures, as well as the more primitive, understand that the 
aroma of smegma is one of nature's aphrodisiacs. It is the 
ultimate male aroma- co ntrived to attract the female . How-

• ever, no matter how sweet it might be, smegma can turn sour. 
Washing out the foreskin w ith soap is the answer and, as one 
USA correspondent clai med, " Soaping it out is such a 
pleasure!" 

9. Homosexuality. Thomas Szasz, MD ("The Manufacture of 
Madness" ) writes that the homosexual has replaced the mas
turbator as our social scapegoat. Nevertheless, the nation's 
body of psychologists have officially designated homosexual
ity not to be an illness. Therefore, all discussions about 
" causes and cures" of homosexuality are more emotional 
than scientific and , like anti-masturbation, belong with the 
lunatic fringe. However, t he USA did discover some interest
ing facts about how circumcision has affected male 
sexuality- whatever the label. Several men, embarrassed 
about being uncircumcised among circumcised fellow
students, avoided sports and thus the school showers and, as 
a result , have lived their li ves with the stigma of being consi
dered effeminate. An eve r larger number of correspondents, 
neonatally circumcised, reported that they were fascinated 
by other men 's foreskin s, in most cases their only sexual 
interest in their own gen der. One 15-year-old boy wrote, " I 
am on the swimming team and whenever we are showering 
with visiting teams the first thing I notice is whether or not the 
other athletes have a foresk in . I really can't explain why it is so 
important for me to look at foreskins. " Another man, a very 
successful businessman w ith four childrem wrote, "I take 
every opportunity at publ ic places to observe whether or not 
a man still has a foreskin. If he does have one I stare; I can't 
help it!" And, with our history, we have certainly recognized 
the homosexual component in compulsive circumcision. As 
one ex-Navy doctor revea led to the USA, "I was an aggressive 
circumciser during my tou r in South Vietnam and confronted 
many patients with the prospect of circumcision. At first, 
most of the men rejected my offer. Then, with the pretext of 
giving them an examinatio n and after a little rough handling, 
they would develop erections. After a roll or two of the 
foreskin , they would start breathing heavy and then it was 
easy to ~et them to sign t he circumcision release." Why are 
men cunous about each other? Why must they be like each 
other? Why must they want other men to be like themselves? 
The fact is the human being is one of nature's most gregarious 
animals- and most curious. An old adage from the East is 
profound in its human implications; " All women are not 
pleasing to the eyes and all men are not the same size. " 
10. Circumcised Penis Is Prettier. This " excuse" can ' t be 
argued. Beauty, being in the eye of the beholder, is a condi
tioned response. At the tu rn of the century, all penises, no 
matter the style, were considered ugly. To recall a famous 
DRUMMER 18 

quote from an English doctor of those times when asked if he 
enjoyed his profession, "My only regret is that I am repeat
edly called upon to gaze at God's most hideous creation, the 
male genitalia. " No wonder they were chopping up English 
prepuces! Today a new medical attitude can be found . One 
urologist writes, " We must not for9et that the penis is a 
cosmetic organ ." Another physician, 'What was in boyhood 
a mere utilitarian appendage suddenly becomes, to the flow
ering youth, a wondrous avenue of social communication. " 
Times have changed! 

Why has this shortened foreskin history made little men
tion of, of all people, the American Jews? Most Americans 
immediately associate circumcision with the Jews and, con
versely, give little thought to the Moslems except for anger 
over oil prices, etc. Historically, the Sword of Islam has played 
a major role in the Anglo-Saxon lineage of American clinical 
circumcision . High Islam contributed immensely to a Europe 
just awakening from the Dark Ages ; contributing fine art and 
architecture, tile, printed fabric, the clean-shaven face for 
the male and, also for the male, the concept of the circum
cised penis. Many of these contributions entered Europe 
with the returning Crusaders, knights who in some cases had 
joined secret societies emulating the occult initiation rites of 
the Fatimid rulers of Egypt- one such rite being ritual cir
cumcision. The Jews also contributed to European culture 
but, as far as religious practice is concerned, one major dis
tinction can be made between the two Semitic religions : 
Judaism is not prone to proselytism while Islam is aggressively 
so afflicted. The Jews have seldom proselytized circumcision 
except in cases where an uncircumcised man marries one of 
their women. The Sword of Islam, as we have seen, has turned 
more than one Unbeliever into a "believer." In recent 
decades, Islam has had little influence in Europe and almost 
none in America, while Jewish influence has been extensive. 
It is easy to assume that most Jewish doctors would proselyt
ize circumcision. The USA found no evidence of Jewish 
" conspiracy" to influence hospitals, the military, etc. Indeed, 
many modern Rabbis decry profane circumcision, feeling it 
to be the reserve of the sacred. The USA received a large 
membership from Jewish men and found that these men 
were, in many cases, more able to openly discuss the subject 
of circumcision than their circumcised Christian brothers 
and many of them were against infant circumcision . In any 
case, the influence of Jewish doctors would be slight com
pared to that of the turn-of-the-century Protestant
puritanical medical inquisitors whose anti-masturbation 
fanaticism was the major force in shaping and fashion ing the 
All-American clipcock. 

Is there a future for the American foreskin? Well, while 
medical "excuses" come and go and are mostly worn out, the 
real causes of circumcision are still around. Men sti ll want to 
" retract," to "break in" virgins, to be like one another. The 
intrigues of " initiation" remain ; " boys will be boys" remains. 
So do puritanical grandmothers. It's all "natural." And the 
penis loves attention! The penis is the" name of the game" in 
the sport of manhood and it will always respond to personal 
adoration, to the attention given by a lover's warm "feel", a 
masturbator's hot fist- and to the cold blade of the circum
ciser . What is changing in American society is a more open 
approach to the penis, a more honest approach to circumci
sion. And this new attitude will, perhaps, cause the penis to 
be subjected to less brutality. As the 21st century approaches, 
perhaps each man will have the opportunity to decide for 
himself the choice of his cock-style. Whichever style he 
chooses, one thing is certain- his penis will remain eternally 
fascinating. 0 

PRESENTED BY THE UNCIRCUMCISED SOCIETY OF AMERICA 
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By VICTOR TERRY 

Photos by Yanni Helanos and Victor Terry 

Early Friday evening, a naked man lay 
on the rack on his back, spreadeagled, 
straining against the leather straps that 
bound his wrists and ankles to the 
wooden surface, his muscles knotting 
and relaxing. His head was encased in a 
black leather hood , only two holes over 
his nostrils allowing contact with the 
world outside his leather cocoon. Sweat 
matted the dark hair that grew on his 
chest and belly and in his armpits, curled 
around the base of his prick and hid the 
big balls in their sac, covered his sturdy 
thighs and ass. The racked bottom 
tested his bonds again, and flinched as a 
strap was tightened against his thighs, 
flattening his pelvis against the hard sur
face . His cock and balls shifted between 
his thighs with a life of their own . The 
slave lay still, quivering, grunting, as the 
hands of his Top caressed his tight ban
daged body, tweaked his nipples and 
pulled his balls. 

The slave moaned into the soft leather 
darkness as he felt the slippery wet shav
ing cream spurt into his exposed arm
pits, as he felt fingers rub the pungent 
cream, coating his skin and the luxuriant 
dark hair. He tensed as he felt the shiny 
sharp steel against his skin, scraping, 
removing the dark hair from his damp 
defenseless armpits. His cock thick

' ened, lengthened across his thigh, 
crawled till it pointed toward his face. 
When the hot cream spurted against the 
hair on his pees and belly, he moaned, 
and was reassured when he heard hi·s 
Top murmur into his hooded ear. The 
razor cleaned his firm arched pees, 
skirted his tender nipples. He moaned 
when the cream coated the hair of his 
belly and his groin, covering the jungle 
of dark hair around his cock and on his 
thighs and his tenderized balls ; he 
gasped and twisted ; he held still only 
when his Top's voice ordered him to. 
Hands took hold of his stiff erect cock, 
pointing the dripping head toward the 
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ceiling, and the sharp blade slid over his 
belly and around his dark shaft; hands 
took hold of his balls and pulled them to 
the bottom of their sac, and the blade 
was there, too. He whimpered inside 
the hood as the hairs o f his manhood 
were taken away at his Master's whim. 
When the shaver finish ed, the bottom 
trussed on the rack was hairless from the 
neck down. The shaver reached, and the 
slave yelled, twisted, groaned, as the 
stinging rubbing alcohol splashed 
against his naked fresh ly shaved skin, 
drenching his tender balls which had 
been made more tend er by his Top's 
previous attentions. The slave's throb
bing cock never lost its ardness. 

He was turned over and reshackled, 
and the cream spurted against his hairy 
ass, into the crack. Hands parted his 
cheeks, exposing the hai ry crack and the 
defenseless pink pucker ringed with 
dark hair. The blade shaved there, too. 

Free of all body hair, the Top led his 
still-hooded bottom by his hairless balls 
into another room where he shackled 
the quivering willing man to yet another 
rack. The Top took the whip dangling 
from his left hip, and soon the slave was 
screaming into his hood as the whip 
lashed across his freshly-shaved tender 
pinkening flesh , concentrating on the 
firm melon cheeks of h is slave, making 
sure the slave would not sit comfortably 
at the buffet supper th at night. 

The Pocono Warrio rs' Whitewater 
Weekend of 1982 was underway. 

Two days later, at the final brunch of 
the run , one of the guests, another bot
tom, said: "Don't change a thing! You're 
doing everything right !" His face was 
red , but not so red as his ass which had 
been freshly whipped before brunch. 
His comment was endorsed by his fel
low bru nchers who consisted of 182 hot 
men representing 35 cl ubs and GDis, 
coming from as far away as France and 
Germany. The Pocon o Warriors had 
concluded another Whitewater Week
end, but many of these men would now 
drive to the farm owned by one of the 
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Warriors where, that same Sunday after
noon, they would enjoy a cookout, a 
pool , and the amenities of the S/ M barn 
with suspension equipment, racks, and 
kindred delights. 

Every spring in the Pocono Mountains 
in eastern Pennsylvania, the Pocono 
Warriors, an AMCC-affiliated organiza
tion , host a run which has been called, 
with good reason , "the most S/ M
oriented run on the East Coast." The run 
proves the Warriors ' founders ' idea that 
good hot men can combine sex, athlet
ics, socializing, S/ M : a diversity of good 
times. For Whitewater (which is just one 
of the Warriors' runs) , the Warriors take 

over an entire motel, install racks and 
bath tubs and whipping frames and 
bondage tables, install mood lighting 
and music, install an unobtrusive but 
effective system of safety checks. For 
one weekend from Friday evening to 
Sunday afternoon the Warriors host 
men who are serious in their dedication 
to S/ M and the enjoyment of their fel
lows. On Saturday most of the men
about 150 in 1982- don wet suits and 
grab paddles and climb into buoyant 
rubber rafts and shoot down the rolling 
whitewater rapids in a gorge of one of 
Pennsylvania's turbulent rivers, which is 
why the Warriors call their run the 
Whitewater Weekend. Depending on 
which gorge is rafted and how high the 
water is, the rafting trip takes from five 
to eight hours. The 1982 rafting covered 
9.6 miles of whitewater in about five 
hours. The rafting gives a natural high 
that lasts for weeks and, if a guest did 
nothing more all weekend, provides 
reason for joining the run . The rapids 
are fast, tricky, deceptive, wet- no one 
finishes dry. Some raft crews are made 
up of good buddies, some of Masters 
and slaves; the slaves paddle for their 
Masters and at the motel the Masters 
paddle their slaves. 

In 1982 the Warriors set up nine spe
cialty rooms in the motel. The Porn 
Palace showed gay porn movies; next to 
it the Hospitality Room offered soda and 
beer as well as guys who were looking 
for action or who wanted to talk about 
the action they'd just had. The Under
ground, the Whitewater Weekend 
branch of the Underground leather 
store in New York City's Greenwich Vil
lage, sold dildoes, leather goods, and 
various toys. 

Needles and Pins was the room for 
piercings of cock, sac, perinum, tits, 
what have you . Temporary piercings or 
permanent. All piercings were done by 
or done under the supervision of the 
New York representative of Gauntlet of 
Los Angeles. A sizable number of men 
took advantage of the piercer's exper-



tise and proudly displayed their new 
rings. Across the hall in the Grease Pit, 
cans of Crisco and slings made it clear 
that this was the fist-fucking area. The 
slings got a lot of use and the Crisco got 
used up. This area was home away from 
home for some on the run; they virtually 
lived and slept in the slings. Enthusiasts 
kept the slings busy, th e fisters concen
trating on entering and plunging deep, 
the fistees, moaning and sighing happ
ily, working their sphincter muscles, 
clenching and relaxi ng around thEi! 
invading fists and wrists and arms. One 
memorable sight was one of the French-
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men fisting a man from Philadelphia, 
plunging in and out o f the tight hole 
while the ass muscles tightened and 
relaxed, until the fi stee asked the 
Frenchman not to move, he would fuck 
himself on the arm, and he did, coming 
to two ejaculations all over his belly with 
no one at all touching his cock, before 
h~ allowed the Frenchman to withdraw 
his arm from the still eager hot hole. 

In addition to shavin g, the Wax Empo
rium was the place to use catheters and 
wax. At one point, a bottom was 
shackled to the rack !n the Emporium, 
blindfolded, and left to await his fate. 
When finally his Top approached him, 
he was tense and quivering. Before the 
Top had finished, t he bottom was 
screaming with pleasure. The Top began 
by lightly running a small brush with stiff 
bristles over the tense belly and nipples 
of the bottom, over hi s stiffening cock 
and sensitive balls. The bottom writhed 
and whimpered, moaning and laughing. 
The brush, heavier now, relentlessly tor
mented the bottom's nipples and belly, 
making the skin a bright pink. When the 
brush went into the bottom's armpits, 
the moans became screams of "Please, 
please, please." And w hen the bottom's 
nipples were bright red and erect, the 
Top from a great height poured wax 
drop by drop from a lighted candle, 
each drop hitting a different area of skin 
so the bottom did not know where the 
next drop of red-hot f ire would strike 

him. He writhed and twisted and sighed 
in pleasure, his skin splotted with wax, 
and the Top lowered the candle slowly, 
slowly, till it was only a few inches above 
the red taut skin of the begging bottom, 
begging for "More, please, Sir, more, 
more, oh, oh, oh, aaahhh, thank you, 
Sir. 

While the bottom was being coated 
with hot wax, across the room on 
another rack lay another bottom, a tube 
up his cock. He was being catheterized, 
his voluntary bodily function of pissing 
or retaining his piss being taken away 
from him. One of New York's top cathe
ter administrators was in charge here, 
sterilizing, cleaning, inserting the sterile 
instruments into willing cocks, and fre
quently a cock would get hard as it felt 
the stiff tube penetrate deeper and 
deeper until finally it reached the 
bladder and the bottom lost all volun
tary control , pissing or not at the will of 
the administrator. The piss was gathered 
into a bucket, but frequently some 
thirsty man would bend over the 
control-less cock and swallow and swal
low, drinking his fill of piss until the 
bottom was empty. 

More piss men gathered in the Water 
Works, the water sports room, set up 
with the aid of the Golden Shower Asso
ciation (the GSA also gave away free 
golden shower posters, proclaiming the 
brotherhood of white water and golden 
water). A tub was set up in the room, and 
it was occupied by anyone who wanted 
to bathe in piss, to drink piss, to become 
a golden shower friend . Masters 
brought their slaves here, and some 
slaves brought their Masters. Some 
entered the piss world for the first time; 
some were long-time habitues of the 
piss world . Some were there for punish
ment; some were there for punishing. 
The smell of piss filled the room and 
reached the hallway. 

The Laboratory appealed to a devoted 
group. Electricity! The Top in charge, 
who writes on restraints and enforced 
bondage for DungeonMaster, brought 
his plentiful supply of handcuffs, mil
itary shackles, and kindred instruments, 
but the Laboratory was primarily the 
place where one could enjoy the plea
sures and the torments of the cattle 
prod, the relaxacizor, the magneto
Tucker Telephone. Pulsing surges of 
energy coursing from point to point, 
relaxing, jolting, bringing screams of 
torment and of pleasure, making men 
match themselves against the machine, 
daring the Top to make it higher, 
harder, higher, harder, daring them
selves to see how much they can take. 
And they did. And they could! 

The last specialty room was the War
rior Dungeon . The equipment in the 
Dungeon, in fact, all the racks and 
frames were made by Dom Enterprises, 
a firm specializing in such dungeon 
equipment, the firm owned and oper
ated by a member of the Warriors. One 
oi the whipping racks was donated to 
the Warriors by the Gay Male S/ M Acti
vists (GMSMA) in New York City, and 
the GMSMA initials are proudly embla
zoned on the side of the rack. In the 
Dungeon were a stretch rack, an upright 
slave frame, a cross, a rotating rack, most 
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in use most of the time. Here stood Mas
ters with their slaves, bli ndfolded or 
hooded or not, waiting their turns on 
the sturdy equipment, wa iting, watch
ing, learning from those who went 
before. Here stood bottoms, hoping a 
Master would put them on the rack. 
Here were novices introduced for the 
first time to the rack. Here were expe
rienced bottoms enjoying yet again the 
pleasure of being stretched or sus
pended spreadeagled. Here were 
crowds of curious onlookers, those who 
weren't into this scene at all but who 
liked to watch, to experience vicariously 
the torments of the lash, of the cat, of 
the stretched muscles, to vicariously 
share in the twists and turns of the bot
toms, in the sound of leather against 
bare flesh, in the screams of delight and 
pain, in the cries of "Yes, Sir, thank you, 
Sir, may I have another, Si r !" 

But not all S/M activities, or any other 
activities, were limited to the specialty 
rooms. Walking down the hall, if one 
listened carefully, one could hear the 
sounds of begging pleadin g slaves, hear 
the sounds of leather agai nst flesh, the 
sounds of chains constrai ning muscles. 
Some doors were left open, inviting one 
to enter. Through the open doors, one 
could see men in embraces, men suck
ing and being sucked, men fucking and 
being fucked, men tormenting and 
being tormented, giving and receiving 
pleasure and pain. Clothespins, whips, 
bondage, tit clamps, hands on flesh, 
orgies- the open doors invited one in 
and the invitations were accepted. 

Yes, if someone on the run did not 
find an activity to suit his fancy, he prob
ably did not look. 

For relaxing, a country-and-western 
band provided a "Go-Dow n," and one 
of the Warriors, ably assisted by others 
and supported by a fine pianist, pres
ented an all-original cabaret of S/ M 
songs. And at intervals various north
eastern clubs sponsored parties, donat
ing the liquor, and here one could 
socially mix and mingle and cruise and 
contact. Wine for the final banquet was 
donated by the 247 Bar of Philadelphia. 
The Whitewater Weeken d was an S/ M 
weekend of comradeships newly made 
and/ or further cemented. 

At the final brunch on Sunday, the 
Warriors' president, who had skillfully 
overseen the run's operations, awarded 
plaques of appreciation and trophies : 
Mr. Yellowwater for the best bottom on 
the run , and Mr. Whitewater for the 
man who best exemplified the spirit of 
the run, and these two winners could 
not have been more wort hy. And after 
the final trophy was given the bottom 
said, "Warriors! don't change a thing. 
You're doing everything ri ght." Another 
man said, "I had a hell of a t ime. My ass'll 
be sore for a week. Where do I sign up 
for next year?" Applause and cheers 
echoed him. 

For information about future White
water Weekends, contact the Pocono 
Warriors at P.O. Box 381, Scranton, 
Pennsylvania 18501. 0 
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Sports fans, pack your bags! The place 
to be this Fall is San Francisco for the first 
Gay Olympic Games- a historic and 
very visual feast of manflesh engaged in 
athletic competition. 
. Beginning on August 28th and ending 
on September 5th, this amazing interna
tional competition was organized by Dr. 
Tom Waddell, who was on the U.S. 
Olympic team for the 1968 Olympic 
Games in Mexico City. Waddell has 
worked some long and hard hours 
organizing this week-long celebration 
of gays and athletics, and the payoff 
promises to be unforgettable. 

Like the Olympics on which it is patt
erned, the Gay Olympic Games will be 
divided . into various categories of 
athletic competition, including Basket
ball, Billiards, Bowling, Boxing, Cycling, 
Golf, Marathon, Physique, Powerlifting, 
Rugby, Soccer, Softball, Swimming and 
Diving, Tennis, Track and Field, Volley
ball, and Wrestling. Nearly all the indi
vidual categories have achieved 
sanctions by the various amateur 
athletic associations, so this is going to 
be more than a bunch of guys getting 
together for a few rounds of hit and miss 
sports- this is going to be the real thing. 

·Athletes from all over the world have 
already registered for this first Gay 
Olympic Games, and the famous city
which is playing host to the events- is 
gearing up for an onslaught of both ath
letes and spectators. It is going to be one 
week when a good part of the world will 
have its eyes on San Francisco and the· 
wealth of openly gay athletes in 
competition. 

Opening day ceremonies include the 
lighting of the symbolic Olympic torch, 
which will have been carried cross 
country by 2000 runners. The torch was 
lighted in Greenwich Village in honor of 
the Stonewall Riots and will be carried 
into the stadium to light a brazier that 
will burn throughout the week-long 
events. The international athletes will 
parade into the stadium and the Games 
will begin. 

Each event is being held at a specific, 
qualified location in the city. Olympic 
scoring and timekeeping will be used. 
The closing ceremonies occur on Sep
tember 5th, after all the individual 
winners have been named. 

Besides the Games themselves, a 
number of Olympic-related and 
inspired events will occur in the city at 
the same time, including a super
spectacular multi-media three-day 
event at the Galleria Design Center feat
uring a number of former Mr. Universe 
winners. 

Complete information about the 
Games is available by writing to: Gay 
Olympic Games, Box 14874, San Fran
cisco, CA 94114. 

If you've always wanted to see the 
Olympics first-hand, or if you've been 
waiting for the day when gay athletes 
could compete openly in international 
competition, the San Francisco at the 
end of August is the place to be. 0 
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Bobby was a pretty sight as he fought for balance while 
perched somewhat sideways across the toilet: his ass sunken 
into the bowl since the seat was up, his one leg braced up 
against the sink, the other wedged against the wall, toes 
clutching for purchase, ankle braced behind the roll of toilet 
paper. His smooth torso and rippled stomach were beaded 
with sweat down to the mounds of shaving cream lathered up 
·about his crotch. His cock st rained to be even harder; already 
it was purple with congestion. 

He watched in fascination as I stropped the straight razor, 
smiling down at him. I was hard again. My cock hung out 
from my kimono and I wanted to use him ha~d and long but it 
was more important to own him, to be wormy of this good 
.slave. He was owned jy his desire; I had to be stronger than 
mine. 

"Haven't used this in a wliile," I remarked off-handedly. 
"Course, doesn't really matter, anything cut off won't make 
you less of a lay. Be inconvenient to get another young cow 
for milking of course." 

Bobby only chewed his lower lip, then groaned as I pulled 
his cock out of the way. His lower belly gave way evenly 
under the slow scraping of the razor and emerged pink and 
clean as if purified of old sins, old mistakes. I played with his 
cock to the timing of my razor, smiling as he tried to control 
his breathing so he wouldn't shake and cause a mistake, but 
he was losing himself in his excitement. His eyes were on the 
shaved areas and he was getting further and further into the 
scene, ever nuder, ever a strip more humiliated, more 
possessed. 

He moaned as I let his cock flop down into the suds, 

((Spread for me, punk!" Sam 
yelled and then was quiet. He let 
me wait in pain, sun burning on 
my back, all spread out. I could 
feel the dust blow up with my 
breaths, the pain in my joints, nau
s.ea in my gut and I wanted 
distraction. 

flecking foam up with its thud. I hooked a leg and spread him 
more, stretched his scrotum and scraped it clean, worked 
round his asshole and stuck a finger in it to locate the target. 

When I stood up he looked as fresh as an eleven year old 
though his cock seemed even longer without its roots being 
half-buried in hair. There were flecks of soap and curly hairs 
lying here and there on h is taut belly. 

: "Pretty sight," I told him. "But such a mess; need something 
to clean you off." 

Bobby looked up at my cock hanging towards him, its 
shadow long on his belly, and said nothing though his eyes 
showed acceptance of what was going to come. I had to set 
my mood for the scene, recede from the bathroom, ascend 

· o.JP to Mount Olympus and look down at the pretty mortal so 
· far below, so parched, so accepting of any blessing I might 

bestow. He wanted it, 1, wanted to give it, and the heavens 
,opened. ' 

My urine splashed down upon him, splashed against him 
and fanned up into his face and my walls. My hot yellow piss 
eroded away the remaining cream, perfumed the air, marked 
my territory. The flow soon stopped. lleant forward and,op
ening his mouth for me, he accepted the last drops gratefully. 

' "Clean up this mess," I told him. "Then get your pretty ass 
into my bedroom." 

"Yes, Sir," he answered meekly, easing off the toilet seat 
,and crawling to the cabinet beneath the sink where the Lysol, 
bucket and sponges were kept. 

Five minutes later he crawled in and waited by my bed. I sat 
on it a minute playing with his hair like I would toy with a 
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good pointing dog, then patted the bed beside me. 
"Up, boy!" I commanded. "Up and into the pillow." 
He hopped up and flopped over, threw his legs up and out 

behind his head, bracing himself against the pillow. His cock 
was hard, gravity pulled it down for his eager mouth, a worth
while target as I knew so well. 

·concentrate on your breathing," I commanded in a whis
per, licking my own lip, watching his muscles slowly ease and 
his center of gravity, his cock, sink bit by bit towards his 
mouth. 

He licked his lips and jutted his jaw for it as it sunk, as his 
lithe dancer's muscles gave way, but it stopped just an inch 
from him; the circle was not quite complete. His cock shook 
as he tried to thrust it home. A translucent drop of precome 
rolled free and hung in a mucous thread, then fell into his 
mouth. He swallowed it with a gulp betraying how much 
more he wanted. 

"Your breathing," I reminded him. 
He tried to relax but it wasn't going to happen without my 

help. I eased the tip of my middle finger to his ass hole, 
circled it slowly, pushing him down as my finger slid in to full 
depth. His cock dipped and he lunged for it like a trout after a 
fly and caught it by its head. 

I had to laugh, he looked so cute with his eyes all squinted 
down and his jaws set so resolutely to hold the cock lest it 
escape. I fucked him with the finger, watching him strain to 
keep his hold on the cock as I slid my finger out, then accept 
more cock as I pushed down, his lips bunching out from his 
tongue or sinking as he sucked. 

I screwed the ear plug in, poured myself the last of the tea, 
readjusted my kimono, and sat watching him; giving him 
time to get lost; to give up anticipation and just feel. 

I sat maybe five minutes and then walked to the freezer and 
took out the rubber mold I had cast over a six inch dildo and 
now used to freeze water into ice-cocks. I pulled the mold off 
and found only a few imperfections in the ice which I 
smoothed out with the heat of my hand, coating the cock 
with water as I took it to Bobby. 

He didn't sense me, lay in his ropes, his breathing at a 
steady pace. I shared the feeling with him, remembering the 
constant stimulation of waiting expectantly, every nerve 
seeking the stimulation to come: pain or pleasure, hot or 
cold, sweet or bitter? No wonder his cock was still hard, its tip 
wet; as was mine. 

I pulled his cheeks further apart and forced the ice in; he 
jerked from it, the chair hopping once, his ass shaking. The 
dildo still protruded a bit, I forced it flush with my index 
fi~ge~ and_ tie~ i_t in with a kimono sash; parting his buttocks 
With 1t; tymg It ln. 

He was pretty that way. Sweat was already breaking out 
along his backbone and he was gasping for breath around the 
gag. I went and fried up some shrimp and rice; held the plate 
under his nose so he knew I was eating. Bobby was thinkinY. 
only on the cold, trying to think it into ending. Food didn t 
matter in the world he was locked into. 

I read the paper, ate my dinner and took my time, fondling 
myself, watching him, content to let the session draw on. 
When it felt right to do so I walked to him, slapped him slowly 
to watch him bounce, fondled him fully hard again, and 
rubbed my cock along his crack. He pushed back for me, 
using me to forget the ice, seizing upon me to free him, 
begging me with what little freedom he had to take him fully 
and I smiled contentedly in owning him. 

Then I yanked the gag out and, as he gasped for breath, 
untied the sash, slapped his ass and caught the oblong of6ice 
ejected. The six inch dildo was now about the size of my 
thumb. I popped it into his mouth . 

"Hold it, slave." I ordered and then laughed in remember
ing the earplugs. I watched him for a few moments, turning 
his face up behind the blindfold, seeking me out. I took out 
the earplugs. 

"Hold it slave," I whispered. "Don't suck it." He nodded 
meekly. 

I slid a second finger in and he was able to gobble in more 
and more cock with the increased pressure, grunting and 
slobbering his pleas until he had it all. He was i,I"J heaven, 
slobbering and sucking, panting and trembling. His ass con-



stricted about my finger and soon, all too soon, he 'tensed all 
over and shot. ' 

He was too spent even to uncoil. I had to grab a leg and flip 
him out straight. He lay breathing heavily, a drop of white on 
his lips, his eyes worshipping me. He smiled and bent to lick 
the;two fingers that had been up his ass, sucked on them a 
few minutes until I pulled them out. 

"Fine show," I told him. "Maybe I'll tattoo 25¢ on your ass 
and let you perform for three minutes each time someone 
shoves a quarter up your ass." 

He giggled at that, knowing me too well. 
"You'll have to work on your endurance," I told him. 
"I'll practice every chance you give me, Sir," he promised 

with a grin. 
"Get into your /·ock and socks," I told him. "Then come 

down and dance or me." 
I went down, feeling very good, lit a few candles and 

turned off the lights so the downstairs was full of waves and 
shadows. 

Bobby came down after a bit, put his folded kimono on a 
foot stool, smiled at me and posed for a moment looking very 
sensual in a dance strap that cupped his cock and balls but left 
the ass free, thick socks from ankles to knees that set off his 
finely tapered legs, and his brown collar held in place by the 
lock only I had the key for. Bobby turned to the stereo, bent 
to start his record as I watched his ass, then turned back. 

He stood at ease as the introduction started, looking calmly 
at me and beyond me, beautifully half-hidden by the shad
ows of the room. A faun in heavy growth. The music built to 
the first crescendo and he began as easily as a breeze through 
wheat, as lithe as a leopard. He danced for me and for him
self, before masters past and future. He presented himself 
without fear of failure, letting others do the judgement, 
bravely showing what he was . . 

As I watched, caught up in his art and in my pride at owning 
him, the feeling came over me that he'd soon be gone. He 
had progressed beyond all but the finest. His next audition 
would sweep him upwa rds with the growing power of a 
wave. He was beyond his fear, into art. 

But for now he was mine. The music stopped and Bobby 
.with it. I stalked forward to take him again. 

I dropped Bobby off at t he dance academy the next morn
ing and, instead of gunning away, sat in the parking lot and 
watched him walk inside. He felt something too; he stopped 
at the door and turned. We met eyes for a few moments and 
then he went inside. 

Any regrets I had were lost in the drive to Slick Sam's and 
my attempts to steel myse lf for the workout to come. Sam is a 
local legend, mini-legend actually, since only fighters know 
about him. Sam knows absolutely shit about boxing, couldn't 
care less, but Sam is the best trainer available to anyone not 
on a pro sports team. 

You don't go to Slick Sam's to knock off a few pounds or to 
look good in tennis whites; you go to Sam if you're faced with 
a seven to twelve round fight against a man just as alley-mean 
as you are, knowing that if you get through Slick Sam's, no 
man alive can out-heart you. 

Traffic was light so I made good tinie from town out into 
the country. The pickup was rattling but rolling, and the sun 
was already hot. I powerslid the pickup into his lane and 
bounced through his property, by the woods, across the 
fields and pulled up by his barn. There was a large stone 
house but Sam chose to live in an obscenely pink trailer he 
had pulled in by the barn. 

I stripped down in the driveway, throwing niy clothes into 
the cab of the pickup. Sam only atlowed jock, socks and 
shoes, so my skin was hard and tanned from his training. Sam 
had come from Thai land with the rangers he fought with and 
never acknowledged North American winters. Besides, as he 
put it, "I like Yankee ass." 

I hit the horn when I was in cup and jock and began to work 
out. The fight was close so there'd be no kicking of poles or 
fighting his sticks, mostly what Sam called gut work- obsta
cle runs, stretching, bag work. 

Sam came out of his trai ler home after about four minutes 
and took a piss. He was in the boxer shorts and sandals he 
wore as a uniform and carried his teakwood wand as he 

always did. He came toward me slapping his thigh with the 
twenty-inch stick, smiling deceptively, chewing on the cocoa 
leaves he always chewed. He was no more than five two, 
maybe a hundred and. twenty pounds but it was all sinew, all 
wrapped over and about itself until it was as coiled and 
deadly as a snake. His body was olive, he never tanned 
deeper, olive but for the white of many scars. 

Sam loved to fight. He'd disappear periodically and I'd 
know he was off killing people, then he'd be back with half an 
acquired accent, half killing me. 

I pulled myself up as tall and as hard as I could, assumed his 
inspection position with my legs slightly spread and my hands 
braced behind my head and waited. He sauntered around 
me, chewing those leaves. 

"Big soft Yankee," he said gleefully. "Jolly big arse." 
He brought that teakwood smashing down on my ass. 

Knowing it was coming didn't break the surprise; I caught my 
breath and waited. Sam snorted, walked about me and 
brought it hard into my gut. It smacked like a side kick but my 
gut was hard and I took it. 

Sam frowned at that, grabbed my gut and twisted at it, 
trying to get more than the half-inch he could yank out. He 
changed tactics and yanked on my nipples, twisting them, 
pulling on them. I grit teeth at him, rose on my toes, hated his 
slimy yellow guts, but I did not give him what he wanted. We 
were eye to eye, he looking for the cry of pain, me with 
testicles contracting and denying. But I did grow hard, des
pite the cup. 

Sam laughed triumphantly. "Big Yankee, big cocksucker. 
Eh?" 

"Leaves you out," I snarled. 
Sam just laughed and went back to thigh tapping and leaf 

chewinp, for a few moments. Then he pointed his stick at the 
gravel. 'Better stretch that white ass.' 

I sat on the ground and worked my legs out to either side, 
the gravel biting into my thighs, my hands working down my 
calves as I tried to pull myself forward into the sumo stretch. 

"Further," Sam barked, kicking first one of my heels, then 

I slid a second finger in and he was 
able to gobble in more and more 
cock with the increased pressure_, 
grunting and slobbering his pleas 
until he had it all. He was in 
heaven_, slobbering and sucking_, 
panting and trembling. 

the other, as I pulled and groaned and tried to work my way 
on down, my legs almost at right angles. I tried to collapse 
forward into the dust. 

I got myself halfway on my own and stalled, my guts aching, 
only half able to clear my lungs, having trouble relaxing. 

"Lazy punk!" Sam yelled, hitting me with his stick, pound
ing even more breath from me but I did sink some away from 
the pain. 

"Spread for me, punk!" Sam yelled and then was quiet. He 
let me wait in pain, sun burning my back, all spread out. I 
could feel the dust blow up with my breaths, the pain in my 
joints, nausea in my gut and I wanted distraction. 

I barely felt his foot upon my shoulder, pushing me down 
until I was just above the dirt and then, with guts wrenching, I 
felt my last tightness give way and I was finally in the dirt. 

Sam hopped on my back and squatted there triumphantly, 
his stick tapping my ass, probing my hole. 

"Thai boy do that like this." Sam laughed and snapped his 
fingers." And they like cock. But they don't spread out in such 
extravagance." He laughed and hopped off. 

I heard him crunching through the gravel, heard my truck 
door open, and knew he was going through my bag looking 
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I could have been an Aztec sacrifice~ walking nude up those pyramid 
steps~ breaking the clay pipes~ smiling at the masses waiting to see my 
heart beat once or twice in the clean air~ leaving them struck facing the 
death they feared to give. 

for equipment. 
"Up!" he demanded. "Up!" 
It was painful just think ing of moving. I managed to push 

my torso up with my arms and then slowly pull my legs back in 
front of me, feeling sprung out of joint but knowing from 
experience that it was mere ly a lack of development of antag
onistic muscles that kept me from springing up as easily as 
Sam could have done. 

Sam stood smiling at my pain; the little bastard was really 
big on pain, other's pain. Then he circled back once more 
and Slam! Bam! brought that damn stick of his across my ass. 
He grab yanked at my jock and a hunk of skin; my supporter 
fell away. 

"Great," I thought. "Eight bucks gone." 
Sam sprung about me, d ropping into a low monkey stance 

and grabbed my balls, yanking them down, turning them. 
I knew he was enjoying my facial contractions, working on 

me to force out a grunt or other sign of weakness. I worked 
just as hard to keep calm, put the pain away and fake a smile 
just as I'd put a man out in t he ring by giving him no sign of his 
own success. Maybe I succeeded some. Sam seemed 
disappointed. 

"Nice balls for a boy," Sam teased. "Shame if you didn't run 
fast enough to keep from losing them. " 

He attached a ball harness to them, and pulled it tight, 
yanking out a few hairs th at got in its way. He yanked harder, 

trying for the last eyelet, forcing me up onto my toes and in a 
triumphant instant achieved both the last hole and my grunt. 

"Awful tight, eh?" Sam laughed, clipping the lead on and 
tugging at my balls. 

They were straining against the harness, tight and clearly 
defined, already sore. I knew I'd have to run the course 
quickly. 

Sam yanked the leash and we were off running, out across 
the plowed field, hopping and jumping the plow rows, my 
long legs keeping me even with Sam s quickness. The ground 
was soft and manured . I slipped often, slid into the shit, rolled 
towards Sam to save tension on the leash, tripped him when I 
could, crawled up and ran a9ain, but Sam went down too and 
he'd release the leash and I d pull ahead until he caught up 
and grabbed at the leash until he had me again. 

I had a slight lead until we broke from the field into the 
brushy hillside leading down to the creek. The brush scraped 
and slapped at me, rocks hidden by undergrowth bit through 
my sneakers, ground briars caught at my ankles, nettle 
exploded my body into fire but none of it mattered as much 
as trying to keep ahead of Sam who ran efortlessly through 
the heavy growth. Sam was at my shoulder already.! knew he 
was teasing me, chuckling to himself, waiting for the 
moment. 

I ran harder, looking for the creek, thinking I might make it 
this day when he suddenly dashed ahead like a rabbit and 
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pulled the leash downward as I was in half-leap over a fallen 
sapling. I crumpled in pain, my foot caught in the branches 
and I went ass over head down over and over then off the 
bank and splashing into the stream. 

I lay panting, hoping I still had my balls, not daring to reach 
down but counting on Sam to have released the leash. The 
sky was reddened by my pain . Only the water continued and 
when it washed enough of my sweat and pain away my eyes 
unclenched and I saw Slick Sam half-crouched between the 
two rocks that formed the sluiceway that was washing me. 

He was a dim figure, half enrobed in the mist of the water 
and my reeling mind. His cock looked enormous, foreshort
ened somehow as if it hung halfway to me. The piss took 
hellishly long to fall and I lay wondering at it until his laughter 
came through, remindi ng me that it wasn't over. 

"Dumb Yankee Shit! " he teased. "Fat elephant in the 
brush!" 

I took more piss, blin ked as if hurt as I tested my muscle 
groups, then rolled and slapped one leg off a rock and started 
upstream. I heard a slight splash and his laugh and realized 
that he was coming. The leash drug slightly behind me; my 
thighs ached but I drove them through the stream, deter
mined to win the race th is time, to enjoy the five-m inute rest 
that winning would grant instead of spending the time on my 
knees trying to catch my breath around Sam's thrusting cock. 

I only had to stay ahead of Sam on the hill to use my weight 
to knock him down and then beat him across the hayfield. 

But Sam was gaining. 
I got to the gym late that night having fallen asleep after 

getting back from Sam's and then taking Bobby out to cele
brate the news that he had been invited to audition for a New 
York company. I had ex pected Bobby to be sad but he was 
elated, eager like a hunti ng dog at leash, ready to be after the 
quarry. 

Returning home he sensed my pain. We sat and watched 
television and then he rimmed me, quietly, insistently, until 
he had me writhing on t he floor and finally I came, without 
my cock being touched. 

It was ten-thirty by the t ime I looked at the clock and I had 
an hour workout to go. Bobby wanted to come but I forbade 
it. He had to devote himself to this trial as devotedly as I 
would to mine. 

The,!iojo was quiet, inhabited only by me and nondescript 
spirits fr!Qf11 karate's past. I gave up my selfishness in its shad
ows. I locked the door, turned on a few lights and stretched 
out, then took a skip rope and jumped into the ring. It 
whirled around me, faste r and faster, a never-ending circle as 
I began ~o smile out towards where a crowd might be parti
tioned by the ropes, yell ing for blood. 

I could have been an Aztec sacrifice, walking nude up 
those pyramid steps, breaking the clay pipes, smiling at the 
masses waiting to see my heart beat once or twice in the clean 
air, leaving them stuck facing the death they feared to give. 

The rope skipped around, whirling above, tapping the 
canvas below as I sneered my contempt for the mass of 
humanity. "Take their boys, take their ass, take their heart," J 
thought in time to the rope. "And make them smile." 

I was feeling up, feeling good, covered with scratches from 
the brush, good aches from stretching, welts from that damn 
stick. All tanned, all harde ned. Beyond the bastards, straight 
assed physical with no need for excuses . 

"Lean and mean. Lean and mean ." I skipped to it. 
Then Wham! Bam! A cycle screamed up the dojo. Some

one ran, someone yelled and I was through the ropes and 
across the dojo, stopping at the wall rack only long enough to 
grab a pair of sai, real sai with tempered points all around. I 
twirled them. They were short for me but well balanced. I was 
ready for anything but a gun. 

I slipped out the front door and into a shadow. There was 
only one chopper, half on its side as if someone got off fast. 
Everything was quiet. I thought of the back door but kept still, 
being a good predator instead of a flighty grasseater. 

Something drew my atte ntion to the left; sound or scent I 
could not tell, but one eit her trusts one's senses or doesn't. I 
slid along the building. The re was an access alley between the 

radio store and the A&P . I approached it carefully. 
I only feared the arrival of more bikes; my neighborhood 

had several gangs involved in cooking and selling crank, a 
high stakes game over shit with plenty of people ending up 
floating about in the muck of the marshes near the airport. I 
knew members of the gangs. They bet on me and acted like 
we were great friends; this was my territory so I could survive 
anything personal, but if it was money, I knew I would likely 
take a barrel or two of buckshot. 

1 heard them now: one getting it, one giving it nice and 
slow. Sounded like mostly the thuds of body shots. 

I rounded the, corner and saw them, a big-gutted biker in 
vest and jeims half-held up by a harley drive chain. He was 
kneeling over a skinny kid he held by the remains oft-shirt 
ripped away but for the collar and rolled up to it to make a 
hanCihold. 

"Uncle wants you home," the biker whispered, then hit the 
kid in the gut. The kid half-choked on puke. "You're not 
through entertaining." 

The kid kind of hung there, saw me coming, blinked as if 
afraid to hope I was really there. It was the kid I had showed 
the dojo to. The biker turned to me with a grunt of rage and 
swung at me, but I clipped his elbow with the sai and shoved 
both of them into his throat, the sharp points of the guard 
prodding him back to the wall. His red eyes bugged. He 
looked down and grew quiet. 

"This ain't your shit," he protested. 
"My territory," I corrected. Judging him, he wan't a punk, 

wasn't scared. 
"My people won't like this," he warned. He was in colors. 
"Leave the kid and get out," I told him. "Tell Snowman 

Mako says it was personal." I stepped back and flipped the 
sais up behind my arms. 

The biker stood, clutching his throat with his left hand, 
pretending to catch his breath but his eyes were judging 
distances, trying to make out my weapons. His right hand was 
edging toward his belt. 

"Look, Man," he said, pushing his left hand out to me, 
judging the distance. "This kid's guardian sent me! I'm in the 
right." 

He drew a knife and thrust. I deflected with the left sai, 
caught his forearm in the right and brought the handle point 
of the left up into his armpit. The knife clattered to the 
ground. There was a pop of ligament or joint, and the biker 
went down. 

"Go on," I told him, the sais back in hiding. 
He staggered up and walked off, his right arm hanging 

limply. He paused to study my face. 
"You'll remember me," I promised him. I followed him, 

watched him get on the bike and gun away, smiled at the 
finger he shot at me. 

The kid was propped against the wall, reeling as if seasick.! 
noticed a nipple ring half chewed into his left bud for the first 
time and the welts from a belt. He saw me looking and cried, 
not from pain but from the embarrassment. He cried and 
tried to rip the clamp off. I had to grab his wrist and unscrew 
the bit of brass. 

"You're alive," I told him. "Past is dust, future mist, today we 
live." 

He just cried. 
"Course," I noted, "If we're to stay alive, we'd best get out 

of this alley." 
I supported him to the truck, put him in the cab and ran 

inside to return the sais, get dressed, make a phone call and 
lock up. 

Then I was in the cab, felt my nunchuka and travel bag 
under the seat and the kid's weight and warmth on my 
shoulder. 

"Where we going?" he asked, weakly. 
"To call on your uncle," I told him. 
He looked as if I had just spit down his throat. 
"Got to get him into the past," I told the kid and hit the gas. 

"Which way?" . 
The kid chewed on his fears a few minutes and then told 

me. 
TO BE CONTINUED . 
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Dear Larry, 
i am writing this letter to you without 

my Master's permission, so i may get my 
ass whipped for it, but i don't know who 
else to ask about this problem. i have 
been a slave for almost two years, living 
with my Master in his house. For the first 
year and a half everything was just fan
tastic. We had sex several times a week, 
and i was in chains or restrained one way 
or another most of the t ime. my Master 
never made me do most of the other 
things a lot of slaves are required to do, 
such as sleeping on the floor or eating 
out of a dog dish. i always slept in his 
bed, with him, and ate at the table when 
he did. i always called him by his first 
name, and was just part of the group 
when we entertained, although i usually 
did most of the clean up afterward. (He 
always did the cooking, because i wasn't 
good at it.) Now, he has told me he 
doesn't want me to work at an outside 
job any more, although i have been at 
the same place since about two years 
before we met, and if i quit it is going to 
cost me not just the loss of income, but 
the possibility of continuing my career. 
Do you consider this a legitimate 
demand for him to make of me? i know 
i'm just supposed to be a good slave and 
do as i'm told, but it's hard to see six 
years of college and four years of job 
security go down the drain. We're not 
getting along all that well right now. 

East coast slave 
Dear east, 

For openers, your relationship (as 
described in the portion of your letter I 
have room to reprint, plus those I can
not) indicates to me that you are more of 
a live-in M than a slave. It also sounds as 
if the hot affair has cooled down consid
erably, and your Master's attempt to 
reinstate your relationship by forcing 
you into total financi al dependence 
does not guarantee any improvement. If 
he had required this of you when things 
were going well, I might have reacted 
differently. The very fact of your writing 
me indicates your own recognition of 
the degenerating relationship. Since he 
never really enslaved you when he had 
the chance to prove he was doing it 
because he really wanted you, I suggest 
you follow your instincts and keep your 
job. Your relationship is pretty shaky, at 
best. If this destroys it, better now while 
you can support yoursel f than to end up 
out on the street anyway and have to go 
on the dole at the same time. 

Dear Larry, 
May I ask your advice about a harness 

for my slave? I met him a number of 
months ago, and although we live 250 
miles apart, we get together as often as 
we can . I would like to place a perman
ent mark on him, but he is too beautiful 
to be branded or even ta ttoo' d. Instead, 
I would like to lock a metal harness of 
some kind around the base of his cock 
and balls, but I don't know what sort to 
get. I want it tight enough that he can't 
remove it, but do not want to do him any 
injury. I've thought about piercing his 
cock, and we may do that later on. Have 
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you any suggestions for a device I can 
lock onto him, and still be able to 
remove later? I'm afraid of those tiny 
padlocks, since I'm sure they would rust 
in place. 

Top, Boston 
Dear Top, 
You are really asking the impossible. 
There is no way to lock anything around 
the base of the cock and balls perman
ently, which is going to be tight enough 
not to come off and, at the same time, 
loose enough not to pose a potential 
hazard. The hinged iron shackles now 
on the market would stay on perman
ently, but they are lined (which makes 
them impossible to remove without 
unlocking) and this material would not 
stand up to indefinite wear- showers, 
sweat, etc. I am sure that someone is 
going to write to tell me he has worn
whatever- for years and years, and 
can't get it off. But unless you want to 
take a chance of placing something on 
him that risks physical problems, I 
wouldn't do it . Your best answer is a 
piercing- a nice Prince Albert or a fre
num ring. I have seen a couple of nice 
chain jobs, welded around the neck, but 
maybe that isn't what you want. 

Dear Larry, 
I have been very turned on to the idea 

of impalement for a long time, and I 
really want to try it . I have read lots of 
historical accounts of Mongolian and 
Russian impalements where the pri
soner is staked out, standing up with a 
pointed wooden shaft up his ass, 
anchored firmly in the ground. I would 
use a blunt end, of course, but I really 
want it done. The problem is, I can't find 
anyone willing to do it for me. Do you 
think it 's really that dangerous? I mean, I 
can take a fist; don't you think I should 
be able to take a blunt pole? What 
advice can you give me? 

Dear Hot, 
Don't! 

Dear Larry, 

Hot to try it, Milwaukee 

I am a shut-in, confined to a wheel-chair 
since I had a motorcycle accident sev
eral years ago. During this time, I have 
struck up correspondence with a lot of 

SM guys all over the world, and consider 
a lot of them to be my friends. I have had 
two guys, now, who have written me 
long letters telling me all about their 
sexual exploits, but who also claim to 
have been castrated. They write as if 
they were just as hot as ever, but I don't 
understand how they can be if they 
really have had their balls cut off. Do 
you have any information on this? I 
really don't want to question them any 
more than I have, because they seem 
almost hostile at any suggestion of 
doubt on my part. 

(Name withheld) 
Dear Shut-in, 

Your letter poses an interesting ques
tion. Castration is supposed to turn it all 
off, as witness the time-honored Arabic 
custom of castrating their harem guards. 
However, even from this source there 
are stories of the guards still being able 
to obtain erections and to service the 
girls, although they were unable to 
impregnate them. I know of mercifully 
few people in our contemporary society 
who have lost their testicles through 
accident or disease (cancer, usually), 
and with them the sexual urgings have 
remained fairly strong if they take the 
appropriate hormones. With a pair of 
artificial nuts sewn in place, they can go 
through the motions and experience a 
lot of the sensations. But it's not the 
same, they tell me. Even with the shots, 
the prostate (if not removed along with 
the testicles) is going to shrink down to 
nothing. In other words, the sexual 
drive is eventually going to decline
but it does for a lot of men as they grow 
older, anyway. I'd also add that I've 
received a few of these letters myself, 
and I've always taken them as 10% fact, 
90% fantasy, but there is always going to 
be the exception to prove the rule. 

Dear Larry, 
I belong to an organization of gay 

leather guys, and we are having a big 
furor over whether or not we should 
march in full leather in the Gay Pride 
parade. I don't think it is going to win us 
any brownie points with the people who 
don't like us to start with, or turn any 
opinions around to see us doing this, 
any more than drag queens make them
selves any more acceptable by swishing 
around in public with their make-up 
and wigs and dresses. How do you feel 
about this? 

Activist, NYC 
Dear Activist, 

Since this will probably get published 
well after the parade is over, I've written 
you personally. However, just for the 
benefit of those others who are inter
ested, I tend to agree with you. I don't 
think the public display of leather is 
going to make the bigots love us. How
ever, marching in the Gay Pride parade 
does show our community's support for 
the rest of them. I think it's a matter of 
private conscience. I certainly would 
not make it a compulsory participation 
in order to retain membership in the 
group, but if some of the guys want to 
do it, more power to them 
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OFTBB 

by AARON TRAVIS 

CONClUS ON 

For nine days, following his night at the house of 
Senator Marcellus, Magnus confined himself to the 
coliseum. 

At night, he slept alo ne in the small apartment rented 
for him by his owner, the merchant Harmon. During 
the day, he trained fu riously in the arena, preparing for 
his match with Urius. 

He dreaded meeti ng Urius in the gladiators' quar
ters, uncertain whether he could contain his hatred. 
But he did not see Urius; the blond gladiator, accord
ing to one of the attendants, was in private training in 
the countryside, at the estate of a wealthy senator. 
Magnus had no need to ask who the senator was. 

He was puzzled by the relationship between Urius 
and Marcellus. For how long had Marcellus been the 
gladiator's patron? How many times had Urius been 
invited to the senator's country villa and allowed to use 
the German slaveboys? 



Magnus was most puzzled by the offer Marcellus had 
made to him: to buy his freedom and to give him the 
German twins- if he would lose the match with Urius. 

The senator's generosity made no sense. Did a vic
tory for Urius mean so much to him? Magnus could not 
believe that the two men were lovers; they were too 
much alike. He could imagine neither submitting to 
the other, or to any man. What was the nature of the 
bond between them- and what did they want from 
him? 

At night, Magnus tried not to think of the German 
boys. He failed. If Marcellus had not given them to him 
for a night, Magnus would still have desired them, but 
no more than he desired any handsome youth. But, 
having had them, he wanted them desparately. Having 
seen how they suffered in Marcellus' hands, he des par- · 
ately desired to set them free. 

It was in his power to do so. He had only to give the 
fight to Urius. 

The idea of doing so disgusted him. His pride was too 
strong, and his hatred for Urius too great. Yet each 
night he faced the temptation to submit to the sena
tor's bribe. As he lay alone on his pallet, he would 
imagine Eskrill and Erskin beside him, warm, pliant, 
naked- and he would feel a hollow ache in his loins. 

In his loneliness, he would summon one of the 
attendants from the gladiators' quarters. It did not mat
ter which. Magnus simply wished for a mouth to take 
his shaft while he lay unmoving on the bed, his eyes 
closed, his mind filled with memories of his night in the 
cellar of Marcellus' stables, when the German twins 
had been his. 

Sometimes, his thoughts strayed against his will to 
other images of that nigh t, and of the morning after: 
the sight of Marcellus in his general's garb, the awe
some strength of the man's body, the unholy dimen
sions of his sex. Erskin had told him that Marcellus was 
like a horse between the legs. Magnus had glimpsed 
the senator's shaft only fo r an instant, but a glance was 
all that was needed for him to know that Erskin told the 
truth. 

Each night, though he fought to control his fantasies, 
it was not Erskin or Eskrill that Magnus saw in his mind 
as he emptied himself into the anonymous attendant's 
throat. It was Marcellus himself he thought of as his 
orgasm approached and overwhelmed him: Marcel
lus' cruel, flashing eyes and powerful jaw, his massive 
limbs and broad chest, his godlike shaft. Helplessly, 
Magnus imagined that shaft thrust like a sword down 
his throat, wrenching his jaws apart. He imagined it 
inside him, his bowels impaled on its impossible 
length. 

When at last he had spend himself in the attendant's 
mouth, he was freed from t hese irresistable and hateful 
imaginings. Magnus would send the slave away so that 
he could be alone with h is misery and confusion. 

He would pray then to Morpheus, the god of sleep, 
and though the divinity took his time in answering 
Magnus' plea, and the candles burned low, eventually 
Magnus would be granted the release into oblivion 
that he sought. 

During the day, he emptied his mind by taxing his 
body. He ran the circuit of the arena over and over, 
strengthening the stamina of his legs and lungs. He 
practiced each weapon with the best of the training 
masters, and when one partner was exhausted, he 
called for another. He paused to eat and drink, tasting 
nothing, knowing only that food gave him strength to 
C0[1tinue. 
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He left the coliseum only once, to go to the temple of 
Neptune. Magnus felt an uneasy dread ~n the midst of 
his uncertainty, as if the Fates or some Jealous god or 
goddess had taken a dislike to him. Neptune had been 
his patron god since Magnus' days as a galley slave; h_e 
made a sacrifice of seven golden coins and a lock of h1s 
hair to the diety, and breathed a humble prayer for his 
pro~ection. 

Tile morning before the feast day, when he would 
fight Urius, Magnus slept late. His body had been 
honed to perfection. Rest was now more important 
than practice and exertion. 

When he entered the gladiators' quarters to be out
fitted for the day's training, the other athletes were 
already in the arena. The chamber was empty, save fcH a 
few attendants. 

Magnus walked to the trough at the end ~fthe_room 
and splashed his face with cold water. He dned h1mself 
and called one of the attendants to fasten the straps of 
his breastplate. That done, he sat on a wooden bench 
and bent to tighten the buckles of his sandals. 

It was then that Uri us entered the chamber. His long, 
golden hair was matted with sweat, his legs dusted with 
dirt from the arena. 

The tall, muscular gladiator saw Magnus and smiled 
faintly. He approached the bench where Magnus sat, 
unaware of his presence. Still smiling, Urius began to 
strip off his gear. 

His bronze breastplate struck the ground with a hol
low, clanking noise. Magnus started and looked up. 
Instantly, his breath quickened and his eyes flashed 
with hatred. Urius looked down at him and grinned. 

"We have not seen each other for almost a fortnight, 
Magnus. Have you been training hard for tomorrow's 
match?" 

Magnus did not answer. He sat stiffly, grinding his 
jaws. He stared at Urius coldly. The gladiator was drip
ping with sweat. Though he smiled, he was breathing 
hard, as if he were winded from his early morning 
practice. His eyes were slightly reddened, the pockets 
beneath them shadowed. At last Magnus spoke. 

"Yes. And you? They say you've been training at 
Marcellus' estate. But it looks to me as if you've been 
drinking too much wine, Urius." 

Urius laughed. He finished stripping the leather and 
bronze gear from his body and stood naked. 

If Urius' face showed signs of dissipation, his body 
did not. His frame was as solid with muscle as ever. 
There was no trace of fat around his waist, where the 
bands of muscles curved tight and flat. His skin, pale 
when Magnus had last seen him, was now golden from 
the sun and smooth as satin. 

A curtain of sweat shimmered across his broad, hair
less chest; a river of sweat poured down the sleek cleft 
between his pectorals and over the hard ridges of his 
belly. The dark blond hair between his legs was 
frazzled and damp; sweat dripped from the tip of his 
staff. The odor of his body was powerful and sharp. 

Urius looked down at Magnus with a sarcastic grin. 
He licked his lips and nodded slowly. "You see through 
me, Magnus. From you I could never have any secrets. 
Yes, Marcellus has plied me with wine from dawn to 
dusk. A11d after dark, more wine- and boys." Urius 
raised one eyebrow. "I think you'll remember them. 
The German boys. I've been fucking them every 
night." 

Magnus gripped the bench tightly and forced him
self not to rise, knowing that if he moved he would 
strike the man. 



Uri us seemed not to notice his tension. He was star
ing downward in fascination at his own crotch. His sex, 
always partially erect hung outward and down from his 
groin, heavy and thick. Urius ran his fingertips over the 
blunt, bulbous head, and watched the pale shaft fatten 
and rise in the air. 

Magnus watched as well, unable to look away. Uri us' 
shaft was enormous. Magnus had always known that; it 
was one of the reasons that he hated Urius. 

But now, he was not feeling anger, or even envy, but 
something else. He was not certain what it was he felt, 
but it kept him staring at the shaft that now stood 
hugely erect only inches from his face. 

Magnus had never seen the thing so close. The long 
white staff was as smoot h and hard as porcelain, 
unmarked by veins. It was incredibly thick. Uri us held it 
tightly in his fist, yet his fingers and thumb did not 
come close to touching. The thing was as long as Mag
nus' forearm. Three grasping hands, or even four, 
could not have encompassed its length . 

The dark blond hair nestled as its base was smooth as 
cornsilk, beaded with sweat. The sack that hung below 
was like a fist gloved in satin between Urius' thighs. 

Magnus could hardly believe it possible that any man 
could carry something so big between his legs. And 
Marcellus was just as large, or larger- so Erskin had 
said , so Magnus had seen, briefly, with his own eyes. 
But even in his fantas es he had not imagined a shaft so 
large. The reality of it shocked him. 

Urius kneaded the staff with his fist, drawing fresh 
blood into the tube, making it swell even larger. A long 
blue vein rose to the surface and pulsed in visible jerks. 

Urius spoke in a low, sweet voice. 
"Yes, I fucked them both, every day. I fucked them in 

the ass. I fucked them in the throat. And when they 
were bad-" 

Urius gripped his shaft at the base and cupped his 
other hand beneath the rod. He slapped it against his 
palm with a loud crack. 

"When they were bad, I beat them with it. They say 
they hate this thing in my hand. They say it hurts them. 
But every time they worshipped it, their own little staffs 
were hard as wood." 

Urius sucked in a sharp breath and drew his hands 
away. The long stalk of flesh bobbed in the air. The long 
blue vein throbbed. Magnus' darting eyes followed 
every movement. 

Urius circled his forefinger and thumb around the 
head of his shaft and stroked downward, midway to the 
base. "Erskin," he sighed, "can take it only to here, 
down his throat. But his brother-" He moved his hand 
to the very base, and then circled the balls as well. 
"Erskin can swallow it all, every bit." 

Urius pointed the huge staff downward, so that it 
pointed directly at Magnus' face. He stepped closer, 
waving the staff gently from side to side. His voice was 
low and husky, almost a whisper. 

"Put your lips where theirs have been. Kiss it. Kiss the 
very tip. Kiss it for me, Magnus." 

Magnus held his breath. His heart seemed to have 
stopped beating. His head moved forward in tiny jerks, 
as if his body tried in vain to supply the resistance that 
had vanished from h1s mind. 

He narrowed his eyes, but never took them from the 
shaft. He parted his lips and pressed his mouth against 
the blunt, curving tip. 

The flesh was smooth as glass and warm against his 
lips. Above him, Urius sighed with pleasure. 

"Now your tongue, Magnus. Press your tongue 

against the slit. I have something for you." 
Magnus did as he was told, without thinking. The 

opening parted, and the tip of his tongue actually slid 
into the hole. A discharge of semen, warm and slick, 
flowed over his·tongue and into his mouth. The taste 
was musky and sweet. 

Magnus groaned. He licked at the opening and 
mouthed the hard knob of flesh. He opened his mouth 
wide, until he was able to take the entire crown inside. 
His lips were stretched and his mouth was full. His 
hands moved of their own accord to his crotch, and 
pressed against his own erection through layers of 
leather. 

Suddenly the flesh was gone from his mouth. Urius 
slapped his face with it. The thing was heavy as lead. 

"Tomorrow I'll let you do more than kiss it," Urius 
said. His voice was hard as steel. "Tomorrow, after I've 
beaten you in the arena, I'm going to make you crawl 
through the dirt, on your hands and knees like a dog, to 
the emperor's box. Then you're going to worship it 
with your mouth, for every man and woman in Rome to 
see. And after you've sucked it, you're going to beg me 
to fuck you." 

Magnus blinked and shook his head, dazed as if 
waking from a deep slumber. His cl1eek stung where 
Urius had struck him. 

As the gladiator spoke, Magnus looked up at his face. 
Urius' lips were curled into a malicious grin. 

For a long moment, Magnus was paralyzed by the 
image Uri us had planted in his mind. He saw himself on 
his hands and knees, whimpering, broken, begging 
Urius to pierce him. 

Then his senses returned. His skin grew hot. His head 
spun with confusion and fury. He lashed out blindly, 
and struck Urius across the thigh. 

The blow would have knocked any other man to the 
ground. Uri us only stumbled to the side, then regained 
his balance. He threw back his head and laughed. 

Magnus looked wildly about the room. There were 
only two attendants in the quarters, but both were 
staring at him. When they saw his face, their smiles of 
amusement vanished. 

Magnus rose and ran shaking from the room. 
He walked, legs trembling, down the long winding 

corridor to his apartment. He tore off his gear. His own 
shaft was still erect. He touched it, then drew his hand 
away as if the pleasure of his touch had stung him. 

He pulled on a coarse woolen tunic and left the 
coliseum, responding to the casual greetings of each 
gladiator he passed in the hallways with a forward stare 
and a cold silence. He did not hear their greetings; the 
blood was pounding too loudly in his ears. 

He walked aimlessly through the narrow, winding 
streets until he found himself in the great marketplace. 
The square was thronged with merchants and tourists 
who had arrived early for the great feast day and the 
spectacle in the coliseum. 

Magnus lost himself in the crowd, hoping he would 
not be recognized. The humble tunic he wore might be 
disguise enough. Everyone knew that the greatest of 
gladiators could easily afford silk. 

The press of the crowd only increased his agitation. It 
was solitude he needed. The strange welter of emo
tions inside him demanded silence. He tried to find his 
way to the temple of Neptune, but was lost in the 
crowd. The cries of the hawkers and the raucous laugh
ter of the gamblers numbed his mind. His thoughts 
were broken and without direction, as if he were 
stricken with fever. 
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Suddenly he collided with another body. He stepped 
aside and would have walked on without a word; then 
he saw the boy he had stumbled into. The fever flared 
inside his skull. 

It was the slaveboy Eskrill, the shaven pet of the 
senator Marcellus. For an instant the boy's blue eyes 
met his, then Eskrill bowed his head. He blushed from 
the smooth dome of his head down to his neck and 
shoulders. 

The boy was almost naked. He wore, as always, the 
golden bracelets around his throat and wrists. A loin
cloth of white silk was wrapped about his hips, pulled 
so low that the smoothly shaven plate of muscle below 
his navel was bare. 

His flesh was oiled, and more deeply tanned than 
when Magnus had last seen him. He was still shaven 
everywhere, even to his eyebrows, but Marcellus had 
not stopped there in tampering with his slave. 

The tips of the boy's ipples had been pierced by 
golden rings. A thin chain of gold was draped across his 
chest, suspended from ring to ring. His body was 
unmarked, except for an angry red welt across the side 
of his face, extending from his chin to his temple. 

"What are you doing here?" Magnus whispered. 
The boy answered but still did not look at him. He 

was ashamed of the mark on his face and the rings 
which pierced his nipples. 

"Marcellus brought me with him. He took Urius to 
the coliseum, and then he brought me here. He is 
somewhere in the market. He told me to wait for him, 
here." 

At last the boy looked up. "Magnus, he told us of the 
offer he made you. Will you take it? Will you lose the 
match?" 

It was now Magnus who looked away. "No," he said. 
The boy's eyes filled with tears. "Then will you take 

me now? Help me escape. I don't know where I am in 
the city, and I can't go anywhere like this." He put his 
hands over his face so that Magnus would not see the 
tears. 

"No!" Magnus said in a hoarse whisper. "Never 
speak of such a thing. Never even think of it! There is 
no escape for a slave in Rome. They would capture you 
within a day, and they would kill you. They would kill 
anyone who helped you. They would probably kill 
your brother as well." 

The boy slumped his shoulders and lowered his 
head. "Then there is no hope. Erskin had said there 
might be, but he was wrong. Give me a knife, Magnus. 
Do you have a knife? Give it to me!" 

The boy looked up. His jaw was square, his face 
resolved. Then he saw something beyond Magnus' 
shoulder, and the fire in his eyes turned to alarm. 

Magnus did not have to turn to see who it was that 
had approached. He heard Marcellus' voice, and felt 
the senator's hand on his shoulder. 

"Magnus! I was about to bring Eskrill to the coliseum 
to visit you. We have business to discuss- or could you 
have forgotten? Perhaps you've changed your mind." 

Magnus vic;>lently shook the man's hand from his 
shoulder. He 'did not da re to speak. He did not dare to 
touch the man. An insult or a blow could cost him his 
life. 

He could not even look at Marcellus. That would 
have been most dangerous of all. He thought of what 
had happened with Urius only moments before, and 
knew that he must escape from Marcellus. Magnus 
bolted into the crowd. 

He heard the senator' s booming voice behind him. 
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"You are a fool, gladiator!" Then he was swallowed by 
the throng. 

Every face seemed to accuse him. Every eye seemed 
to penetrate his mind and to see the secret of what he 
had done with Urius, to know how deeply he was 
tempted to submit to Marcellus' will. 

He found solace at last, not at Neptune's altar, but in 
a tavern called the Drowned Man. 

His master Harmon owned the tavern. The place was 
favored by sailors and merchants come up to the city 
from the harbors at Ostia. Magnus had spent much 
time there, after Harmon had elevated him from galley 
slave to household stud. Since he had become a gladia
tor, he had not returned to the Drowned Man. Enter
ing it now, he could almost smell the sea. 

He had been a galley slave for three years. His life had 
been less happy then, and certainly less free. But it had 
been simpler. He had known nothing then of doubt 
and corruption. 

The tavern was almost deserted. The day was sunny, 
and most of the sailors who might have been there had 
chosen the open air of the festive city over the airless 
dimness that reigned inside the Drowned Man. · 

He took a table to himself in a shadowed corner, 
again hoping he would not be recognized. The last 
thing he desired was to talk with a stranger about the 
next day's match. 

A buxom woman with painted lips and eyes brought 
him red wine. She was a Greek, with broad hips and 
masses of inky black hair. Normally, Magnus might 
have done more than notice her. On another occasion, 

_he might have solved his depression by pressing a coin 
into her hand and telling her to meet him upstairs in 
the windowless room. He had used that room count
less times when Harmon's clumsy fingers and fumbling 
lips became too absurd for him to bear. But now she 
was as insubstantial to him as a ghost. 

He had just fiished his second cup of wine when a 
tall, bearded man rose from a table across the room and 
approached him. 

The man wore a well-cut tunic of linen, white with an 
embroidered border of blue and green. He was not a 
common sailor. He looked familiar. 

His voice was familiar as well. "Are you sure you 
should be drinking, Magnus? I hear that you're to fight 
tomorrow." 

"Talloc!" Magnus said, recognizing the man at last. 
"Why didn't you join me when I first came in? I didn't 
recognize you, not with the fine clothes and the 
beard." 

"I recognized you, Magnus. But from the look on 
your face, I thought you might wish to be alone." 

Magnus frowned. Then he smiled faintly. He was 
be~inning to feel the wine. 

' I did. But not with such fine company at hand. Join 
me. And tell me where you've been these last years. It's 
obvious you've come up in the world." 

Talloc had been a fellow galley slave on Harmon's 
ship. He was a few years younger than Magnus. When 
Magnus had rowed beside him, they had k>een mere 
boys; Talloc had not even had a beard. 

Since then, Talloc had been sold twice, and had 
finally managed to buy his freedom. Magnus did not 
ask where he had gotten the money to do so- he 
suspected Talloc must have stolen it, or blackmailed his 
last owner. Now Talloc was a shipowner himself. He 
was quite willing to talk about where he had gotten the 
funds to begin his business. 

"A wealthy Greek widow in Alexandria," he 



explained. "She says that my eyes make her melt. " 
Talloc laughed. " And I don't have to ask what's 
become of you . Everyone from Spain to Syria has heard 
of Magnus the glad iator. So screwing Harmon's ass 
paid off for you- and screwing Hypatia has paid off for 
me. The way of the world, Magnus! " 

"Yes. Still, I think I envy you, Talloc." 
"You, to whom every door in Rome- including the 

door to every bedroom- is always open?" 
"You' re a free man, Talloc. " 
"But they must pay you well for what you do. Don't 

gladiators who've done as well as you usually end up 
buying their freedo m?" 

"I've saved very litt le," Magnus sighed. " I've squan
dered most of it. Luxuries, clothes, a chariot. Living like 
a wealthy man when I'm no more than a slave. Perhaps 
in a year ot two I could have enough gold to buy myself 
from Harmon. If I haven't been killed in the arena 
first." 

" Is that what worri es you- tomorrow's match? You 
know, I've never seen you fight, only heard of you
though I'll be seeing you tomorrow, since we don ' t sail 
until the day after. But they say that Magnus in the ring 
is like a lion, a man w ithout fear." 

"Perhaps they lie," Magnus said. " But it is more than 
that, Talloc. More than ?old, and death, and slavery 
that oppresses me now.' 

"You are weary of your life." Talloc's face was 
somber. 

"I think I am." 
"Well, for the gods' sake, don't become a Christian. 

That's what seems to happen to people, when they 
become as glum as you. Then they stay glum, and talk 
about nothing but death and suffering. They' re bad 
medicine, bad for the Empire. Believe me, I know. My 
wife has been harboring a whole coven of them in 
Alexandria. They smell like pigs, and eat like them too, 
and they're totally worthless. My wife wants to give 
them our money. They say she' ll be punished after she 
dies if she doesn' t hand over the gold. Imagine such a 
thing! It's witchcraft . Oriental witchcraft ." 

Ma.s,nus grimaced at the idea of himself joining a 
cult. 'Don't worry, Talloc. Neptune has always pro
tected me, and I am loyal to him. 

Talloc sipped his w ine and became pensive. "Per
haps it was Neptune w ho watched over you when we 
were slaves together, Magnus, but it was you who 

' protected me, I haven't forgotten what you did for me 
in the old days. You saved my life, not once but three 
times. The pirates o ff Chinos- yes, you remember, 
you're smiling now. What a fight that was! And the time 
the ship caught fire a few miles out of Antioch, and you 
ripped my chains from the deck. I would have been 
burned alive." 

Talloc lowered his voice. " And the time the galley 
master beat me because I wouldn ' t sleep with him. You 
tried to stop him, and took twenty lashes yourself. I 
think the pain would have killed me if it had gone on 
much lon9er. That, especially, I haven 't forgotten. " 

Magnus smile vanished. The memory of that cruel 
punishment made him think of the German twins, and 
their lives with Marcellus. He remembered how the 
galley master used to fuck him, and he thought of 
Urius' rod in his mout h. 

"Magnus," Talloc said gravely, " if there is ever any
thing I can do to repay you- any favor, great or small, 
ask it of me. If there is a nythin~ I can do now- ask me." 

Magnus shook his head. ' No, you can ' t help. But 
someday, perhaps, I'll need a friend, and I'll remember 

you. Talloc, you· are a good man." Magnus smiled rue
fully. " An opportunist, perhaps, but who is not? I've 
met few good men lately. I have moved among evil 
men. I' m glad I came here, and saw you again. I'm glad 
that you 've prospered." 

The serving woman came to refill his cup, but Mag
nus covered it with his hand. " I have to go now, Talloc. 
You ' re right. I don't need this wine. And I want to visit 
the temple of Neptune, before the feast-day tourists 
take it over completely. Besides," he grinned, "the wa'/. 
the serving woman has been watching you, I don t 
think you'll lack for company after I'm gone." 

The weather for the feast day was perfect. The sky 
was cloudless. The sun was bright but mild. 

Magnus stayed alone in his apartment long after the 
games and races began. He did not wish to see Urius 
more than he had to, or to be bothered by Marcellus. A 
night without sex or dreams had readied him for the 
fight. 

He waited until an hour before the match before he 
left his room and walked to the athletes' quarters. 

A few of the other gladiators smiled at him oddly
the attendants had told of his weakness on the previous 
day, or more likely Urius had boasted of it and pointed 
to the slaves as witnesses- but no one was brash 
enough to taunt him. • 

Magnus limbered his muscles and summoned an 
attendant to massage him and help him dress. As he 
was honing his blade, only minutes before the match, a 
well-groomed, middle-aged eunuch- he looked like 
a cleric- approached him and thrust a rolled parch
ment before his face. 

" Wht is that? " Magnus growled, tempted to strike 
the servant for his insolence. Then he saw that the 
cleric wore a collar of gold, and knew that he had come 
from Marcellus. 

"Can you read?" the eunuch asked in a reedy voice. 
" No." 
"Then I am instructed to read this aloud to you." The 

eunuch unrolled the parchment and cleared his throat. 
" The message reads : My offer stands. Do you accept? If 
you do, any mark will do." 

The eunuch offered him a wax pencil. 
Magnus took the parchment and glanced at the odd 

markings. He did not take the pencil. Instead, he 
crumpled the paper into a ball and spat on it. 

" Take this back to your master," he said . 
Magnus returned his attention to his whetstone and 

sword. 
He did not see the eunuch turn toward Urius and 

raise one finger. 
He did not see the smile on Uri us' face, or the vial of 

thick blue liquid that Urius took from a pouch beside 
his feet. 

Urius uncorked the vial. Careful not to breath its 
fumes or to let the liquid touch his flesh, he poured the 
viscous contents onto a cloth, then smeared it over the 
points of his trident. The liquid quickly dried and 
became invisible. 

The match began well. Urius' long debauch in the 
countryside had slowed his reflexes, and Magnus 
quickly scored a number of superficial wounds to the 
gladiator's legs and arms. Such blows, early on, were 
usually prophetic of the victory to come. 

Urius finally managed to strike him. Even so, it was 
only a glancing and insubstantial blow. Urius did not 
lunge with the trident, but swung it like a scyth~. The 
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glistening, razor-like points grazed Magnus' belly. 
Three thin marks were left across the skin, barely deep 
enough to draw blood. 

The wounds stung, but were easily forgotten in the 
excitement on the fight. After a moment they ceased to 
sting altogether, and instead became strangely numb. 

Later, Magnus realized that his entire belly had 
grown cold. The coldness spread to his chest and groin. 
As the sensation reached into his limbs, a wave of 
nausea coursed through him, and his stomach began to 
cramp. 

He continued to fight. Soon it was impossible for him 
to land a blow against Urius. It was the best that he 
could do to fend off the jabbing trident and the net that 
seemed always to hover over his head, waiting to snare 
him. 

Soon, he could not do even that. Urius began to 
strike blows against him. The blows were glancing, the 
wounds small, but wherever the trident cut him the 
feeling disappeared from his flesh. 

Magnus began to fee l what he had not felt in the 
arena since his earliest days as a gladiator: panic. A 
sluggish surge of fear, colder than the numbness in his 
chest and limbs, eddied through him. 

Uri us was laughing at him from behind the helmet he 
wore. Magnus could hear the words, but could not 
understand themtl The umbness had spread to his 
brain. 

Then there was a loud clanging noise, like brazen 
gates crashing shut, and Magnus' sword was wrenched 
from his hand. 

Something struck his chest, and then the net was 
everywhere around him. The chafing cords pulled 
painfully tight against his face and throat. His arms were 
locked to his sides. His ankles were drawn together and 
he fell upon his hip. 

A blow at his groin ro lled him onto his back. Urius' 
foot was upon his chest, crushing him. The blond gla
diator was a giant above him. Uri us lifted his trident and 
aimed it at Magnus' throat. 

The roar of the crowd was deafening, hysterical, 
hostile. Magnus rolled his eyes upward and strained to 
see the Imperial box. 

He saw Marcellus there, sittin9 at the emperor's left, 
whispering into the old man s ear. The emperor 
nodded and raised his fist. 

Magnus could not make out the signal. The crowd 
was angry, hissing. Magnus writhed in pain and felt his 
bowels grow loose. He looked up and saw th~ trident 
descending. 

It landed in the sand beside his face. The judgement 
had been thumbs-up. 

Two Nubians, wearing golden collars around their 
thro·ats, came to drag him from the arena. The crowd 
continued to scream and jeer; many a betting man's 
fortune had been lost that day. 

The Nubians dragged him close to the wall. Men and 
women leaned over the railing to spit down at him and 
curse. 

They pulled him into the passageway that led to the 
athletes quarters. The gladiators were huddled 
together. Their faces were blank with shock. Those 
who had been closest to Magnus turned their heads 
away in shame. How could he have fought so poorly? 

Harmon was there. He was behaving like a madman, 
screaming and tearing his hair. He kicked Magnus in 
the belly as the Nubians dragged him by. 

They pulled him past the gladiators' quarters and 
outside the coliseum. They lifted him like a heavy sack 
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and dropped him into a waiting litter. The curtains 
were dropped, sealing him from view. 

The litter jerked and began to move. Magnus lost 
consciousness. 

He dreamed. His dreams were nightmares. He 
dreamed that Urius had made good his threat to pub
licly debase him after the fight. Magnus saw himself 
naked in the arena, crawling on his hands and knees 
after Urius and the giant shaft. The crowd was not 
jeering, but laughing. 

He looked up and saw Neptune, huge in the sky 
above, waving a vast trident covered with seaweed. 
Magnus lifted his arms and cried out to the god- then 
saw that it was not Neptune looming above him. It was 
Marcellus. 

The litter lurched and came to a halt. Magnus woke. 
Still, he could hardly tell his dreams from the reality of 
the cool evening. 

The Nubians lifted him from the litter. Urius' net was 
left tight around him, but his legs were cut free. The 
black slaves held his arms and pulled him, stumbling, 
into the portico of a great marble house. 

The busts that lined the hallway were familiar. Grim, 
unsmiling faces- he was in Marcellus' house. 

Why? 
He was led into the atrium. The illumination from the 

skylight was growing dim, but there was light enough 
for him to take in the scene in an instant. 

Uri us was there. He stood naked, wet from the bath. 
Below him, Erskin was on his knees, crouching low 
between the gladiator's thighs. His hands were twisted 
behind his back and tied to his ankles. His mouth was 
stuffed with Urius' balls. 

The gladiator's head was thrown back, his lips parted. 
He held the shaft in both hands, squeezing and strok
ing it. 

Uri us lowered his face as Magnus was brought in. He 
bared his teeth and hissed with pleasure. 

Erskin turned his head as much as he could. He saw 
Magnus, and blushed. His cheeks bulged, his chin was 
glossy with spit. His penis was stiff, pointing upwards 
from his groin like a handle. He shut his eyes tightly. 

Nearby, Marcellus lay naked on a low divan. He wore 
the pectoral of golden coins across his hairy chest. 
Cushions were propped beneath his head and 
shoulders. In one hand hf held a short, stiff tongue of 
leather. 

Eskrill was standing over him, facing him. His legs 
were spread wide to straddle the divan. His hands were 
lashed together and bound to the chain that connected 
his nipples, so that he could not lower his arms. His ass 
was impaled on Marcellus' shaft. 

He was raising and lowering his ass, riding the thick 
mallet of flesh. He rose up till the mouth of his ass 
gripled the crown, then forced his body downward 
unti his cheeks rested on his master's thighs and the 
huge shaft was swallowed in his bowels. 

Eskrill was covered with sweat. Every muscle in his 
lean, hairless body was tense. The veins in his neck and 
forehead stood out like cords from the strain of the 
ordeal. His face was bright red. His mouth was open 
wide, drooling saliva. His eyes were shut. 

He grunted and moaned continuously. His short, 
slender shaft was hard as stone. It slapped against his 
belly and thighs as he rode Marcellus' iron. 

Beneath him, his master was splayed on the divan 
like a big cat lazing in the sun. Marcellus' eyes were 
half-open, dreamy with pleasure. His lips were pursed. 
Occasionally he lifted his crop and struck the bov's 



thigh to speed the fu cking. 
Marcellus reached for Eskrill's balls and squeezed 

them tightly. He pulled the boy' s staff downward and 
stopped its jerking. He looked at the rod of flesh for a 
moment, then raised the crop and struck the head of 
Eskrill's penis. 

The boy sobbed loudly. He shuddered, then fucked 
himself more frantica lly on his master's shaft. 

Marcellus stretched and grunted with pleasure. He 
struck the boy's penis again. 

The senator turned his head and looked at Magnus. 
His eyes raked over th e gladiator's body. Marcellus was 
drunk with ecstasy and power. The look in his eyes 
made Magnus cringe. 

" Take him to the stables," Marcellus grunted hoar
sely. " We'll use him later." 

Magnus was led through the big house, into the 
open air, through a wooden doorway. He smelled 
dung and hay, and knew where he was. A bolt was 
pushed back, a heavy door swung open, and he was 
flung down a long sto ne stairway. 

Magnus was awake ned by two jets of fetid water 
striking his forehead and cheeks. His captors were uri
nating on his face . 

He opened his eyes, then blinked them shut as a 
spray of piss was aimed at his brow. His head was pulled 
up by a fist in his ha ir. Fingers of iron forced him to 
open his jaws. Agai nst his gurgling protests, two 
streams poured into his mouth. He choked on the hot 
liquid, then began to swallow. 

Slowly, as his belly became swollen with piss, Mag
nus realized his position . He was in the cellar of Mar
cellus' stables, the very room where he had used the 
German slaves ten days before. He was bound on his 
hands and knees on the low block of wood beside the 
flaming brazier. 

Even as they contin ued to piss, they began to use his 
mouth. Something huge and smooth pressed against 
his lips and pushed his jaws apart. It slid heavily over his 
tongue and pummelled the back of his throat- then 
his throat was pierced. The hard shaft was in his neck. 
He felt the ridge of the crown against the membranes 
of his throat. 

The shaft was wrenched from his mouth. Before he 
could catch his breat h, another, even larger, took its 
place. Over and over they took turns fucking his throat. 

Marcellus spoke above him, gasping with pleasure. 
"Enough for now!" 

The shaft that had been fucking his throat withdrew, 
pulling with it a heavy mass of spit from deep in his 
gullet . The fist in his hair released him. His chin 
dropped to his chest. His neck was sore and aching, 
bruised from within. 

A hand, hard as stone, slapped his face. " Look up, 
slave. Look at the favo r of the gods." 

Magnus weakly li ft ed his head. Two enormous, 
swollen shafts were po inted at his face . Both were wet 
and shiny, covered with masses of his own spit. 

The one closest to his face- the one that had been 
fucking him when the ordeal abruptly ended- was 
perfectly formed, smooth and unblemished like a thick 
mallet carved from ivory. The flesh was white with 
blushes of pink, the color of cream and roses. Urius' 
shaft. 

Magnus gazed up at the perfect beam of flesh, and 
beyond, at Uri us' belly, flat and hard as a shield, and his 
pectorals, which rose from his chest like carved plates 
of crystal. A string of semen suddenly emerged from 

the tip of Urius' shaft and hung suspended. Magnus 
wet his lips, remembering how the man's semen had 
tasted on his tongue the day before. He blushed with 
shame, knowing he wanted to taste it again. 

Magnus shut his eyes. It was the drug still poisoning 
his veins, he told himself. That was how they had over
come him. That was how he had managed to endure 
what they had just done to him. That was why his own 
staff was hard- he could feel the crown jabbing his 
belly. · 

Marcellus slapped his face. " I told you to look." 
Magnus' ears were ringing. His cheek burned as if it 

had been branded. He opened his eyes and gasped. 
It was a different shaft now that hovered before his 

face, even bigger than Urius'- just as long, and 
immensely thicker. The flesh was thin, almost trans
lucent, scored with twisting, pulsing veins. Marcellus' 
shaft was dark and bloated with blood, glistening with 
spit, obscenely ugly, like a living organ taken throbbing 
from within his body. 

Magnus stared at the shaft in awe and suppressed a 
sob. He could hardly believe that he had been forced 
to take the thing all the way to the balls. It had been like 
a fist rammed down his throat. He could still feel it 
inside him. 

The shaft moved toward him. Magnus groaned and 
tried to turn his face away as the blunt crown touched 
his lips. 

"Good. He still has plenty of ,spirit left." 
Marcellus wrenched his head back, forcing Magnus 

to stare upward. Beyond the net of golden coins 
spangled across Marcellus' broad chest, Magnus saw 
the man's face. Marcellus stared back at him. His eyes 
were grim, without pity. 

"I have waited for this a very long time, gladiator. 
Since I first saw you. This has been my fantasy. To have 
you here, like this- bound and naked, helpless. To 
own you like an animal. To be your master, slave." 

Magnus tried to speak. His throat was bent and so 
battered and weak that he could hardly form the 
words. 

"How?' he said. The word gurgled in his throat. 
" How?" 

The corner of Marcellus' mouth curled into a smile. 
"Your master Harmon- your former master- has suf
fered a very bad year. Did you not know? Ships looted 
and lost, warehouses lost to fire. Accidents- of course. 
Catastrophe after catastrophe, until you were the only 
paxing investment he had left. 

'Harmon was forced to borrow heavily. I generously 
offered to help him. Then the time came to collect, and 
I told him my price You. He did not want to lose you; he 
stalled for time. He wagered most of what he had left 
on your victory today. Now I have collected the debt. 
You are mine, Magnus." 

Magnus shook his head in horror, and tried to speak 
again. "The boys," he croaked. 

"Eskrill and Erskin? In the house; the eunuchs are 
bathing them. Did you ever think I would really let you 
have them? They were only bait. I wanted you to lose 
that fight of your own accord. I wanted you to know, 
every time I fucked you, fhat you yourself were respon
sible for what had happened. You refused to cooper
ate, and for that you ' ll be punished. But it's all the same, 
in the end. You're mine." 

"What- what are you going to do?" 
" The same thing I've done with the German slaves. 

You 've seen them. You've heard their stories. I'm going 
to break you, Magnus. With this!" 
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Marcellus forced Magnus to bow his head, and 
waved his shaft below his face. 

"Never," Magnus whispered. "Never!" 
"Never? Tonight, Magnus. And believe me, you 

won't be the same man after it's been up your ass. I've 
seen it happen too often before. Boys, eunuchs, soldi
ers, slaves- it doesn't matter. Once it's been inside 
you, it's all you'll be able to think about." 

Marcellus took his fist from Magnus' hair and 
stepped back. "Look at it. You already know it's true." 

Magnus stared at the man's shaft. A, part of him 
recoiled in horror. But his own shaft was hard, and 
there was a sudden sensation of warmth in his bowels, a 
loosening, a readiness to submit. 

"Do you want me to fuck you? It won't hurt you as 
badly, if you say the words." 

Magnus looked at Marcellus, invincible above him. 
He looked at Urius, standing beside the man, smiling 
crookedly as he pulled on his shaft and dribbled semen 
onto the floor . 

Magnus opened his mouth to speak. Then he saw a 
movement in the darkness behind the two men- a 
flash of steel, catching the firelight. 

Urius smiled, and began to laugh softly. Marcellus 
joined him- then both men opened their mouths 
wide in the same instant. They screamed. 

They roared with pain and stiffened. They jerked and 
writhed, then staggered forward, falling against Mag
nus' body, clutching him. 

Even as they collapsed to the floor, Erskin and Eskrill 
continued to stab them. Each boy held a dagger red 
with blood. The bright blades swung up and down, 
flashing in the fireligh t. Marcellus and Urius writhed 
and shuddered each time the blades descended. 

At last the boys rose from the floor. The two men no 
longer moved, no longer even writhed. 

"What have you done?" Magnus cried. "What in 
Hades have you done?" His own flesh was warm and 
wet where the men's blood had spattered against him. 

The boys freed him from his bonds. They did not 
speak until Magnus was standing. 

"You said we would die if we tried to escape," Erskin 
said. "Perhaps we will. But at least we have tried. And it 
will not be Marcellus or his friend who puts us to 

. death." The boy spoke the words solemnly, without 
passion. In his own mind, at least, he was no longer a 
slave. He was a prince again. 

Magnus stared at the bodies crumpled on the floor. 
"For this they will kill e~ery slave in the household." 

"Then they will kill you as well," Erskin said. "Help 
us." 

"You fools!" Magnus raised his hand in anger. Then 
he saw the madness in the boys' eyes and the daggers in 
their hands. He backed away, and sat on the floor, 
trying to think. A sense of fate, black and cold, blan
keted his mind. In the space of a few hours, his lfe had 
been shattered. Now his life was as good as over. His 
life as Marcellus' slave would have been torment, but 
the tortures he faced now would end in death. They 
would crucify him, along with the boys. The crowd who 
had cheered him in the arena would come to pelt him 
with dung, and to watch the carrion birds consume his 
entrails. 

"How did you come here?" he asked in a dull voice. 
"He said the eunuchs were bathing you." 

"They are dead," Eskrill said. "At the bottom of the 
pool." 

"You drowned them?" Magnus was shocked, 
remembering the two young eunuchs, so pliant and 
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· harmless. Esk'rill and his b-rother were warriors after all, 
and barbarians. Marcellus had pushed them too far. 
Would Magnus have had the courage to do the same? 
He thought of the unwilling excitement he had felt for 
the past hour, and wondered if he could have killed for 
his freedom. 

He shook his head wearily, and looked again at the 
two corpses. It had happened so suddenly; it still 
seemed unreal. "Where did you think you could 
escape to?" 

"To the north. To our homeland." 
"Impossible," Magnus said bitterly. 
Then he thought of his chance meeting of the pre

vious day, and the blackness lifted from his spirit. The 
chance was small, almost nonexistant. Still, as long as 
there was hope at all, he could do better than wait in 
the cellar to be discovered and killed. 

He rose to his feet. The boys looked at him curiously, 
knowing that something unseen had occurred to 
change his mood. 

"How soon will their bodies be discovered?" he 
asked. "Tonight?" 

Erskin shook his head. "No one interrupts Marcellus 
when he is at his pleasure. No one will enter this room 
until they are certain that something has happened. 
Tomorrow at noon, perhaps. Perhaps even later." 

"What is the hour now?" 
"Midnight." 
"Then we may have just enough time, if we take the 

fastest horses in the stable. If Talloc will take us. If we 
are not recognized on the way. Find some way to 
remove the bracelets from your throats and wrists, but 
save them; we will need the gold. Go into the house 
and find whatever valuables you can, small things that 
we can carry, rings and such. And cloaks and tunics, the 
kind of clothing travellers wear.l'll go with you, to heir. 
you bring the eunuchs' bodies here, where they won t 
be found." 

"Where are we going?" 
"To your homeland, boys." 
"And you will help us? You're going there too?" 
"There is nowhere in the Empire I can go. For the rest 

of my life, I will be an exile." 
"Our father is a great man. He will reward you, 

Magnus-" 
"Enough of that. Up the stairs." 
"But where-" 
"I have a friend, a shipowner who sails from Ostia at 

dawn, for the east, Byzantium. From there, we might be 
able to travel north and cross Sarmatia, into the north
ern forests. If we reach his ship in time. If he will help 
us. If one of his sailors does not betray us, for a bounty. 
There will be doubt and danger every moment." 

Suddenly Magnus was struck by dread and froze. 
Then he saw the boys' faces. They were frightened too, 
and they were looking to him for courage. 

He took Erskin's face in his hands, and kissed him. 
T~e boy squeezed him tightly. 

Magnus broke away, and turned to Eskrill. He 
touched the boy's face and ran his fingers over the welt 
that stretched from his temple to his chin. 

Magnus' throat tightened. He had to take a deep 
breath before he could speak. "Go on," he whispered 
hoarsely. 

The boys bounded up the steep stairway, taking two 
steps at a time. Magnus began to follow, then paused. 
He turned and looked for a long time at the two bodies 
which lay unmoving beside the fire. Then he turned 
back, and ascended the stairs. 



EXPOSE OF DRUMMER'S 
PUBLIC OPINION POLL 

We have been DRUMMER Th a~c~ed of not being ve what will t · at lS srmply not so Th ry poll-conscious at urn on our ad · ey asked us h 
your reaction re ers for sure We ow we know ~flex Studio ~ 0~ ~uff ,and ~ust to ·prm~,e~t~ry sensitive to 
t~on . to our new pos:er tors .office as we were tes :you, we sent 
riSking fingertips and ( which you can get to in ting ~e reac
out) on one of th nB:ils, removing the sta 1 a mmute by e guys m the Shippin6' D P es and folding it 

..... "0 epartment. 
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Our proceedure is simple: we unchain the subject, 
bring him out where we can observe him, pull down 
his pants and watch what happens when he is 
exposed to a specific piece offiction (we have to go to 
another department for this, since the subject has to 
be able to read) , or artwork or photography. 

Our man in Shipping, as you can see , wholeheartedly 
approved of the new DRUMMER poster by Raw Gra
phics. In fact, he didn't cool down for quite some 
time. We finally had tb ask him to beat off so he 
wouldn't be walking around the warehouse the rest 
of the day with a boner ( it makes it difficult for the 
other employees). 
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HOT MAN-TO-MAN TO CONTACT FOR A COOL 35C A WORD! 

'-..:.:,,;;.:A:..R=IZ;;:O:.:;,N.,:A:.;:;..:,:.:.:;:;:.,,.:C~h:. . .;:,;:W;.:,;:t..:.;::'''~'nn~Ed~d~S,;t ;..;.;t ~"'~1~1;.;;..;;.;;~M~A~S~C~U~LI~N~E~S;:T~U':D":'W:':"A:":N":':T:':E:':D~--:A:-;TT.ENTION FtGHTING MEN 
rts es · o:.vv Y ree · " 0

· • Hot stud. 22. blond/blue, hairy, 185 San Francisco, CA 94115. No terns. Marshall. Uncut Capricorn. 43, 6'3", 200 
SLAVE Blacks or heavy S&M. lbs. wants masculine stud willing to lbs .. 31" waist. 46" chest, digs oil, jocks. 

5'10", 160 lbs., bottom. Seek master give his body for our mutual satisfac- sweat. leather. photos, JO and all chat-
with strong hand and experience. PRIME CONTACT tion. learning and pleasure. Details, lenges. No holds barred, submission, 
Would request descriptive letter and Veteran of two wars: NAM (SOG) and photo, phone, please. Box 1646. pro fantasy, heavy body contact, frees-
photo. Box 3236. South of Market (leather Bar hustler). tyle, stud vs stud, muscle against mus-

X-BB, hot WM, 39, 6'1", 190 lbs, uncut, GOODLOOKING LEATHERMAN cle. let's go for it! Box 2092. 
NORTHERN experienced. Gets excited over S&M, Castro Valley. S, 36, 6'. 160 lbs., good-

e FORNIA straining muscles and sweat. Requires looking Leatherman seeks M, for ARMY SERGEANT 
All physical grace, mental agility and emo- Leather Action. obedience, outdoor- San Francisco. WM 32, 5'11", beard, 
FACE SITTER tiona! stability. If you're looking for a bike scenes. bondage. (415) 582-1162 or moustache, former Army Sergeant; 

BM face sitter seeks r/f slaves. W. mutually satisfying-enduring relation- reply Box 1582. enjoys hot times, Leather, Levi. Uni-
Jones, 1139 Market St., Rrr. 144. San ship, this is the rare opportunity for the SAN FRANCISCO forms, fantasies. WS. FF(top). toys, JO. 
Francisco, CA 94103. right hunk. Box 3130. FIST ACTION Phone No. exchanged, etc. Even enjoys 

light play & cuddling. No Fats or Ferns. 
INTELLIGENT? YOUNG RUBBER FREAK Seeking buddies for mutual fist fucking Prefer WM within SF area. 21-40. If 

Handsome? Non-monogamous? Inter- Horny young stud wants your cum- and piss drinking. I'm 5'10", 170 lbs. you wish to make an attempt on a Fan-
esting? Me, too. Hairy, muscular, filled used condoms. Also dig hot JO moustached Chicano hunk with 7'/2 tasy. drop a note With photo (if avail-
beard, 6'3", bottom man,26,185. Berke- letters and nude pies. Will answer all endowment and a strong active imagi- able; photo returned upon request). 
ley. Send photo, letter. Box M22. with details. Roy, 2225 Woodside Lane, nation and curiousity. Dig Leather. include a description of yourself & a 

HOT HUNKY Apt. 2. Sacramento, CA 95825. levis, beer. non-smokers, dildoes, phone number &I or address for 
San Francisco area. Well-put-together, WANTED: TOTAL SLAVE drugs. I'm also a 31 year old Cancer.!! response. to Box A98 (c/o Drummer) or 
pierced and tattooed M, new to area, No holds barred. Must relocate to would help tremendously if you're into 470 Castro Street. Ste 207-3025, SF 
38, 6'3", 1951bs., br/bl, moustache, cut M · c D dd • b 0 K Ph 1 ancient religion-earth-sex-magic, and 94114 . 1 ann o. a Y s 0Y · · 0 0 must pagan arts. 1 come more from com pas- · 6'h", with heavy expenence looking or for answer Me· 6'3 180 lbs hand 5 · · · · - sion than from heavy humiliation. pho- CASTRATION 
serious Leather Master any race. 2 -50. some, young 47. No drugs. Box 3189. tos answered first. Box 1445_ Seeks info from MD, other. on effect of 
Uncut meat a real plus. C&BT, WS, t 1 AI 
whips, ass work and a lot more just for ws WEEKEND ORGY BALL BUDDIES casthration on mta urh~ t ma \ t' so 
openers. This animal into damn near Hot, hung, horny, handsome WM, 32, San Francisco W/M, 34, 6'2". 160 lbs. exc ange accoun s. IS ory, IC lon. 
anything with your pleasure his center wants same for hot weeBkends at Rus- Bald, medium brown beard, light blond etc. Box 3020· 
focus. Have complete Leather and toy sian River cabin. Dick. ox 3144· moustache, hairy, into ball torture, HOT- HEAT- QUEER 
collection waiting for you. No fats or OUR ADS GET RESULTS! weights, vices, slapping, hitting, 36. 6', 185 lbs. w/m 6" cut Your queer 
!ems. All photos get mine and imme- punching, mutual play seeks same. slave worships leather. shit, heat in 
diate reply. Box 1283. TELEPHONE Box 1514. sick scenes for your pleasure. Train me 

s.F. AREA UNCUTS NUMBERS NEW RECRUIT to be your Queer. Limited travel. Bill, 
Brown hair/eyes. bearded, UNCUT, DRUMMER and MANIFEST will now San Francisco.27, WM, 5'9". 158 lbs. 1359 Highway 70, Oroville, CA 95965. 
nicely proportioned, WM, 32 5'10",170, accept verified telephone numbers in beard. Needs to learn how to achieve BOOTS 
looking for UNCUT MEN. Hairy w/beer personal ads. Please add $1 to the what have been only fantasies, an THE TALLER THE BETTER 
gut! Into heavy cock with big hairy legs cost of the ad if a telephone number "apprenticeship" to an experienced or San Francisco. This hunky black-
spread wide, with uncut tnick cock, is included in the ad copy. 11 neces- not so experienced Master and his leather motorcycle rtding stud looking 
hanging balls, hairy ass for servicing. sary, please indicate to us the best slave would be a great start on this tor guys who think they're good enough 
Answer with photo for HOT reply. P.O. time(s) to verify the number. Com- journey. I deserve to be humiliated for to serve my boots and me. Have this 
Box 14098, S.F., CA 94114. mercia! ads (Services, Models, my inexperience which will only inten- insatiable desire for boots and the man 

LEATHER BIKER TOP WANTED Travel, Resorts, Employment, For sify my need to serve. Box 1633. that wears them. Just can't get enough 
I'm into heavy leather. leather bon- Sale. etc.) may have telephone s.F.-SAN JOSE of them, esp. black engineer and logger 
dage, and need to get into a heavy numbers included in their advertis- Goodlooking Asian seeks WM leather- boots-taller the better. I'm 31, and 
leather scene with a leatherman and or ing provided that advertisers can man. 35 to 45, moustache. short, slim, good looking, honest. If you're man 
biker. Must wear full leather. as I do. I provide a business card. letterhead gentle. for mutual tit work and body enough and senous enough to get 
am WM, 29, 5'8". 152 lbs., and am or other printed material on which contact. No drugs. Leather men only, down with my boots or make me get 
bearded. Tall shiny leather boots, the phone number to be used please. Letter with photo gets reply. down with yours, drop me a line. Box 
gloves and a beard a plus Write to: appears. There will be no exceptions. Box 1632. 1504 

Answenng a Drumbeat ados easy, but the few rules we have are hard and fast. So observe them or else. Seal your letter 1n a envelope on whoch you have written 
the box number in pencil. You can write the box number on the back flap of the envelope. Put your return address on the en Jelope if you want the letter returned 
should there be some problem with delivery. Put proper postage on the envelope. Include 25¢ for each letter you want forwarded. Put the whole thong (sealed 
letter and fee) in another envelope addressed to Drummer. Letters not properly prepared will be destroyed. 

/JRliMMBII 
15 Harriet Street, San Francisco, CA 94103 
Anyone corresponding with advertisers must comply with all local, 
state and federal laws. No advertising accepted from persons 
under 21 years of age. Alternate Publishing will not knowingly 
accept fraudulent, obscene. offensive or questionable advertising. 

Name 

Address---------------------------------------

City/State/Zip----~-----------~--~~~--~~---
1 declare that I am over 21 years of ag& and that the data in my ad is true and 
correct. I understand that no proofs of ad will b& supplied to me for approval 
and I watve all cla1ms regarding accurate reproduction due to mistakes or 
techinal failure. I understand that Alternate Publishing is in no way responsi
ble for any trnasactions between myself and any poerson I contact through 
thelf publications. 

Signature 

AD COPY (Please Print Legibly) 

My ad is __ Words at 35¢ a word. 
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HOT SAN FRANCISCO 
LEATHER MASTER 

32, 6' , 165 lbs., will train slave(s) in 
complete subservience. Will guide right 
slave from bootlicking to shaving , to 
whipping , to piercing, to branding . Be 
prepared to give yourself without 
thought. Box 1455. 

VERY GOODLOOKING 
WEIGHT LIFTER 

San Francisco, M, 30, 6'1", 42" chest, 
30" waist, 7". Very goodlooking. Mas
culine . Jogger-Weight lifter buil d. 
Needs piss, shit, spit, VA, C&B/T from 
other goodlooking bodybuilders. Mr. 
Right gets it all. Fats, ferns, phonies, 
average looks/builds- don't waste my 
time. Box 1534. 

DEEP THROAT 
EXPERT SERVICEMAN 

Wants to pig-out on exceptionally wel l
hung males who dig a talented sword 
swallower. Good looking/body will 
travel for right piece of meat. Wri te 
Rogers, 495 Ellis St. #9, SF, CA 94102. 

BONDAGE/DISCIPLINE 
W/M seeks buddy for mutual fun. Bot
tom or top OK . Box 3196. 

MASC. Bl W/M WANTS SAME 
Box 722, Campbell , CA 95009 

1 0 all boy magazines bulg· 
ing with guys that are mas· 
culine and hung See hot 
solo action or perhaps you 
like erotic play with plenty 
of strok1ng fingers, great 
chewing & ;:;ucking scenes 
and glorious butt-pounding . 
Even more mouth watering 
are our pncest 

LEATHER TOP, 37 
Seeks obedient bottoms for total ser
vice. If you think you can please this 
man- do it. All scenes- my choice, 
your limits. Novices OK if willing to try. 
Also seek correspondence from tops 
and bottoms in other states as I am 
planning a bike trip around the country. 
Box 3212. 
GOODLOOKING BONDAGE 

SLAVE 
6', 160 lbs., w/m, 33, 7'' cut , seeks 
leather, bodybuilder master for bon
dage, discipline, suspension, hoods, 
cages, toys, shaving . No fist fucking or 
scat. Write: Boxholder, 584 Castro 
Street, Suite 233, San Francisco, CA 
94114. Telephone number gets imme
diate response. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE! 

ANIMAL TRAINER WANTED 
By wild mustang unruly dog needs to 
be broken, harnessed, riden hard, 
trained to obey, perform by man 
enough to do it. Animal: white, mascu
line, hunky, very goodlooking, brown, 
green, 5'8", 150. Trainer: masculine 
only. Photo a must with reply, gets 
mine in return . Box 3227. 

WANTED: TOTAL SLAVE 
By 45 year old Master. Absolutely no 
limits honored. Must include photo & 
phone. Novices considered. Must relo
cate to Marin Co ., CA. Box 2042·. 

PROF W/M, 29 
5'10" , brn/brn, hairy, 215 seeks w/m 
25-38, passive, no-smoke, drugs, alco
hol. Get high on each other. Box 3238. 

HOT PIPE, CIGAR SMOKERS 
Also big dick daddies. If your thing is 
perfect service on your hot dick, let me 
worship it. Have a 6' TV screen with hot 
tapes. Castro/Market. Box 3245. 

WHIPS 
S.F. Master, w/m,6', 1741bs,30yrsold, 
looking for slaves into cigarettes, all 
kinds of whips, stocks, leather, levi , 
rope & chains. No drugs. If you have 
cigarette & whip fetish, send detailed 
letter, photo, phone. Jack, 7330 Thorn
ton Ave, Box 30, Newark, CA 94560. 

CENTRAL COAST 
W/m, 33, 6'4", bearded leatherman into 
tit and ass work , seeks same. Box 1048, 
San Luis Obispo, CA 93406. 

I WANT A MAN 
Who will give me the blind obedience 
and loyalty of a military guardsman. 
Under 28, proud of his masculinity, 

hard muscled, tough, highly sexed and 
ready. No body hair, no limits, no nego
tiations . Call Rick (415) 824-5918 after 
7pm. 

IN SEARCH OF PAPA 
S.F. boy, 5'7", 135 lb, is real hot and 
ready for his papa . Willing to learn to 
respect and obey. Papa, please send 
me a recent photo and I promise to 
answer. Box 3263. 

SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

HEAVY? 
Guys wanted over 300#, 18 to 35, by 
handsome blond, 6'2", 185, 32, Box 
2035, 256 S. Robertson, Bev. Hills, CA 
90211 . 

DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
MEET RIGHT HERE! 

BIG FAT PIG 
Los An8eles. Pretty-faced hog- 30, 
6'4", 30 + lbs.- seeks masters who 
know how to use a fat-assed, jello
bellied slave with huge tits and ham
hock thighs. Not much experience, but 
ALL scenes considered. So if you're 
into girth, come to L.A. and humiliate 
this handsome-faced, overgrown pig! 
Write Box 3179. 

"For the Man who waa Never Branded!" 

!i¥1l~ ~~!PJ O (G~ ~!L!LO~!NJ(G~ 
I?.©.IB\@!:1 ~1~. ~~lliliF~Slllil©!~©@, ~/j;, ®~'11(0)'11 

CONFIDENTIAL, SEE DRUMBEATS AD 

NO MAnER WHAT SIZE YOU ARE 
NOW ... YOU WILL GAIN UP TO 4 
INCHES, NOT IN 6 WEEKS... BUT 
WITHIN 48 HOURS ... AND IT'S 

SLIM INCHES AWAY IN 
THE AMAZING NEW 

BODY TAPER-TRIM SHIRT GUARANTEED! 
That's right! If you are 6 inches when erect we 
guarantee to make your penis up to 41nchea longer Puts power in your sex 
also thicker and firmer. You no longer need pins, appeal as it reshapes you to 
d · h Th TENSOR more manly "tapered" rugs or we1g ts. e is the simple, natu- proportions! 
ral way to prosthetically increase your penis to • SMOOTHES TORSO 
it's maximum dimensions. It will also help con- • BUILDS CHEST 
trot premature ejaculation. The TENSOR does all • STRAIGHTENS BACK 
this and we GUARANTEE ITI Now being sold exclu- • SLIMS ABDOMEN 

sively by ~~!1 ~egular price is $19.95 only $695 : ~~:¥~l~s ~AJ~JEs 
Special Customized Heavy Duty Model Extra-light, extra-comfortabl~ 

only $9.95 long line undershirt puts 
power net LYCRA SPANDEX 

Mail to HOLMES & ASSOC. Dept. 256B ~r~~L~:o~~hwg~~tr~~~:~~g 
P.O. Box 64748, Los Angeles, CA 90064 chest to lower abdomen. 

f!:===============~ S11toothes out bulges and 

INTERNATIONAL 
trims you with unprecedented 
built-in slimming-power. Worn 
as an undershirt, it works 

GOODLOOKING LEATHERMAN 

any 2 for $6 
any 5 for $13 

to keep you in shape. 
Completely machine 
washable. White only. 

INSTANTLY HOLDS $1299 

0 DYNAMIC DUOS 
0 GOOD HEAD 
0 MAN to MAN 
0 SPECTACULAR STUDS 

tealunng Ray Fuller 

0 DING DONGS 

OR 
all lO for $20 

plus · 

FREE $10 
GAY GUIDE 
OF THE WORLD 

0 HEAVY EQUIPMENT 
0 COCKSURE 
0 YOUNG. HUNG 

& READY 
0 SHAFT 
0 DELECTABLE BUNS 

Add $ 1 per order for postage & handling 

••om ACADAMY DISCOUNT Dept. 256B 
9903 Santa Monica Blvd., Beverly Hills, CA 90212 

STATE ZIP 
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~~~~~».-. .. :on:,y~sijs~,!,pl ... 
THAT'S RIGHT! GAIN AT LEAST 

2 INCHES ... AND WE GUARANTEE IT! 
Your penis can proathellcally reach maximum 
dimension this simple, natural way! No llills, no 
messy creams, no vacuum devices! The TI"AN TEN 
makes your penis at least 2 lnchea longer. also 
THICKER and ARMER. it will help you control prema
ture ejaculation. TIT AII TEll is durable, easy to use 
and its GUARANTEED to work. 

Has been sold exclusively by mail/or $29.95 

o Regular model $8.95 o Custom model $10 
send to: TITAN TEN Dept. 256B 

7313 Melrose Ave., Los CA 90046 

STOMACH IN! 

{& 
FROM 

THIS • • • THIS ••• 

~----------,·--~-· R. S. SALES, Dept. 2568 
6311 Yucca St., Hollywood, Calif. 90021 
My chest is __ inches. (Exhale & measure chest.) 
SIZES: n S (34-36), 0 Med. (38-40), 0 Lg. (42-44), 
D XL (46-48), 0 2XL 50-52. Add $1.50 for posta~ 
&handling, 6% Sales Tax . For COD send $4.00 de
posit. Allow 2 to 6 weeks for delivery. Worn, soiled 
or damaged items are nonreturnable. 
Name __________________________ ___ 

Address ________________________ _ 

City _______________ State __ Zip ____ _ 



TOTAL SLAVE 
Burbank Slave Danny will submit to 
bondage, whipping , piercing , armpits 
and tits, shaving, photography for par
ties, groups or one Master. Phone (213) 
846-9486. Danny Payne, 241 East 
Alameda Ave., Burbank, CA 91502 . 

ORANGE COUNTY STUD 
NEEDS FRENCH SERVICING 

I'm 5'10" , 1551bs., with hot, hard, throb
bing 7" that needs to be sucked. Write 
to: David Carnes , Box 2700, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92647. 

WEST LA MAN 
60 's wants active athletic congenial 
health nuts into long sessions of mut
ual ball playing and J/0. Also looking 
for two same for roommates, near 
beach, low rent. Box 3199. 

SLAVE WANTED 
North Hollywood-Los Angeles. Mas
ter, 52, 5'10", 152 lbs., br/br In fair 
shape for my age. Dig slaves 18-28 
only. No Beards or Mustaches. Smooth 
bodies. Have nice assortment of 
leather & S&M gear. Slaves must dig 
bondage, Verbal abuse, mutual heavy 
tit work-my tit especially. Must dig 
raunchy games, but will respect slaves' 
limits, and any unexceptable sex play. 
No fats or phonies, however. ! am Greek 

0 WHOPPER 
0 GOOD GUYS 
0 STAG #1 
0 TIGER MAN 
0 YOUNG FLESH 

passive, also dig eating hot ass & piss 
both ways. If the ad fits call Tony at 
(213) 985-7001 , or write with Phone & 
Pix to: Tony M., Box 1023, Hollywood, 
CA 90028. 

TELEPHONE 
NUMBERS 

DRUMMER and MANIFEST will now 
accept verified telephone numbers in 
personal ads. Please add $1 to the 
cost of the ad if a telephone number 
is included in the ad copy. If neces
sary, please indicate to us the best 
time(s) to verify the number. Com
mercial ads (Services, Models, 
Travel , Resorts, Employment, For 
Sale, etc.) may have telephone 
numbers included in their advertis
ing provided that advertisers can 
provide a business card , letterhead 
or other printed material on which 
the phone number to be used 
appears. There will be no exceptions. 

WANT REAL MASTER 
North Hollywood. Wanted: WM, 25-40, 
into motorcycles, camping, backpack
ing , S&M, Bondage, discipline. Am 
white, 130 lb slave in search of a REAL 
MASTER to obey entirely and worship 
completely. Box 1515. 

GERMAN SI,.AVEDOG 
32, 6'1", 1751bs., 7".,ifotally submissive 
and available for Master and/ or 
groups for your total pleasure. Your 
slavedog is often in Ca. and New 
Orleans and needs a lot of training . Into 
tits, piss, and fucking. Box ~01. 

TWO LEATHER MASTERS 
Venice Area 2 WM's, 31 , 5'11" , 1851bs., 
blond/blue and 27, 5'7", 125 lbs., 
blond/blue. Looking for WM slaves to 
serve, limits respected, novices wel
come. Must be 18-35 into B&D, S&M, 
whipping, WS. Send photo and descrip
tion. Box 1594. 

SOUTH BAY SLAVE 
WM , 25, 6'0", slim, novice, blonde, 
smooth, needs to be collared by special 
Master. Torture, tits, C&B, bondage and 
? Reply Sir: P.O. Box 7000-81 , Rolling 
Hills, CA 90274. 

SLAVE WANTED 
LA/ORANGE COUNTIES 

This is a serious ad. No fantasies or 
part time considered. Again, time, 
equipment and space are available to 
train , educate and provide totally for 
another male slave in a complete life of 
strict regimentation , obedtence and 
service. Must be over 21 with a true 
submissive will and desirous of a life 

commitment to a MASTER. Novice or 
experienced okay. Will be molded to 
the high standards acceptable in a 
style of total subservience sought by 
all proud Masters. Be prepared to act 
when applying , for IF accepted , it will 
be the final decision regarding the 
future. Submit befitting petition to: 
MASTER C, Box 5850, Huntington 
Beach , CA 92646, for consideration, 
appointment and initial interview to 
fulfillment (include name, address and 
telephone number) . Willing to consider 
acceptance of other Master's property 
for specific training or boarding. 
LONG BEACH/ORANGE COUNTY 
Bearded , hairy dude 39, 6'2", 190 lbs ., 
seeks to correspond and/or meet hot, 
horny, uninhibited studs into fucking, 
suckmg, VA, and prolonged play ses
sions . Willing to take orders, and try 
most anything with experienced 
instructor. Frank photo and letter gets 
mine . Will answer all. Box 1435. 

FIND YOUR MAN HEREI 

W/M, 29, 5'8", 175# WANTS DADDY 
Affectionate , horny, playful , love beer 
bellies & beards, but not necessary. 
Roger Ashinhurst, 17405 Tadmore St ., 
La Puente, CA 91744. Photo receives 
photo. Legit! 

~· CUM t/'
0

-1-: 
vo° CATCHER ~~~"<J.. 

"Don't get caught empty handed/ 
Buy a CUM CATCHER! 

The'only way to accompany an orgasm. Made of 
the finest material , it comes in four sensual 
colors. Only $5 each or 2 for $8.95 . Be the first to 
get yourst 
Black 0 Royal Blue 0 White 0 Red 0 
SX Graphics, Box 15192, Sacramento, CA 95851 
AS SEEN IN ORUMMI::R Dept 0003 

~ctunty FREE' 
SUPER SEX PACKAG~ 
-SELECT ANY FOUR_ 

published to sell for $6 to $10 : 6 Hard Com,cs • Gay Sex Novels 
• ~ete; Pleaser • Adult Playtng Cards 
• P:~,s ~r~%ees : ~5 MMa le Snapshots 

f 0 Y agazmes 
YOUR COST: 

any 2 only $7 e any 5 only $15 
any 10 only $25 

blistering, fu/1-length,QAY NOVE 
A fabulous paperback GRAB BAG containing the best in gay fiction . It's a gay trip 
to fantasy land. Read about studs in bulging jock straps , gay orgies , humping 
hustlers, gangbangs and loads of big erections being reduced to limp pricks . Page 
after page depictmg every facet of gay life . You won 't get another chance to own 

so much for so litt le' cover price from $2 .25 to $3 .50 

0 3 for $5 0 5 for $7 0 1 0 for $10 
PLEASE USE ENTIRE AD AS YOUR ORDER FORM 
SPECTRA SALES Dept. 2568 7313 Melrose Ave. , Los Angeles, Ca 90046 
Gentlemen: Please RUSH me the items checked above . 1 enclose$ __ _ 

NOTE! Add $1 extra per order for postage & handling . 

SAVE $5 EXTRA NAME ______________ , 
0 Send all 10 magazines, and the ADDRESS 
10 paperback novels . . $30 Cll v 
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PUNCHING BAG 
Blond 23 wants to be on the receiving 
end of your fists , knees and feet. Punch 
for practice or all out. Try your best ball 
smashes. Receptive to most any scene. 
18 to 27, photo and phone a must. Mark, 
Box 965, Chatsworth, CA 91311-0965 

. COCK/BALL TORTURE 
LA stud 6'/ 165 sks master for S/ M & 
torture of long, thick uncut C/B's. Box 
3220. 

HUNTINGTON BEACH 
Experience master, w/m, 26, 180 lbs, 
6'1" looking tor slaves into B/D, boot 
worship, C/B restraint , belt whippings, 
and fantasy scenes . Send letter and 
photo for answer. Box 3235. 

BLOND BB 
38 wts Gr a 18-28, yr pl. Box 60851 , L.A., 
CA 90060. 

EXHIBITIONIST! 
2 hot w/ m's seek others. Show it off & 
get it on. PI p to Box 39931 , L.A. CA 
90039. Hot tuckers only! No B/S. 

DEEP ARM FISTING 
W/m, 32, 5'10", 165 lbs. Men who can 
take it up to my hairy tatood arm and 
elbow. Put your pig butt in my sling and 
let Daddy do the rest. No requ irements 
other than a hot well used and greedy 
butt. My butt can take the same. Photo 
and phone. Box 3232. 

HATFIELD 
HOUSE 

presents 

FRANK O'ROURKE 
author ol 

DRUMMER'S 
Capt1an Morgan & Pnson Punk 

1n a New Ser1es ol Hard-Assed 
Male-on-Male Cassette Tapes 

S/M Action & Advice 
From The Master 

Please send me 

Qty Title 
Introductory Lecture 

__ THE MASTER No. 1 
Introductory Lecture 

__ THE SLAVE No.1 
__ WHIP FIRE 

( Live Whipping Action) 

--PORN CALLS 
( Hot & Sexy) 

__ SAILING TO HELL 
(An S! M Yarn ) 

Total Tapes x $10.00 
Shipping & Handling 
(Calif. Residents add 6 '12% 

$_ 
2.00 

Sales Tax $ _ _ 
Total $ _ _ 

I certify that I am over 21 years old. 

Signature Date 
We cannot fill your order without your sig
nature. Enclose check or money order to: 

MA I t"II:LU MUU::il: 
P.O. BOX 14128 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94114 

(31 Rogers/SF CA) 
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HOT LA BOTTOM 
Looking for imaginative TOP with play 
facilities. Into B&D, TT, C&B/T, W/S, 
enemas & listing, and piercing . Also 
into leather, uniforms & jocks. 5'9", 145 
lbs. Box 3239. 

F.F. 
Vers, slim 38 deep arms. LA . Palm 
Springs. All letters reply'd. Box 3221 . 

ARTIST /PHOTOGRAPHER 
Wants you to show him what you've 
got. Exhibitionists welcome. Uniforms, 
muscle, leather, or ? Box 3225. 

SOUTH BAY 
W/ m, 37, 150, 6', interested in meeting 
men who can satisfy my thirst. Box 
3256. 

BODYBUILDER, 5'10", 195 
Seeks other big muscle dudes. Into 
chains , whips , tits, sweat. Box 3596, 
L.A., CA 90028. 

SANTA MONICA 
Mature man offers B&D, W/S, humilia
tion, V.A. , service as mad doctor, whip
ping , spanking, et al. Box 3262. 

TELEPHONE 
NUMBERS 

DRUMMER and MANIFEST will now 
accept verified telephone numbers in 
personal ads. Please add $1 to the 
cost of the ad if a telephone number 
is included in the ad copy. If neces
sary, please indicate to us the best 
time(s} to verify the number. Com
mercial ads (Services , Models, 
Travel , Resorts, Employment, For 
Sale, etc.} may have telephone 
numbers included in their advertis
ing provided that advertisers can 
provide a business card , letterhead 
or other printed material on which 
the phone number to be used 
appears. There will be no exceptions. 

COLORADO 
OVERSEXED DADDY 

Blonde, hairy, bearded . German des
cent, Daddy, 34, 5'8", 175. 1nto motorcy
cles, most scenes and the outdoors. 
Stable, active in the gay community, 
versatile and oversexed . Wants manly, 
well-built, well-hung , devoted son: 
trained or trainable. Physical age is not 
as important as emotional attitude. I 
respect limits but am good at expand
ing your limits. I am patient but very 
demanding. If you are willing to be 
dominated and raised properly, as well 
as cuddled at night, write your qualifi
cations and send a picture. Box 3132. 

CONNECTICUT 
LOVE TO FUCK YOU 

!love to luck you guys 18-35, JO. !live 
alone, if you 'd like to meet me . Week
ends go to bed nude. 6'2", 200, 8". I'm 
good and hot. Box 3037. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! 

MOTORCYCLE 
LEATHER MASTER 

Greenwich . Experienced seeks 
partners who want and need S&M , 
B&D, TT, C&BT, Gr / Fr, WS, Domination 
and other Leather actions including 
Leather toys. Send me your applica
tions. Limits respected . Leather Tops & 
Cowboys welcome to share. Box 1531. 

HARTFORD 
Two hot guys, early thirties need third , 
fourth ? for super action in Connecti
cut's best equipped dungeon. Only 
serious looking butch studs apply. Box 
3250. 

DISTRICT OF 
COLUMBIA 

THIRSTY 
MD-DC-VA. M, Cancer, 6', 35, 168 lbs., 
blond/blue, moustache, sensuous , 
thirsty , independent , straight
appearing , looking for experienced, 
creative, hung, hard-bodied tops, 30-
45. Recycled beer, repeat shooters, 
long sessions, leather, body worship 
and sweat are turnons ; fat, fakes, ferns, 
skinnies , pretty boys, heavy drugs, 
pain, blood and shit are turnoffs. Not 
looking for an Adonis or one fantastic 
luck, but for men to serve, experiment 
with, and expand limits with over time. 
Deeper relationship possible , not 
likely, but willing to try . Told I'm good
looking, hot, but you decide. Recent 
photo and letter gets recent photo and 
response . Your photo returned. Sir, 
please write: Box 50602, Washington, 
DC 20004. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! 

FLORIDA 
STALLION VS STALLION 

Ft. Lauderdale. Wrestle, cock-fiQht, 
spank, ver., Leather, Piss, just fme. 
You/us. Me the Fuck, Goodlooking, 28, 
162 lbs. 5'10'12'', 7'12'' cock , BB wants 
ridin ' the hole of another proud beatin' 
Stallion. Espana! , arrogant young 
dudes at Box 11624, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 
33308. Bang Balls and I'll show you 
what a girl you are. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE 

LOYAL SLAVE 
Tampa Bay Area. Level-headed LIL 
slave, WM , 29, 5'6", crewcut, mous
tache, beard , hairy chest. Into moder
ate S&M, FF, hot wax, VA, recycled 
beer shot down my throat, body shav
ing , head trips, and almost everything 
else. I'd like to eat your pits and suck 
the spit out of your mouth. Put me in a 
collar, cuffs, restraints, a hood. Sir, I 
will submit to and serve you , a real 
master, 30-40, hairy, and who will take 
the time to train me in your ways and to 
develop my trust in you so to take me to 
levels far beyond the limits I have. A 
well-e~uipped gameroom would be a 
plus. S1r, for your trust and respect you 
gain my complete loyalty and unquesti
oned obedience. Sir, I want you to be 
proud of me as Y.Our slave. Please write 
with photo. I Will reply to every letter. 
Box 1522: 

WM BOTTOM 
Orlando-31, 150, attractive, educated , 
stable , good cock, wants masculine, 
discrete, stable, clean top, 30-50, for 
possible permanent relationship. Not 
mto pain. Box 3032. 

BODYBUILDER, BIKER 
35, interested in sex with any Drummer 
readers. Wet and dirty, dirty talk and 
fantasies, clothes . Top / mutual. Am 
versatile and appreciate same, but no 
FF. Travel widely. Photo, phone pre
ferred . P.O. Box 10274, Tallahassee, FL 
32302. 

HOUSEBOY SLAVE NEEDED 
MIAMI. 2 w/m's desire a live-in house
boy slave, aged 18-24 that is ready to 
devote both mind and body totally to 
capable masters. Total commitment 
and loss of freedom demanded. No 
heavy SM , but must be willing to go full 
force on B/D and loving care. Write 
with photo (nude), application and 
phone number and address . Race not 
1m Box 3211 . 

SADISTIC COPS ONLY 
Goodlooking, well-built male seeks 
aggressive, no-nonsense cops who 
know how to feed cock, kick ass, and 
earn respect. Not interested in phonies 
or play acting . Real cops only. Box 009. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! 

S/W FLA 
Leather, levis , boots , "stud biker", gold 
wing rider, crewcut, hung, 57", 140 lbs, 
seeks masc only humpy "service" bud
dies for long, all nite sessions. Plenty of 
gear, toys, aroma, beer, good cigars 
get the action started . No kids / old men. 
Limited travel OK. Photo & letter gets 
immed. reply. Box 3216. 

YOU CAN NOW LIST 
YOUR PHONE NUMBER 

$1 VERIFICATION! 

LEATHER/RUBBER MASTER 
58 with affair 28 require slave under 30 
clean shaven to live in- look after 
house nude, chained with playroom for 
long sessions. No heavy SM but total 
commitment no scat but bondage w/s 
enemas fun and total obedient service. 
Photo a must. Box 3233. 

KEY WEST 
W/m, 5'5" , 125 lbs, 32, 38'h chest, 27'h 
waist brown/green seeking lean bot
tom slave/houseboy w/s, heavy FF, 
interested B/D. Reply w/photo. Box 
4118, Key West FLA. 33040. Visitors 
welcome. 

MIAMI VERSATILE 
W/m, 35, 5'10", 160 lbs , hairy chest, 
muscular build , 30" waist , construction 
worker, does some traveling- wants 
men 30 or older for mutual satisfaction. 
Into WS, TT, CBT, FF, scat, & open to 
new scenes. Your photo gets mine. Box 
3248. 
IRANIAN- ARABIC OR LATINOS 

All Amer. stallion wants only stallions 
to compete for top. Sleek , lean, muse 
5'10'h", 162 lb, 28, goodlk, 7'h", moust. 
Anser if your tough, goodlk, young, 
love camp or fightin (any style), and 
want to see if your more stallion than 
me (very doubtful!}. True stallion kicks 
ass, spanks, lucks & makes woman out 
of loser. Lets see just how much 
"woman" you boys are while I slide up 
your ass . Box 11624 Fort Lauderdale, 
FL 33308. Heres your chance to 
dominate- lets see ya "try" babe. 

MIAMI SLAVE 
W/m, 37, 5'6", 130 lbs seeks dominant, 
intelligent master naturally inspiring 
worship and capable of expanding lim
its in S&M, C&B /T, TIT, WS, FF, bon
dage, piercing . Box 3252 . 

B/M CANCER 
30, 57", muscular 163 lbs, beard, 
moustache, uncut, hairy body, stable, 
and intelligent. Looking for true and 
sane masculine white man (30-40) to 
expand my knowledge of LIL world . 
Wants to know my full limits . Into levis, 
leather, boots, cigars , aroma, camping , 
fishing , and chess . And love to rim 
white asses. But looking for more than 
just fascination. Send letter and photo 
and will receive mine. ~ox 3260. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! , 

GEORGIA 
ATLANTA AREA MS 

WM , 35, 6', into B&D, S&M, C&B, whips, 
toys, Fr a/ p, Gr a/ p, 5011evis , VN army 
boots, and heavy ball work. No FF, 
scat, damage. Phone a must. Box 3003. 



-BREECHES AND BOOTS
Seeking lean, submissive partner who 
wears English riding clothing and has a 
Iettish for tall , tight, polished boots. I 
am booted and breeched top, white, 60, 
6 teet, 165 pounds. Into leather, light 
S&M, motorcycling, boot worship, un i
forms and wearing riding cl othing in 
public with similarly clad partner. Your 
photo gets mine. Near Chattanooga. 
Box 3155. 

HOT HORNY WHITE MALE 
Versatile (top or bottom) seeks others 
into fucking, listing, rimming, sucking, 
dildoes, S&M, W/S , poppers, Levis, 
leather, boots . Am 27, 150 lbs., 5 It 10 in. 
with short brown hair, brown eyes, 
beard, moustache. No fats, ferns, 
blacks. Bridwell, Box 12348, Atlanta, 
GA 30355-2348. 

YOUNG SLAVES OR HUNKY MEN 
May apply to a muscular real body
builder Master tor all kinds of hot 
action scenes. A letter of application 
must include photo, qualificatiOns and 
physical data. Rewards for excellent 
service, and limits respected. No ferns 
or drugs. Macon. Box 3076. 

ILLINOIS 
WORSHIP/HUMILIATION 

Licking bodies, boots, feet , armpits, 
ass. VI A, spit, toilet games, humilia
tion, asswipe service. If you're hot
especially muscular types or stocky 
ex-football player types, potbellies , or 
big bodies fine, I'll go top, bottom, or 
mutual. Ideas? Midwest and both 
coasts. Goodlooking man, masculine 
voice, 36, 6", 160. Box B64. 

Hi, I'm David. 

LONG JOHNS 
WM, 32, seeks young guys into union 
suit and long john underwear scenes. 
JWH, 450 Briar Place , #8K, Chicago, IL 
60657. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! .. 
NOT MASTER 

But the man who will control every 
aspect of your existence. I am lire & 
wind and savage. The entire spectrum 
of nature is mine to command. You 
accept and I shall command . Address 
your please to David , Box 3186. 

HOT BOTTOM 
With hungry asshole into fucking FF 
dildoe rimmmg, seeks studs looking for 
total body service cum and piss up my 
butt. I'm 5'7", 126 lbs . Box 3202. 

W/M SLENDER SLAVE 
0/b hair mustach 40 wants white mas
ter 25 to 38 wl good build . Tie me spread 
eagle. Face luck and luck me for hours. 
Into light TI T also CB/T. Looking for 
perament realationshi p w I right mas
ter. Hot Italian /blue eyed blond/clean 
trim bearded mucho/rugged 
cowboy/construction hunk/my choi
ces but have your head and act 
together. Into loving and caring. Have 
my act and head together. Willing to 
relocate for right man. Calif/or/South 
West. Box 3205. 

MAKE MY SUFFERING INTENSE 
W/m, 30, 6'6", 340 lbs., seek a Master, 
preferably mid 20's to early 40's to sub
mit my body to for pain and punish
ment. Am into I i C&B 

Take matters in hand 
& let's get off together. 
CALL NOW (213) 464·5301 
My friends and I are waiting. 
M/C, VISA or send $25 to 
DAVID Suite #606 
1765 North Highland Ave. 
Hollywood, Celli. 90028 

MEN 
MEET INTELLIGENT, 
INTERESTING MEN! 

torture, tit work and anal abuse. Sir, 
make my suffering intense. Help me to 
expand my limits as you work me over 
and subject my body to your tortures. 
Please , no scat. Please respond, with 
phone number if possible, to Mike Con
way, 924 West Belmont, Box 26, Chi
cago, Illinois 60657. 

CHICAGO SLAVE 
Wants heavy S&M, B&D, WIS. Good
looking, 38, 6', 165 lbs . Box 3226. 

MACHO ATTITUDE/VOICE ONLY 
Hunky, bearded , 30, 6 ft. , 170, wlm 
wants you to show/ teach me your 
exagerrated macho swagger I atti 
tude /actions. Mutual stud to stud ver
bal exchange. Tell me how manly you 
are you football player daddy/bud
dy/brother. Tattoos, cigars, muscle to 
muscle, J/0, WIS, rough play. I'm top 
or mutual domination only. Chicago. 
Box 3234. 

ENEMA/ASS SLAVES 
2 Masters seek hot "naughty boys" 
under 30 to completely surrender their 
ass . You must be willing to submit to 
total complete submission, bondage, 
humiliation and to accept spankings, 
diapers, shaving and all forms ofGr/Fr 
demanded of you . And lots of old fash i
oned soapy enemas that will make you 
squirm, beg, cry. First-timers and 
novice welcome- limits respected. 
Send explicit application with photo for 
prompt reply. Box 3237. 
CHICAGO MASTER SEEKS 

SLAVES 
To discipline. S&M, B&D, FF, WIS . 
Handsome, 37, 6', 170 lbs, 9" uncut. Box 
3226. 

INDIANA 
HEAVY BALL WORK 

Indianapolis. M, 26, 6', 180, 6v.'' cut, into 
B&D, heavy S&M. Will try anything at 
least once, but basic interest is heavy 
ball work . Turns on to Blacks. hairy 
men, 21-45. No fats, ferns, drugs, WS or 
scat. Box 1549. 

SLIM BLACK MASTER 
Now taking applications from wlm sla
vedogs 18-30. Novices preferred . P.O. 
Box 122, Terre Haute, IN 47802. 

INDIANAPOLIS W DAD 
Over 40, 5'10", 150 into about anything 
but scat or heavy pain with much to 
offer looking tor masculine mature son, 
any race, must work and earn keep, 
must have head together. Send full 
qualifications & limits. Reply to all, pic
ture gets first . Possibly help relocate. 
Box 3255. 

LOUISIANA 
LEATHER/POLICE UNIFORMS 

New Orleans. WM, 35, Leather, Police 
Uniforms, boots, B&D, S&M. Seeks 
same. Am turned on by touch, smell , 
taste and feel of Leather, High black 
boots, Full police uniform and gear. I 
seek a few discreet men into the same. 
Occasionally travel. Box 1579. If you 
wrote before and got no answer, please 
write again. Mixup with mail. 

FISTS 
Latin , 35, 160, 6'1" , mustache, brown 
hair, eyes, masculine into fists . greek, 
a/ p, jockstraps, ass shaving, group 
sex . Juan Murillo, 641 Congress St ., 
New Orleans . LA 70117 . 

• LYCRA 
SPANDEX BE SLIM, NOW! 

• MAGIC 
GRIP PANELS 

• POWER 
KNIT 

FROM 
THIS . .. 

l 

•. • TO 
THIS! 

l 
;:976 LONG LINE #977 SHORT LINE 

=976 Tw1n cinch-panels trim 1nches ott your wa1st 
and flattens your abdomen. Lycra power knit 
stretches and breathe s with you to give you the 
sleekest physique ever. Built in masculine support 
for superb comfort. Sizes Small (28·32) , Med 
(33 ·36 ), Lg (37-40). XL (41·44). 

Each $999 =977 ShOrt Line Version 

~----------------~ Quick -Confidential -Legitimate 
Nationwide 

"For the Man who was Never Branded!" REGENCY SQUARE Dept. 2568 
6311 Yucca, Hollywood, Ca 90028 

(212) 794-0050 
(not an escort service) 

Monday-Thursday 1pm-8pm 

~lju~ \\f~lii\U(l ~:~: l~lU~fNJ(C;~ 
;' \ 0) ~ ) I JLl( ~ ~1,( \Ll)~ ((;;A ;WH U(,l) II 

CONFIDENTIAL, SEE DRUMBEATS AD 

=976 =977 
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MARYLAND 
NOVICE 

Baltimore Area . M, 5'11 ", 180, 6" cut, 
seeks sincere , understanding, exper
ienced and knowledgable master to 
bring out ability to serve. Am willi ng, 
obedient, and eager to learn. Some U.S. 
travel. Box 128. 

HUNG AND FIRM 
MASTER 

Baltimore-Annapolis Area. S, 38, 5'10", 
170, bearded, hung, goodlooking, firm 
but understanding. Seeks slaves for 
long sexual sessions in equipped den. 
All scenes, other tops welcome to share 
slaves. Letters with photos get an
swered. Box 1410. 

SLAVE/2 LEGGED DOG 
HOUSEBOY 

Wanted by Md. MASTER. Inexperience 
OK. Place your self in my capiable 
hands for a day, a week , a lifetime. 
Advise your training and reasons for 
seeking position send picture and com
plete information immediately. Box 
3240. 

MD AREA-DC-BALTIMORE 
White male slave needs master to wor
ship and to serve. Prefers large, muscu
lar, older types who know what they 
want and will take it. Available wee
kends and vacations. Send photo. Box 
3247. 

SLAVE/HOUSEBOY WANTED 
W/m 35 seeks w/m 18-30 to se rve 
demanding master. Serious only apply 
w I photo. Box 3253. 

MASSACHUSETTS 
BONDAGE SLAVE 

WM , 65, is looking for a young master, 
23-35. with, 8" or more of uncut cock to 

service. Am French active and Greek 
passive. No drugs, FF, S&M or pain, 
just bondage. Plymouth Area, but am 
retired , can travel anywhere AMTRACK 
goes. Your nude photo gets mine. Box 
2025. 

RAUNCHY PIGS NEEDED 
Raunchy, hot, foul-mouthed , cigar
smoking, perverted , gross filth freak 
digs same into long , mutual , 
unwashed, raunchy-sex trips . Digs lots 
of mud, grease, oil , sweat, spit, snot, 
tarts, piss, shit, dirty enemas, aroma, 
cigars , cigarettes, beer, rubber, denim, 
leather, chains, toys, super-filthy talk. 
sucking fucking, some S&M, tit , ball & 
cock torture. All filthy fantasies excite 
me and would like to try them all. I am 
bearded w/m, 37, 5'10", good looking, 
7'' and very wild . Raunchy letter, photo 
& phone gets same. Central Mass. Box 
3209. 

BOSTON WM SLAVE 
29, uncut, hairy, experienced in piss, 
self torture seeks master into heavy 
piss, bondage, ball torture, catheter, 
enema, sweat, armpits, forced cock
sucking , boots , SM. Not into fist
fucking . Box 3246. 

MARTHA'S VINEYARD 
W/m, 32, 6'1 ", 1651bs, warm, sane, and 
hung, with prof. training in law and 
landscape architecture seeks attrac
tive, masculine LIL men with sense of 
humor, an easy smile, and know the 
value of TLC. Carnal interests include 
kissing and cuddling, Gr a/p, Fr a/ p, FF 
(top or bottom), smoke. aroma, toys, 
and a desire to explore the deeper 
aspects of lust and trust. Seek penpal 
friends, luck buddies, and permanent 
partnership with right guy. Write: Box 
993, Oak Bluffs, MA 02557 . 
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Your bike deserves personalized service. 

STEPHAN and his crew can make it i 
hum again. modify it. improve your 

enjoyment of it. TOURING GEAR 
UNLIMITED is your headquarters for the 

accessories. the niceties. the necessities 
of motorcycling. camping and touring. 
You'll sove some. of course. but better 

yet we'll take care of your problems. / 
making your bike a source of pleasure 

again. We quite often have rebuilt 
equipment for resale. Drop by soon! 

'I'()(Jillr 1(; 
(;J~illl 

lJNJ .. J)JI'I,I~I) 

MOTORCYCLE 
PARTS AND 
SERVICE. 
TOWING, 
INSURANCE WORK 
229 SEVENTH ST. 
Between Folsom & Howard 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 
(415) 861-4856 
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MICHIGAN 
DETROIT AREA 4-H MAN 

Hot, handsome, horny, hairy. 5'10", 
145, dark brown hair, dark moustache. 
Into most scenes, willing to experiment 
and try new ones with well-endowed 
men. Box 3142. 

SIR 
Potential slave needs exp. master who, 
having gained my trust, will lead me to 
new experiences : wish to be taught to 
serve and obey by dominant, but 
understanding, master/daddy (in atti
tude, not necessarily in age). Your 
response is respectfully requested by: 
W. Michigan w/m, uncut, 30, 5'9", 165 
lbs., beard and moustache. Box 3203. 

BONDAGE-FF-PISS 
Detroit Area w/m, 32, 5'9", 170 lbs bot
tom seeks top into all above, plus your 
desires. Uniforms a big plus. My tits 
need work almost as much as my cock, 
balls and ass. Tie me up and I'm yours 
to please . Your photo gets mine, Sir. 
Box 3258. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRSTI 

MINNESOTA 
W/M, 30, 6'2", 170 

Seeks hairy men for mutual worship of 
cock, ball , armpit, asshole and piss. 
Real men send photo. Bill , P.O. Box 
9514, Minneapolis. MN 55440 . 

ALL BIKERS AND COPS 
Well built and hard cocks! Fuck my 
tight fag ass, for your pleasure, Sir. 
Box 3162. 

MASTER SEEKS SLAVE 
TWIN CITY MASTER, 39, white , seeks 
permanent slave/houseboy who needs 

to be owned. Prefer young (however all 
considered). trim or muscular, clean, 
obedient, submissive and ready for 
slavery in mind. Novice okay, will 
train. If you know you were meant to be 
a slave, write submissive, groveling 
letter now and don't forget to include a 
photo . Box 3251 . 

MISSOURI 
NAKED, CHAINED, SHAVED 

Kansas City. Tattooed S, 45, 6'2", mus
cular 185, 7", wants slender man-slave 
20-30 to be kept naked, chained and 
shaved for total and permanent S&M 
lifestyle. Apply with photo. Box 3129. 

LEATHER & RUBBER MASTER 
5'8", 145 lbs , will initiate and develope 
trim young guy into Bondage & Disci
pline, toys, some pain, lots of affection, 
give it a try you won't be sorry. Tell me 
about yourself in a letter and send your 
picture, especially ST. LOUIS AREA. 
Box 3190. 

ST. LOUIS W/S 
GIVE OR TAKE 

Box 3182 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESULTS! 

NEBRASKA 
24-YEAR-OLD 

GWM, looking for hot young guys 18-24 
for good time. Omaha-Council Bluffs, 
Lincoln, Sioux City. Send photo. Pen 
pals write too. Tim , 3032 S. 19th St. #A, 
Omaha, NE 68108. HURRY. 

HANDSOME S 
W/M , 42, 6'1", 170 lbs , body builder, 
uncut, hairybody, quiet, natural , down 
to earth. Easy going but demanding 
and experienced no-nonsense type of 
Master or / Dad, but one who under-



stands the value of TLC Seeks the ser
vices of a good looking 20 's, 30's tor 
weekend or possible permanent live in 
relationship. Enjoy giving workouts to 
a good body but will respec lim its at all 
times. Willing to train novice. No drugs, 
fats. Send recent photo , fantas ies. Box 
3207. 

NEVADA 
SLAVE BOY WANTED 

Master seeking full time applications 
tor slave boy. Will serve as a master 
sees fit. Into B&D, C&B, tit wo k, WS, 
etc. Master has complete training facil
ities to handle any slave. Slaves apply 
with photo (mandatory). Master is 32, 
5'11", handsome. Reply to Box 1821. 

LOOKING FOR MASTER 
Reno. Sir: Looking for master in Reno 
area to train slave for service and wor
ship. Prefer bodybuilder with detin[te 
need to dominate. Am willing to expand 
limits to man who is capable of leading 

• a slave into WS, TT,B&D, etc . Slave is 
5'11", 158, brown/blue, 30, semi
muscular with good face . You are 
handsome and kind of man who should 
be served . Photo a must, yours will get 
mine. Thank you SIR tor your TIME. Box 
1387. 

NEW JERSEY 
WANTED 

NY-NJ masculine (except in bed) w/m 
42 yrs 170 lb, light hair, blue eyes. 
Looking tor a well hung black topman 
who will appreciate good head and a 
nice white ass. No S/M B/D W/ S F/F. 
Box 3201 . 

BERGEN COUNTY 
Smooth wm 40, 6', 168 lbs , masculine. 
Light SM, bondage, hot wax . Co uld lead 

to gentle and affectionate good times. 
Seeks honest partner for mutual plea
sure with top/bottom tradeoffs . No tats 
or terns, drugs or heavy pain . Box 3208. 

MATURE, MASCULINE, PATIENT 
But firm face-tucking realman needs 
the services of an obedient cocksucker 
and slaveboy. Submit to ass play, tit
work, VA, spankings, bootlicking and 
asscleaning . Novices fine but photo 
and letter of submission a must. (Your 
sentences start with "Sir.") Also want 
to hear from other masters into sharing 
slaves and threeways. 46, 6'2"-tall, 180. 
Nicely hung (cut). NJ/all areas. Box 
3254. 

NORTH CENTRAL JERSEY/NYC 
Formation of Discipline Club consi
dered. Serious interest ideas welcome. 
Questionnaire avail. Box 3257. 

NEW MEXICO 
ANYONE OUT THERE 

Not into SM, etc ., but love to make it in 
all leather, feel touch , smell. Well, let's 
meet. I am WM, 33, 5'11 ", 180 lbs, hairy, 
have jacket, gloves, boots. Box 3192. 

NEW YORK 
ROUGH HOUSE & RAUNCH 

Buddy wanted tor hot, wet, rugged con
tact in and out of sweaty Jocks. Espe
cially UNCUTS. Send Photo: P.O . Box 
1328, Grand Central Station, New York, 
NY 10017. 

YOUR SERVICE MY PLEASURE 
Greenwich Village . M, 43, 5'6", 145, 5W' 
Cut, WM, warm, intelligent, level
headed bottom seeks imaginative, 
experienced, caring Macho LIL partner 
to help me discover and expand my 
limits. No Fats , Ferns or takes. Sensual
ity a plus. Box 1392. 

Introducing 

, •. 
liS.lll·UIO 

A NEW INTERNATIONAL 
Product 

LIQUID 
INCENSE 

D•stobutors Boo kstores Bath Houses Etc 
lnqu1nes lor VoiLJme Pr1ces lmntt'd1 $800 
Unauthor•zed D•Siflb!JI Ion or lnHtat•on •s 

8 
TWO aom1 a 

Proh•b•ted by U S & lnte rnat•on,tl La w per ottle ,o,. •14oo 
49ers Box 1225 Philadelphia,\Pa. 19105 ..:::::?= 

---------------------
CANADIAN RE SIDEN TS 08 WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS 9 BIR CHBARK BAY 

WINN EPEG MAN ITOBA R2P IT2 12041339-8388 

Name Please send me 
___ Bottles 

Address Apt_ _ Total 
Enclosed __ 

City tate-.Zip_ 1mmed1ate del1v 
ery on Money 

Type of payment Orders and 
o Check o M.O. o V ISA o M / Card Cred1t Cards 
Credit Card # Personal 

checks allow 4-
MC Bank# Exp.date: ___ 6 weeks tor 
Signature Del1very 

(I certify I'm at least 21 yrs of age) 

DOUBLE EAGLE 

WAY OUT S&M 
Given to hot body, young , experienced 
or beginner M by well-equipped, level
headed Master. Send photo, age, 
height, weight to: Box 12R, c/o Room 
603, 147 West 42nd St. , NYC 10036. 

HUGE ENDOWMENT? 
Dirty blond, gd-lkng, 25, 5'8", 145, inter
ested in handsome, athletic , hugely 
hung german, british , and latin topmen 
who are aggressive, verbal , and can 
keep their monster meat rock hard tor 
hours. It it looks like a FIREHOSE, and 
you're proud of it, we should meet. Your 
pic, measurements , and phone get 
mine. Box 49, 132 W 24th St., NYC 
10011 . 

ALL-AMERICAN BODYBUILDER 
30, 5'10", 155#, 15'h" a, 43"c. Sandy hair, 
green eyes, smooth body. Seeks gener
ous, submissive slaves- any area. 
Suck my thick cut dick, worship my 
muscles. Photos available. Mike Dela
ney , Box 585, Palisades , NY 10964. 

FIND YOUR MAN HERE! 

LI-NY BONDAGE STOCKADE 
Correctional facilities tor disciplining 
young aspiring Bondage Slaves. A 
strict but decent Custodian supervises 
caged confinement & woodland expo
sures, employing Pillory, Strait-jacket, 
fetters , etc. Body shaving , prolonged 
restraint, humiliation imposed. Also 
unpleasant chastisement when neces
sary for behavior control. Heavy S&M , 
pain, FF, Scat NOT approved. Prison
er's limits & responses, both mental & 
physical , closely monitored. Mutual 
trust, respect encouraged. Long term 
slavery considered . Photo necessary, 
sent with honest dignified application 
to: The Warden, 335 W. 11 . NYC 10014, 
NY. 

LEATHER MEN INTO NYLON 
Black nylon slave bitch. Smooth 
skinned hot tits wm 6 It 1851ate forties 
has heels hose panties etc . for horney 
masters into leather, rubber, uniforms, 
hoods, raunchy jockstraps, under
wear. Likes long sessions into B/D, 
WS, sucking , rimming, getting tucked, 
hot talk , j / o. Ammyl etc: Polaroids . Mid 
Sept 82, N.York City. Make my vacation 
one to remember. All answered , can 
switch . California, L.A. area. Box 3187. 

A BOTTOM FOR TOPS 
Scenes a specialty (212)741-5023 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE 

DOMINANT MUSCULAR MALE, 28 
Seeks s·ubmissives 18-30 into bondage, 
tit torture, etc. Send shirtless photo and 
interests. Box 3200. 

MUSCLE MASTERS 
NYC GWM, Novice Master, 30, 5'6" , 130, 
thick 8" cut, seeks other virile, well
hung disciplinarians to help train GWM, 
25, 6'2", 190, 7" cut , beefcake, bondage 
slave . Dungeon equipment a plus. Dual 
submission possible with super humpy 
studs. Photo/ phone gets ours. Box 
3197. 

SLAVE LOOKING FOR MASTER 
To wrestle him, putting him in all types 
of submission holds, chokes , bondage, 
tucking . Slim guy, looking large hunk. 
Photo please. Box 3210. 

EXPERIENCED ONLY 
If you 're not into it, I probably am. Seek 
unique men with imagination and ripe 
fantasies to satisfy. I'm 5'10", 155, Ital
ian horsedick and abnormally kinky. 
No FF, piercing colognes, deodorant. I 
want natural men for unnatural trips. 
Call Tony (212) 673-1569. 

r----------------------, 
"TOYS" from Jeffrey Roth 

T~:~.~ ~.~fnc~.~~~IJ.:P.!i~;;~y c~·,·-······~" ··.-.. ~. ·.'·· .I·. ~(n> 
new-looking for years. 51!2" X 2" ··~ .... . . _ ~~. ... ~ 

$12.95 ,,_ .. ·.··:,_:!it..~,·><:--- ·:, 
Visa/MC Accepted ~: ._:.· +' 

"NIPPLE SUCTION CUPS" Y>:.l 
Sucks them up and out with V 
steady pressure, leaving hands & 
mouth . free . for other duties. "The Butt-Plug" 
Packed 1n the1r own leather pouch. Held in place naturally 
$10.95 by the sphincter mus-

"RUSH OR HARDWARE" cle this incredible 
Special Price-3 bottles for instrument will plea-
$7.95 sure you all day or 

"RUSH OR HARDWARE" night. 
Special Price-3 bottles for SMALL-4W'x1"-$8.95 
$7.95 MEDIUM-5W'x 1%"-

"BALL-SUP" $10.95 
Want to show a bigger basket? LARGE-6x2W'-$13.95 
Ball-SUP, our black leather Set of all three 
cockring that pushes all you "Butt-Piugs"-only $29. 
have up and out to give you a 
really big bulge. It 's comforta-
ble, feels good, looks hot, & one Set of all 3 "Butt-
adjustable size tits all. $8.50 Plugs" only $29.95 

-------------··· Please Charge To My: t VISA I • 
0 MASTER CHARGE ~-
t:J BANKAMERICARO (VISA) 

OIIIJ ITIIJ JEFFREY ROTH COMPANY 
INTERBANK NO. Good Thru 663 Fifth Avenue, Dept. D 
I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I New York, NY 10022 
ACCOUNT NO. 
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COMPLITI YOUR 

Issue 2 Issue 3 Issue 6 Issue 9 

Issue 17 Issue 18 Issue 19 Issue 21 Issue 22 Issue 23 

Issue 30 Issue 31 Issue 32 Issue 33 Issue 34 Issue 35 

SAliS15 
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Issue 11 Issue 12 Issue 13 

Issue 24 Issue 25 Issue 26 

Issue 36 Issue 37 Issue 38 

AlTERNATE PUBLISHING FIFTEEN HARRIET ST. 

Issue 14 Issue 1 5 Issue 1 6 

Issue 27 Issue 28 Issue 29 

Issue 39 Issue 40 Issue 41 

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94103 

More pages, 
more fiction, 
more original 
artwork 
than any other 
Gay 
publication 

o DAMMIT! I want a subscription $40 ($55 First Class or Canada, $80 Foreign) 
D Send me BEST & WORST ($6 plus 50¢ postage) o Send me a 6-Pack . I have circled the issues I want ($15 plus $2 postage, 
1ssues 2, 3, 6 •. 8, not included). o Send me the following back issues at $10 each (postpaid). 2, 3. o Send issues 6, 8 at $5 
each (postpaid). o Send me the follow1ng back 1ssues al $3.50 each (postpaid) 7, 9, 10, 11 , 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 21 , 
22, 23, 24, 25, 26, 27, 28, 29, 30 , 31 , 32 , 33, 34, 35, 36 , 37 , 38 , 39, 40, 41 , 42 , 43, 44 , 45, 46, 47 , 48 , 49, 50 , 51 , 52. (Canadian pnces 
BEST & WORST $7.50 postpaid ; 6-pack $20 postpaid ; 2, 3 are $11 each postpaid ; 6, 8 are $6 each postpaid . Back issues $4 
each postpaid ; sent by First Class only. Foreign prices: add $1 per item to Canadian prices. Sent by Air only .) 

NAME ____________________________________________________________________________ __ 

ADDRESS ________________________________________________________________________ ___ 

CITY ____________________________________________________________________________ ___ 

STATE/ZIP ________________________________________________________________________ __ 

Signature ( Yo u must be over 21 )------------------------------------------------------------

Charge to my o VISA o MASTERCARD Card No. -------------------------------------------
Expiration Date 
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WRESTLER/BB/FIGHTER 
Aggressive gdlkg w/m- 33, 5'6", 140# 
top stud challenges other similarly 
built jocks to S/M submission bouts. 
NYC. Box 3217. 

NYC SM 
Wants to meet others into mutual sat iS
faction. Into rubber, leather, levi, 
boots, jockstraps. Love cock & ball
work, titwork, w/s, j/o, enemas. Can 
be fop or bottom but prefer bottom . 
Also sucking, fucking , raunchy sex. All 
ages prefer 30's or older . Box 3219. 

SON WANTED 
To dominate-use-abuse this hot leather 
raunch loving slave dad- totally. Pho
to/reply: AI , P.O. Box 1116, F.D.R. Sta, 
NYC, NY 10150. 

HORNY BLACK BOTTOM 
Toilet and foot slave gives excellent 
head and ass. Well-hung funky white 
guys are my favorite. Come on. make 
me happy, mister! Box 3231 . 

ROCHESTER TOP DOES IT ALL 
Nothing is too far out. Your kinks and 
fantasies are real to me. Mutual play 
with right stud . Me: 33, 5'10", 160, 
bearded. You: 25-45, masculine, no 
fats. Box 3244 . 

TOTAL SLAVES WANTED 
Greenwich Village. Experienced S, 
W/m, 48, 5'9", 175 lbs. uncut, shaved 
head. strong Leather Master seeks 
slaves (novice to well-trained) for long, 
hot sessions. Must have endurance, 
crave punishment in chains. Medium to 
heavy S/M, BI D. etc . No scat. My 
motto: sane S/ M; intense. not brutal; 
erotic, not reckless; firm but affecti on
ate. If your head is right , write approp
riate letter now. No ferns. fats . fakes. 
Box 185R. 
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ATTENTION SLAVES 
Manhattan Master, 36, 6'4", 190 lbs with 
slave, 32, 6'3", 170 lbs. Both are muscu
lar, blonde and attractive. You are also 
muscular and attractive and need to be 
trained and owned as a second slave. 
Appl ications without detailed resume 
and photo will not be considered. Box 
673. 

NAM VET 
See ad under Models- New York 

200#+ BODYBUILDER SLAVE 
Sought by 190# bodybuilder master in 
New York City. Super strong hunk with 
50" chest and 19" arms wanted to take 
care of master who will provide live in 
situation. Good times for both. Send 
letter with recent photo. Box 3261 . 
WANTS YOUNG/OR IN SHAPE 

MASTER 
W/ m, 29, 5'11 ", 150 lbs, T' cut, tight, 
muse., hot, handsome, short beard , 
straight acting , but enjoys role as slave 
into verbal abuse, humiliation, degra
dation, body worship, spit, piss & cum. 
Chicky , 444 Hudson St, Suite 427 , N.Y. , 
N.Y. 10014. 

NORTH CAROLINA 
LEATHER HOT & TIGHT 

Warm piss drunk & given, tit action & 
wax torture. JO. Loud FF, WS, S&M. 
Two NC dudes hot for the tourist trade. 
Mid-thirties, goodlooking opposites: 
smooth /hairy. His face in your ass. 
Your cock in mine. My hand in yours. 
Playroom for serious hunks. Bathroom 
for yellow dogs. Basement for few. 
Visit the mountains, visit the Worlds 
Fair. Visit us. Box 1823. 
BOOTS/LEATHER/BIKER/DADDY 

Master Seargeant looking for a son
/boy bodybuilder into servicing me, my 

Harley, boots and leather. Must be cap
able of total physical and mental sub
mission. I demand much- give what 
you deserve. Engineer boots a must. I 
travel East Coast often . Apply now with 
photo/phone. Tops, I'm willing to share 
my boys- are you? I am white, 40, 195, 
w/8", into B/D, W/S, F/F, dildos, 
spanking. Write MSgt Rick, Rt 2, Box 
137, LaGrange, NC 28551. Call (919) 778-
3166. 

OHIO 
CLEVELAND 

29, 5'11", 150 lbs, hairy. l need a leather 
topman to expand my ass to its limits. 
WS , FF, TT, scat, possible piercing. No 
photo needed. I will surpass your 
expectations. Please include phone# in 
your answer for quickest response. 
Box 3156. 

SLEAZY ASS SEX 
Masculine. Hung, blond , blue, must-

HOT YOUNG MASTER 
Seeks slaves for workouts. Columbus. 
Box 3185. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE 

OREGON 
HOT MEN WANTED 

Portland S, 34, 5'6" , 175, muscular, dark 
comp., Black/brown, beard & mous
tache. Looking for Hot, horny, con
struction worker, cowboys, truckers, 
troopers, cycle cops, mounted cops, 
firemen, who are not overly thin but 
have some hot meat on their bones, but 
not grossly fat . If you 're into fucking, 
sucking, sweat, piss, jock straps, levis, 
leather and domination, beard, hair, 
tattoos, cut or uncut, you may contact 
me with a letter and photo (MUST BE 
NUDE) showing off your assets. No 
blks, fems, dopers, heavy drinkers. 
Box 1584. 

ache, hairy ass and legs , smooth torso. • MASTER 40, 6'4", 190# 
5'8", 150, 38, exhibitionism, piss ene- Grants permission to W/M suck-slaves 
mas, rim, mouth cum, animals, scat, 21-36 to submit application for perman
body worship, poppers, shaving , toys, ent live-in training- B/D, CB& TT, used 
jackin' , uniforms, ANYTHING ... Uh- and abused for amusement. Facts and 
huh. Photo/ phone but lookin' for photo to Sir, P.O. Box 3241, Portland, 
action! Box 3224. O::.:r..:.eg=.:o:.:.n:...:9:.:.7=20:.:8.:... ______ _ 

WAYWARD SON 
Needs Dad for discipline and correction 
of bad habits. Son IS 5'6", 130 lbs, with 
thick thighs and chunky butt. Dad 
should have firm hand, big tits, and 
patience. W/m under 50, no fats . Box 
3230. 

EXPERIENCED MASTER 
55, taking applications for slave train
ing and S/M pleasures . Limits 
respected and expanded. Photo and 
phone a must. P. Pereiere, PO Box 2252, 
North Canton, OH 44720. 

R4W 
GRAPHICS 

NOT "HARD" TO PLEASE 
Looking for a Mark Spitz, Bruce Jenner 
Look Alike proto-type to please my 
fancy. Traveling thru, wnte ahead, 
good times assured . PO Box 775, Por
tland , Oregon 97207. 

NEED SPANKING? 
Your naked ass redened , glowing, sen
sitive. Asshole, cock, balls ready for 
this male's use and abuse. Box 3222. 

WANT ARRANGEMENT 
With macho Salem stud, 20-35, to ser
vice his cock reoularlv. Box 3223. 

SANCHEZ 
FRANCISCO, 

94114 



HEAVY DUTY DICKS 
Random getting-it-on and getting
off shots of the young and the 
hung. $10.00 

FLASHBACK 
With stars AI Parker, Kip Noll, 
Scott Taylor, David Wilcox, Chris 
Noll, Kurt Manheim and Steve 
Taylor. 16 color pages for adult 
men. $12.50 

HARD LEATHER 
A book has to be good to sell at this price. This one is perfect-bound 
and ALL COLOR as well as all leather! Four episodes in discipline and 
defiance, punishment and redemption. It's Leather all that word im
plies. 100 color pages, no black and white. 

BEST OF AL PARKER 
AI shows what made him a star 
along with John Trent, Ty 
Gardner, Mike Davis, Steve Tay
lor, Buck Stevens and Paul 
Brooks. Hard action and lots of 
color. $12.50 

HOT ACTION! 

JOCK FUCK 
Nick Rodgerts spends the day 
working over Ray Durand. An 
color in this Driveshaft Series to 
add to your collection. $13.50 

$25 

HOT TYPE 
Takes place in a print shop with 
black and white together. The 
pressman whips it out and his 
hunky helper proves he can take 
it. A real turn on with 16 pages of 
color and plenty of black and 
white. $12.50 

We've got the hot ones and we know it! Action like you've always 
wanted to see, featuring some of the hottest studs you can imagine! 

RHINO IMPORTS 
651 Brannan No.5 
San Francisco, CA 94107 
Send me the following: () HEAVY DUTY DICKS $10 ()FLASHBACK $12.50 ()JOCK 
FUCK $13.50 ()BEST OF AL PARKER ()HOT TYPE $12 .50 ()HARD LEATHER $25 
I understand you pay the postage and guarantee delivery. Now get with it! 

NAME __________________________________________________ _ 

ADDRESS ------------------------------~-----------------
CITY/STATE/ZIP 

lam over 21 (signature):---------------------------------------------
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PENNSYLVANIA 
INITIATE ME 

Into the ritual of your fantasy. Stnng 
me up in bondage, pierce me, flog me, 
torture me; torture my tits, cock, balls, 
fill my ass, piss in my face, let me suck 
your sweaty pits and worship your 
body, your cock, balls, tits , ass, feet. I 
am 6'1", 160, lean , with trimmed beard 
and moustache. Respect my limits 
while you expand them. Not into scat. 
Box A72. 

WEIGHT LIFTER 
Philadelphia. MS, Cancer, 43, 6'2", 210, 
white, 7" cock. Masculine Weightlilter 
with 48" chest, 34" waist. Leather /levi 
motorcyclist. Bondage and other good 
times with masculine partners desired. 
Box 23. 

OLDER MEN? 
LOOK RIGHT Hl:RE FIRST! 

PHILADELPHIA 
LEATHER MASTER 

40s W/m, 5'9", 165 lbs., masculine & 
hung requires W/m slave, 21-35, into 
S&M , B&D, WS. Novices acceptable. 
Limits respected & expanded. Apply 
with respectful letter, photo & phone 
number. P.O. Box 11095, Phila., PA 
19141. 

"A FEW GOOD MEN" 
Ex-USMC drill instructor seeks recruits 
for "basic training" in J/0, B&D, lite 
S&M in mutually-satisfying, military
oriented sessions. Especially inter
ested in uniformed men and hi-laced, 

spit-shined military jump boots. 
Request orders for "active duty" to 
MCRD-PHL, Box 242, Penndel , PA 19047. 
Photo insures prompt reply. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
GREENWOOD 

Young masculine male looking for 
young, white, male (18-22) straight act
mg. smoothe body. This young blond, 
smoothe dominant male seeks boyish 
looking mate for training in art of male 
love. Looking for handsome cowboy 
for ranch house play or surfer for mak
ing wet dreams. If you are in the area 
and qualify, write. Recent photo 
assures same and response. Box 3241. 

TENNESSEE 
LEAN, INTENSE, SENSUAL 

Bi-sex man is interested in locating 
another natural man who realizes his 
need for a buddy who knows the honest 
gut-pleasure- through trust- of dis
covering and sharing the touch, smell, 
taste , and sound only a man comforta
ble with himself can provide. The 
energy I want to share is so basic and 
honest, it seems few "gays" know it 
exists . Long, slow, mind-n-soul fuckin' 
is where it all begins. If you, too, need a 
man who'll openly and proudly share 
what he knows and has, you may have 
found your partner! I'm 6 It; 150 lbs; 42 
yrs.; greying black hair, beard, and 
mustache; with a natural , uncut dick 
that'll hang a heavy 7 inches for the 
buddy that talks to it right. Dig sweat, 

hair, holes, nipples, foreskin, lo
swingin' balls, and other natural 
delights. II you're interested and got the 
balls to talk straight, shoot a no bull
shit note my way. Travel is possible. 
Box 61. 

HUMBLE SLAVE 
With talented mouth & ass needs true 
master. Box 32:>9. 

TENNESSEE 
30, 5'10" , 150 lbs, 7", hairy, seeks trim 
MAN to 40 for long, hard sex. Leather, 
levis, boots, beard a plus. Will travel. 
Photo (returned) and phone to Box 
3249. 

TEXAS 
EAGER TO LEARN 

Houston Area. WM,32,5'9", 150, willing 
to do anything for someone who will 
teach and train. Like moustaches, 
trimmed beards, hairy chests and legs. 
Box 386. 

PLAYMATES OR PENPALS 
Graham. 28, 5'9", 140. Bottom needs 
playmate(s) or pen pal(s) . Interests: 
WS, FF, C&B, B&D, and Toys. One good 
picture deserves another. Box 1440. 

WHEN IN DALLAS 
Pro/college athletes should reserve 
time for discreet, hot, 6'5", 195, great
looking dude. Semi-rough! Box 3198. 

EAGER PUPIL OF S&M 
Houston. B/D, W/S, leather, body 
shaving. Am 5'7", 140 lbs., 42. Seeks 
firm, gentle, knowledgeable Teachers 

and Masters. Small endowment but 
large desire and capacity to learn, ser
vice, pleasure and obedience. Box 
1396. 

UTAH 
TWO HOT HORNY TOPMEN 

Looking for a new toy to play with. Both 
36, both mean as hell. We work 
together, separately, and we alternate 
to handle the most recalcitrant of 
slaves. Into bondage, whipping, spank
ing, piss , verbal abuse, and exploration 
of all fantasies. Master Larry: 6'2", b/ b. 
175 lbs., good body. Master Michael: 
5'6", b/b, 1451bs., 9'h" and thick. Appli
cations will be accepted from Real 
slaves who can handle total domina
tion and complete control of mind and 
body. Don't answer unless you mean it. 
You will be used, abused and trained 
and if you get it right you might find 
permanence with us. Application must 
contain a recent photo, vital statistics, 
experience resume, and phone number. 
Send to: MASTER Larry, P.O. Box 1104, 
Sandy, Utah 84091. 

VIRGINIA 
SLAVE WANTED 

For permanent non live-in relationship 
including B/D, role playing and some 
T.L.C. with W/m, 39, 6'3", 190. Sharp 
mind and sense of humor as important 
as body. You are to be enjoyed and 
fulfilled by your master totally, not just 
sexually. If you qualify send detailed 
application to Box 3215: 

BE INCHES SLIMMER 
INSTANTLY IN THE INCREDIBLE " ... For the Man 

Finally ... the MAXUM I SYSTEM. a vacuum devtce 
that will enlarge your penis to absolute maximum 
size. It will give you erecttons that are harder, 
stiller, bigger, thicker and longer lasting. It will also 
increase your control over premature ejaculation . 
Don 't be fooled by cheap. breakable imitattons. 
This is the original $30 vacuum model- now avail
able at our low price. 

If you want the confidence of knowing you are well
endowed and potent-order your MAXUM I today! 

Pen1s enlargement 1s now poss1ble w1th our new 
TRANSVERSE VACUUM ENLARGER - a prectSion 
tnstrumenl. easy to operate . extremely durable and 
sctenttltcally destgned to make the male organ 
LONGER and THICKER Also helps control pre
mature e1aculatton See results the ftrsl ltme you 
use your enlarger See how really BIG how 
fAT how LONG how HARD and STiff 

own pents can get' And 11 fee ls so good to use• 
Reg $35 • Our factory dtrecl pr ce only $19.95 

FACTORY, Dept . 2568 
9903 Santa Montca Bl. Beverly Htlls. CA 90212 
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TORSO-TONER 
FEATURES 
• Trims inches! • Gives vital 
• Raises and back support! 

keeps In • Builds chest! 
abdomen! • Slims waist! 

# 1002 Long line 
Now! Positive all-over support from back to front 
& from top to bottom! GUARANTEES INCHES OFF 
as it slims, moulds, holds you in masculine com
fort. TORSO-TONER gives you sex-appeal! Con
structed of L YCRA-SPANDEX to give your physiQue 
a slim, trim youthful look. $J

4 99 
GUARANTEED INCHES SLIMMER' 

RUSH ME: 0 #1001 Short line 0 #1002 long 
line. My chest is ___ inches: (Exhale & meas-
ure.) SIZE: n S (34-36), 0 Med. (38-40), 0 Lg. 
(42-44), 0 XL (46-48). Add $1.50 for postage & 
handling, 6% sales tax. For COD send $5.00 de
posit. Allow 2 to 6 weeks for delivery. Worn, 
soiled or damaged items are nonreturnable. 

REGENCY SQUARE, INC. DIV 2568 
6311 Yucca St. 

Hollywood, Calif. 90028 

Who was never Branded!'~ 

MAVERICK 
ALLIANCE 

Box No. 3"/2 
San Francisco, 
California 94101 

men. regardless of age. who wtsh a 
natural erectiOn .. on demand, even 1f 

he were tmpotent only days before Not a pho11ey 
aphrodtstac REPEAT PERFORMANCE IS developed 
from pure naturaltngredtents to atd tn tmpotency, to 
prolong the sex act and achteve multtple orgasms. 
No prescrtptton needed. Fast results. Completely safe. 

D full36 day supply $5 
D special! 90 day supply $10 

send to: REPEAT SALES Dept. 2588 
6311 Yucca St. Hollywood Calif. 90028 



WASHINGTON lick huge horse cock then back our 
asses on his cock and eat his hu~e 

SEATTLE WM loads of horse cum. Also into FF. W . 
5'11 ", 37 , 170 into C/B, B&D, Belts. toys, B&D, SM and peircing. Ed & Pat. PO Box 
more with right top. Explore bondage 1366, Milw W1s 53201 . 
and weight my nuts to the floor. Box 
3206. NATIONWIDE 

PHONE FREAK WISCONSIN Sir: I need your verbal abuse and 
raunc~ talk for humiliating phone jo. FANTASIES TO REALITY 

Madison Master. Achieve what has Am W . 30, into kink and raunch; fan-
been your fantasies so far in a com- tasies and scenes. You do the talking 
f.letely totally furnished dungeon; your and I'll do the listening. Phone only-

no meeting or corresponding . Please antasy is mine to make a reality. Will 
respect all physical & psychological send phone number, Sir, and best time 
limits. Set-up for long weekend for me to call. Box 3228. 
encounter sessions (out-of-towners). REAL"DRUMMER DADDY" 
Masters who are into masters. who can SOUGHT 
handle competition are also welcome. Hot bear son 31 thru wasting time on 
Applications are also being taken for games. Tight holes , sharp mind. honest 
two slaves wanted by GWM, good look- devotion offered demanding, intelli-
ing, 40's, 156, 6'2", brown / blue. w/trim gent, affectionate top, 35 plus. wanting 
beard/moustache and 74 cut. Reply to mold permanent partner. Box 3243. 
w/frank ltr/ photo/ phone. Only the 

LEAVE IT UP TO YOUR FANTASY very serious and dedicated need to 
For the best German pig-slave now is reply to Box 3034. 
coming again to the States of the 3rd of 

MASTERS! August. Do hope to have a good time. 
Naked, shackled, branded, pierced Arriving NYC; from there for 4 weeks 
slave begs you to order him to service around the country. Box 3259. 
your mind and body. I will also serve 
naked and shackled at perties. Please CANADA 
use my body, Sir! All scenes but FF. Will WHISTLE WHILE YOU WORK 
reply to your demand in~ letter w/ photo I like a man who enjoys his work. One 
& phone. WI M. 40, 6', 90. Box 3204 . who smiles as he trusses me up with 

W/M S 8" & M 8" Iubin~. wires. hole stutters and the like. 
We are looking for a kinky man who He w istles when testing weights on 
horse lucks hot ass. We wou ld love to my tit rings. Hums as the fluids pass in 

lTLl.Tl'S 
STURDY BUCKS 
ARB I. 
TillS. 
TillS 
DBILLIIG 
GOMPliY 
VIRGINIA & HIGHLAND 

and out of the butt plug. And winks at your head is at. Photo appreciated but 
me. all strung up, encased from head to not essent ial. Phone gets immediate 
'toot, knowin~ that maybe later he's reply. Box 3242. 
gain~ to get 11 too! W/ m, 5'8", 160, 7" TORONTO cut. eed I say more? B'ox 1577. WM. 29, 5'8", 148 lbs. Can give or 

VERSATILE M receive. TT and CB are real fuse 
Toronto . M. Pisces. 5'10", 155, 40, blue burners. BD and FF are my fantasies. 
eyes, uncut. wishes to meet dominant Seeks other well hung stud for hot 
S. 25-55, who is versatile . respectful of action . Box 3218. 
limits. sense of humor. M has moderate BOOT WORSHIPPER 
experience, versatile, and into leather. BOOTS fascinate me! . . . Let me cringe, 
toys, boots. Greek a/ p, WS. bondage, 
discipline. Have some experience asS. 

crawl and grovel in fascinating ecstasy 
at your manly booted feet and let me 

No fats, fems. drugs, scat. Box B19. lick. suck. kiss and caress your boots 
to my heart's content! . . . Real cops and 

FULLY ALIVE real Cowboys a plus. Spurs double my Montreal. Gay honest male likes out- libido for boots! ... I was born and door quiet life & cites. wilderness, raised to wait on boots as a Boot-Slave! enjoys traveling , has good sense of ... Box 3213. 
humor. social, gentle. discreet, natural-
ist, sensible, healthy, fully alive. secure FOREIGN MAIL enjoys outside dinners. open-minded. 
Adores animals . Welcomes decent When answering foreign ads with 
attractive good-laking companions 18- box numbers, remember to include 
21 to visit my home and Swiss chalet, the correct amount of overseas air-
will give hospitality & good times. to mail postage. Current rates are 40¢ 
enjoy the finer things of life. Answer & per y, ounce. Letters without correct 
recent photo a must. ANDRE. 5991 postage will be destroyed. 
deLaRoche. Montreal H2S 2C8 . 

ENGLAND VANCOUVER # 
34, husky, hot and horny dude needs ROPE BONDAGE 
top man for good luck sessions. Or just London. 28, WM. 6', 165 lbs. slave will 
lay back and fantasize while I service serve well-built . masculine guy(s) into 
your cock the way you like. Also into rope, bondage, S&M. etc. Raunchy sex. 
being shaved . verbal abuse. bondage I can serve 2 or more Masters who 
and servicing your buddies. Age, size know what thef' want. Photos get quick 
and looks not as important as where reply. Box 150 . 

DRUMMER wants to announce your spe runs events. 
Send us information 90 days in advance , and we'll publish it. 
Black-n-white photos of runs and events also welcome for 
inclusion in our Social Notes section . Sen pertinent data 
and your hottest photos to: 

~lt~'t1:o¢l 
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WELL-HUNG TOPMAN WANTED 'RASSLE 
London. 28, 6'1 ", 1681bs, wants his arse Mags, pix, stories. Club w/ nat'l list
and mouth lucked by well-hung hunky ings. $4.00: Info/cat. NYWC, 59 W. 10 
anyone or group, S&M and bondage Street, NYC, NY 10011 . 
topmen . If you are under 55, goodlook- DAD DAD DAD DAD 
ing, well-built and can satisfy me, write DAD is America's fastest growing mas-
in detail with photo to Box 1507. • culine, mail club tor adult Dads and 

GERMANY Sons (21 plus) : DAD. 2843 Effire St ., Los 
Angeles , CA 90026. 

HAIRY BIKER JOIN CHIRON 
Cologne. 36, 76 em, 64 kg, uncut. Hairy Men & Youngmen! On the hunt tor oppo-
Leather guy and biker seeks 18-35 for ·1 ? E 11· th h d & 
Leather Sex, Piss Sex. Write Box 1285. Sl es · nro In e ot new a s recog-

nition club, CHI RON!- Searching for a 
GERMAN SLAVE mentor, lover, son, dad, trainer, mar-

West Germany. Slave, 32, 6'2", 170 tbs. ried stud , brother, jock? Send $3 for 
Blond, Moustache, Blue eyes, coming info-pack to Box 416, Viii Sat NYNY 
several times a year to the States.1 -'00-'---14-=. ,_(3:-::5"-0..:.B,--IkC-'r)-:-. --,-- ----
Interested in meeting Masters, my age THE FOOT FRATERNITY 
or older.lnto WS, Rimming , fr a/p. , get- For the man who digs boots, shoes, 
ling spanked. I'm Greek passive, 7" sneakers, socks and other related clo-
uncut. Box 1686. thing such as leather, levis , etc., who 

FACESITTERS/FUCKERS wish to contact one another. For 
Dirty, ugly, German urinal-pig is availa- further info. write the Foot Fraternity, 
ble tor American tops 10 service in pub- P.O. Box 786, San FRancisco, CA 94101 . 
lie . 'Glorious rim mer and sucker. Try OUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 
this contestant and force him. Visiting WANTED 
CA. and NY. Visitors to Germany wel-
come. Box 1626. QUAINTANCE, VON GLOEDEN 

AMERICAN, 32 ETIENNE ART WANTED 
5'11 ", 160 lbs. , living near Kalserslaut- Original paintings , prints, photos , 
ern, Germany. Seeks American , Ger- slides, etc. purchased. Write to: Ted 
man, other NATO military German Smith, 724 Fillmore St., S.F., CA 94117. 
European police. Only the genuine need MODELS 
reply. Leather, bondage, uniforms. Top NORTHERN CAL 
or bottom. Versatile, goodfnend. Dis-
cretion assured and expected. Answer SAN FRANCISCO 
in English or German. Box 3214. Masculine, muscular, aggressive , 

hairy chest, furry legs & butt. 5 It 9 in, 
ITALY 148 lbs, brown hair, trim beard . Big un-

ACTIVE SLAVE cut prick , 9 inches. A versatile man 
Italian, 38, real sportsman, brown hair, with a muscular receptive rear. A9e 34. 
green eyes, muscular, macho ty~e A professional man. Photo available 
desires to service muscular master. ! m for two dollar. Write Boxholder, P.O. 
into heavy training , whips, FF, C&B and Box 6171, S.F.. CA 94101 . Fee is negoti
tit torture. Like to receive verbal abuse. able. Douglas (415) 885-1831. 
Prefer bodybuilder, but mainly inter- DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
ested in right psychological approach. MEET RIGHT HERE! 
Travel in USA. Hospitality in Milan. 
Answer with photo. Box 2020 MODELS 

SERVICES SOUTHERN CAL 
COUNSELING MASSEUR; ATHLETE 

MID-COUNTIES HELP CENTER Low rates; films 
(213) 863-5817. Skip . 213-769-9427 

FRIENDS OF THE CENTER GOOD DADDIES ARE HARD TO 
Signal Your Commitment to the future FIND 
growth of the Los Angeles Gay & Les- YOU JUST FOUND ONE! 
bian Community Services Center by 24 HOURS A DAY 
becoming a member of 'FRIENDS OF JACK-36 6'3" 190# hairy /muscular 
THE CENTER.' For Membership infor- GET MANHANDLED 
mation call (213) 464-7400 Ext. 251, or (213) 469-6020 
Write: Friends oflhe Center. Box38777, WANT FUN IN LA? 
Hollywood, CA 90038. Do it today. It's Stud long, thick and uncut for hire. 
Important. Flexible . Also leather/S/M. Box 5191 , 

ORGANIZATIO S El Monte, CA 91734 . 

CIGAR SMOKERS MODELS 
Cigar Studs is for men who smoke and MINNEAPOLIS 
get turned on to cigars. For application MAN-TO-MAN 
& information send $1 to: POB 20604, All scenes explored , fantasies fulfilled . 
Seattle, WA 98102. Safe, trustworthy , honest. (612) 699-

MAVERICK ALLIANCE 4160. 
Mavericks are not branded I Not part of _ _ __ N ___ E ___ W--,---Y---O_R_K ___ _ 

the herd! UNCUT men are invited to Explore your fantasies with a crew-cut 
write P.O. Box 372, San Franci sco, CA body builder. Nothing is too bizarre. 
94101 . Photo must accompany applica- Topman unless proved otherwise. Fre
tion (does not have to include face) . For quently visiting Florida. Vlad (212) 533-
further info send SASE and $5 for Appli- l693 

NAM VET 
cation & Questionnaire. Pull your skin · 
today and get it out! Must sign and 

Strictly top, 6/ 170/34 /7= (cut), cheap & 
fast . In (meaning my place in Jksn Hts, 
Qns) or out. Short on costumes & toys. 
Long on pain , verbal abuse & cock. For 
obvious reasons. prefer mature, mar
ried exec types to the single under 30 
generation. (212) 672-1010 , alter six in 
the evenings. 

state you're 21 or over. Newsletter is 
much sought alter and is limited. Mav
erick Alliance. Not for the timid of mind. 

REAL LEATHERMEN 
Take top! Wrestling is In! Club Ma8s. 
Info/ samps: $3.00. NYC, 59 W1 th 
Street. NYC. 10011 . 

HOT LEATHER SEX 
WHITE SUPERHUNG UNCUT 

STALLION 
5'11 "; 150 lbs; LEAN, HARD STUD 
CALL JAY (212) 691-6298 anytime. 

EMPLOYMENT 
HELP WANTED 

Distributing our Caine Incenses. Here's 
your chance to make an unlimited 
amount of money distributing our NEW 
chemical breakthrough! Peruvian Rock 
or Bolivian Flake " Incenses." Very min
imal cash investment needed. 100% 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. For samples 
and more information send $2.00 to 
Kaniper Distributor's P.O. Box 411-D, 
Dixfield , ME 04224. Void in Wis. and 
N.D. Not intended tor illegal use. (11 
High St.) 

RESORTS 
RUSSIAN RIVER 
GUEST HOUSE 

Luxurious private rooms, enclosed 
sundeck and yard , beautiful garden 
setting. Close to everything. Easy to 
find . Friendly service. Playrooms avail
able. Meals by arrangement. Santa 
Rosa pickup service. Save money AT 
THE RIVER and have more fun! 

AT THE RIVER 
Frank & Erick 
(707) 887 ·9130 
KEY WEST 

The island for all seasons. For free map 
and brochure: (800) 327-4834 or Key 
West Business Guild , P.O. Box 1208-04, 
Key West, FL 33040. 

MAIL ORDER 
MAIL ORDER NOTICE 

The California law now reads that 
anyone conducting a mail order busi
ness. or offering items for sale through 
the mail and using a post office box or 
mail drop service, must reveal in all 
advertising the address at which the 
business is being conducted . To adver
tisers. this address must be included in 
all ad copy., To readers, the address 
that appears at the end of a mail order 
ad (in parentheses) is the address 
required by state law. Most firms will 
still prefer that correspondence be sent 
to the listed box number. 

SOCKS 
Hot, Bi / W, Woodcutter will sell sweat 
soaked work socks with load dropped 
in toe. Wool $10.00 Cotton $5.00. Sealed 
in plastic bag to keep them damp & 
fresh. For photo add $2.00. Drummer 
Box 3184. (202 S. 18th_Ave. E. Duluth, 
MN) 

EROTIC PORTFOLIO 
The original Joe Johnson unbound 
portfolios of erotic male nudes. Eight 
oversized lithos ready for framing. 
Original price: $45. Few remaining . 
First 25 orders can have one of the orig· 
inal portfolios for $25 postpaid from : 
The Studstore, 15 Harriet, San Fran
cisco, CA 94103. 

LARSEN LEATHERS 
(new & used motorcycle gear) 

Rt 1, Box 425 
Christiansburg , VA 24073 

1-703-382-4668 

THE ALTERNATE 
BACK ISSUES 

Rare back issues of America's most 
controversial and exciting gay maga
Zine. Number 17: First interview with 
The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence, 
complete text of Daniel Curzon's play 
Beer and Rhubarb Pie and George Bir
misia's How Come You Don 't Dig 
Chicks . Von Gloeden portfolio . and 

Boston's Gay History.· Number 15: 
Robin Tyler interview, Arimondi portfo
lio, Nuki portfolio, Carson McCullers 
biography. Either issue, while they last. 
$2. (post paid) First class add $1 . Stud
store, 15 Harriet St. San Francisco , CA 
94103. 

HOT JO PHONE FANTASY 
Verbal Abuse, Humiliation, etc. Low 
rates, M/C & Visa. Call (213) 669-8255. 
Ask for Marshall. 

HOT S&M AUDIO TAPES 
By Drummer's Frank O'Rourke. Con
tact: Hatfield House, Box 14128, San 
Francisco , CA 94114. 

THE NATIONAL MARCH 
ON WASHINGTON 

A high-quality lp documentary of the 
historic March on Washington for Gay 
Rights, including speeches, conversa
tions, and rallys. A moving tapestry of 
sounds and emotions. Limited availa· 
bility. $9 (includes postage/handling) 
from: Studstore, 15 Harriet, San Fran
cisco. CA 94103. 

MANIFEST 
BACK ISSUES 

While they last: April 1982 and May 
1982 issues are available for $2 each 
(First Class add $1) from : The Stud
store, 15 Harriet, San Francisco, CA 
94103. 

ENEMA EQUIPMENT 
Fun, Funky Enema Equipment for prac
tical cleanliness , pleasure or disci
pline. Other Ass-oriented toys also. 
Catalog $2. Art Hamilton, 315 West 4th 
Street, New York, NY 10014. 

S&M, B&D, WS, FETISHES 
Classified ad mag with hot drawings 
and stories . Send $2.50 and over 21 
statement to: SMADS, Suite 1112, Box 
66973, Houston, TX 77006. 

DISCOUNT PRICES 
Hardware - Rush 
Quicksilver-Cum 

5 @$2.40 each, 10 @$2.20 each. Butyl 
Nitrite-Shotgun-Head-Blast : 5 
@$2.00 each , 10 @$1 .85 each. Mix or 
match. Add $2.00 postage. Send for free 
price list of other items. H&M Discount 
Records, Box 3895, Miami , FL 33169. 
(131 SE 1st Ave) 

EX-GI BOTTOM 
Hot JO Phone Fantasy . Ready for your 
orders, Sir! M/C & Visa . Call (213) 669-
8255. Ask for Joe. 

GAY EROTIC TECHNIQUE'S 
Find Satisfactions 

Secret Hiding Places 
Send $9.95 To 
The Magic Key 
P.O. Box 962 

Highland, CA 92346 
(6735 Lynwood Way) 

USED JOCKS 
Worn for you by hot, hunky studs. $10. 
GLM En!. P.O. Box 5535, Bellevue, WA 
98006. (14702 Hwy 99, Lynnwood) 

RUSH! 
The liquid incense with NEW Power-Pak 
Pellet 0.40 fl. oz . ONLY $4.00 contains 
isobutyl nitrite. Void in Mass. Send to 
Kaniper Distributor's P.O. Box 411-D, 
Dixfield , ME 04224. Satisfaction Gua· 
ran teed. Distributor Inquiries Welcome. 
(11 High St.) 

NUDE YOUTHS OF EUROPE! 
Exclusive Photo Sets featuring the 
YOUTHS of North Europe! For catalog
/sample , send $2 , plus signed state
ment that you are over 18. THE 
BRANDENBURG STUDIO, 120 Wall 
Street, Dept. MT, New York, New York 
10005. 
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DRUMMER ENTERS THE COMPUTER AGE WITH YOUR 
OWN COMPUTER BULLETIN BOARD! It's FREE and 
available to any and all DRUMMER readers! If you 
are a LEATHER FRATERNITY member, you will be 
sent a special code to get you on to additional levels 
of the computer circuit for the hottest discipline 
questionnaire yoU have ever been subjected to. 
Simply call (415) 552-7-671 to connect your computer 
with the L'EATHER FRATERNITY computer. The 
instructions will flash on your screen but keep both 
hands on the keyboard! 









FunSheet Looks and (eels like glove 
leather • Covers and protects mallress. 
sheets. blankets and pillows • Warm to 
the touch. waterproof. greaseproo(. wipes 
clean with a towel • Custom-filled in 
black. brown or metallic silver. 

Double Size $62 King Size $75 
Queen Size $68 Pillow Shams $35 pr. 

Add $4.50 postage & handlmg. Calif. 
residents add 6% sales tax. Cred it Card 
users inc lude card# and expiration date. 

Specify co lor and size. 

FunSheet 
P.O. Box 65785, Dept. D 
Los Angeles, CA 90065 

PHONE ORDERS (213) 259-3318 
3708 Eagle Rock 81. LA CA 90065 

IE 
A y size 

AAA-EEE 
5's to 15's 
18" High 

bram Plain 
Spike Soles 
Prices from 

LARRY TOWNSEND 
Author of the Leatherman's Handbook 

Offers the most complete and dependable 
mail order service for the leather-SM
oriented man. 

BOOKS 
MAGAZINES 

TOYS in leather, 
latex, etc. 

OTHER SPECIALTIES 

For info and catalogues, send $2 
(refundable on first order) and 
21 statement to: 
Larry Townsend, P.O. Box 302, 
Beverly Hills, CA 90213 

PROUDLY wear 
the original style 

• that PUT the zipper 
on the OUT side I 

Here's the 
MOST 
SIGNIFICANT 
IMPROVEMENT 
IN CHAP WEAR 
SINCE 
1960! 

DESIGNED 
and developed by 

•2UIIII•11101 
J \Hi l'l $t.U 

d~Ttllc--

..., _______ --··-·--

.... --...-·-·- ··~---.. -----·-· ...... -... ... ""allu~Jolatura~ ~n;tJLutltlfOti.pi(:Y 
UnKen!HI n .ts Cinnamon. U ts 

Kings Men Ltd. 
P.O. Box 304 

Cambridge, Mass. 02139 

House of Bondage 
Catalog $5.00 

Due to new Canadian postal rates,a 
flat rate of $2.00 per order to S&H 

BOX 161 , AGINCOURT 
ONTARIO, CANADA M1S 386 

Illustrated 32 page Catalogue contain
ing over 250 items: $4.00 plus 75¢ pos
tage. Wholesalers and Retailers 
welcome (Refunded on first order of 
$35.) Buying catalogue puts you on 
mailing list automatically. Must state 
legal age. Visa-Chargex-MasterCard. 



~NEW~ 
MAN EATER 

TIT CLAMPS 

Fasten the Cannibal's teeth over an 
entire tit! This ravenous mouth takes it all 
1n and never lets go! 
(Also feeds on balls and buttocks .) 

$12. a pair (includes postage) from_ 

R. Phillips, 132 W. 24th St. r· . 
New York, NY 10011 . .. 

Send $1 for hot, 
illustrated Tit Torture Catalogue : , 

A Collection of 
13 

TOM of FINLAND 
prints on heavy stock 

9" x11Y •. " in a black portfolio 

$10.95 plus $1.25 
(postage & handling) 

check or money order 
Tom of Finland 

7985 Santa Monica Blvd. 
# 109 Dept. 120 
L.A., CA 90046 

Calif. residents add 6% sales tax 

THE DRUMMER SHCRPER 

v 
t 

C.t•logue $2.00 

J.B. 'S SUPPLY LTD. 
P.O. Box 85667 

Loa Angeles, CA 90072 

Age and signature required! 

SEND$10 TO: 

SOUTHERN CHEMICAL 
DIST. INC. 
P.O. Box 1025 

GLENDORA CA 91767 
Dealer Inquiries lnuited 

(714) 623-8422 
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~~~~~i~' ~J{S 
56 Widmer Street 
Toronto, Canada 
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This column is providing the names and 
addresses of men inside of American 
penal and correctional institutions who 
are appealing for correspondents on the 
outside. DRUMMER assumes no 
responsibility for problems which might 
accrue, but we do urge our readers to 
take the chance that a meaningful and 
rewarding experience may develop. Try 
it you might like it. 

Chris A. Mitchell, #165-373, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Jeffrey I. Gambord, P.O. Box C-
26865/Control, Soledad, CA 93960 

Jim Kitchens, 94789, Box 548, Lexing
ton, OK 73051 

Jerry Boggs, 82117, Box 548, Lexing
ton, OK 73051 

Roger Fleischer, #161-439, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Emmette Mitchell , Box C-22649, 
Represa, CA 95671 

Ben Brewer, #94994, P.O. Box 97, 
McAlester, OK 74501 

Cliff Neeley, #00855-018, Box PMB, 
Talladega, AL 351160 

Michael P. LaMadline, #038696/Room 
13-3113, P.O. Box 747, Starke, Fl 32091 

Frederick Copley, #158-297, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Joe Dickerson, #14502, P.O. Box 41, 
Michigan City, IN 46360 

Howard Arnold, #160-145, P.O. Box 
69, London, OH 43140 

William McKinley, #160-664, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Raymond R. Grant, #162-260, P.O. Box 
69, London, OH 43140-0069 

David L. VanDusen, #073800, P.O. Box 
1100, Slot 1549, Avon Park, FL 33825 

Richard Joe Kidd, B-72191-H270, Box 
2000, Vacaville, CA 95696 

Ronald Bob Dixon, #16733, P.O. Box 
607-NNCC-Unit 2, Carson City, NV 
89701 

Rocky Cave, 205412-4, Box B, Ana
mosa, lA 52205 

Johnny Lee Jones, #95744, Box 548, 
Lexington, OK 73051 

Kevin T. Litsey, P.O . Box 7, San Pedro, 
CA 90731 

Lee Ginge,r, #140-381, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140-0069 

Isaac Lawson, #029385, P.O. Box 747, 
Starke, FL 32091 

Dana Wainright, #022037, P.O . Box 
747, Starke, FL 32091 

D.E. Winston, #150-887, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Christopher Harris, #162-099, P.O. 
Box 69, London, OH 43140-0069 

Otis Randall, #18090, P.O. Box 41, 
Michigan City, IN 46360 

Richard S. Halvorsen, #85423, CBB 
LR13, Angola, LA 70712 

George W. Britton, P.O . Box 500-
81715, Hillsboro, IL 62049 

Hank Purcell , Jr., 80C662, Box 618, 
Auburn, NY 13021 

Rickie Bohannon, #21320, P.O. Box W 
L-Unit, Lompoc, CA 93438. 

Steven Goss, #072816, P.O. Box 747 
L-S-2-6, Starke, FL 32091 

Cornelius Morrow, Jr., #077194/L-1-
N-5, P.O. Box 747, Starke, FL 32091. 

Fielding Downs, #164-142, P.O. Box 
69, London, OH 43140-0069 

Michael Moultrie, #156-398, P.O . Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 

Frederick A. Rose, #157-617, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001. 

Dwayne Otey, #156-609, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699. 

Todd D. Johnson, #160-096, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001 . 0 

That's it for this time. I just took over 
the column and you wouldn't believe 
the mail, but I guess you would by look
ing at all of these names. Give some one 
a few words; you'll be a better person 
for it. 

-Jay Bates 

CELLNOTE 

Rumor has it that Dillinger had a cock 
big enough to ch_oke a bull_elep~a.nt . 
Besides his crimmal explo1ts, Ddlm
ger was known to tear many a hole 
up. A folk hero to many people wh_o 
saw his passing as the loss of. a big 
time gangster, I am sure that his bed 
partners felt a deeper loss. 

The late John Dillinger an a slab at the 
Chicago morgue in 1934. Could this 
famous photo hove inspired the legend? 



LEATHER 
BULLETIN BOABD 

Well, here we are again. Got a 
letter from the Zodiacs, B.C., of Van
couver, Briti sh Co lumbia, with a 
group of pretty hot pix. On April24, 
1982, leather men from Portland, 
Seattle and Vancouver met at John 
Barley's in Vancouver for the first 
Pacific Northwest Mr. Leather. 
These men represented almost 
every leather/levi and uniform club 
and leather bar in the region. The 
judges (six in number) came from 
the Tri-City clubs and were really 
put to it since the contenders made 
it hard to pick the finalist. Mike 
McDade was finally selected as 1982 
Pacific Nothwest's Mr. Leather. Take 
a look at Mike and tell me that the 
judges weren't great authorities on 
leather and macho f lesh. Congratu
lations, Mike, may your reign in 1982 
serve the interests of your leather 
brethren as well as your own. Incid
entally, the proceeds from the big 
event were donated to the Van
couver Gay Community Centre 
Building Fund. Right on! 

San Francisco seems to always do 
their thing with great gusto and zip. 
If you're going to throw a party 
don ' t do it by half- measures. I was 
thrown for a loop (only for a second, 
though) by the heading on an 
announcement- The First Ladies 
United: The First Ladies United of 
the Barbary Coasters, California 
Motor Club, The Constantines, The 
Form, S.F.G.D.I., The Golden Gate 
Troopers, The Inter Club Fund, Man 
of the Year, Phoenix, and the War
locks are having a social event. 
Sounds more like a heavy, heavy 
convention! They are planning a 
barbecue-beer bash with Special 
Events, Awards, and a souvenir but
ton for a five-dollar donation . The 
release further states that "this is the 
first social event that the first ladies 
of San Francisco have had in several 
years and promises to be very uni
que." Right on! So, w hen does it all 
cume down? Sunday, August 8th 
from 3 to 6 in the afternoon at the 
S.F. Eagle. Don 't fo rget your five 
bucks. This sort of event will bring 
everyone out and it should . For 
strangers to San Francisco, I might 
point out that, although the date, 
August 8th , sounds hot and sweltry 
elsewhere, it will most likely be 
cool, if not downright chilly, great 
weather for leather gear. San Fran-

cisco gets a taste of near-hot 
weather in September and some
times October. So if any of you 
leathermen are planning to be in 
Baghdad-by-the-Bay in early 
August, be sure to pack your leath
ers and we'll be looking for you 
south of Market at the Ladies' bash. 

I just naturally grouse and growl 
about things, so you 've got to 
expect it. It's possible that many of 
you don't know about this column 
yet , or you might not be havinp any 
of your events yet, so there s no 
sense contacting me. 

Hans of SLM-Stockholm wrote a 
warm and helpful letter . SLM? Scan
dinavian Leather Men, of course. I 
figured ne knew that. As I 
said befo nt to get more and 

more material on our gn broth
ers. The leather fraternity is a small 
select group of men who are not 
limited by locality, language or any 
other differences. Another good 
example of this was a note from Pie
rre Coulombe of Montreal who 
expressed interest in Drummer put
ting together a page on Montreal so 
leather men in Montreal on vaca
tion will know where to go for wha
tever action they might be looking 
for. 

I don ' t think this is a bad idea and 
will follow up on it. If you guys think 
that ther~ is enough actio~ _and pla
ces to go 1n your commun1t1es, then 
we might do a page on you. 

Dialogue is essential for a column 
of this type, unless you are laking for 
a purely boring gossip sheet. Get 
your acts together and let me hear it. 

- Frank Hatfield 
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THE 
HOLE 

San Diego 
2820 Lytton 

"The Baths with a Masculine attitude ... " 

I 
I 

/ 
3955 4th Ave. 
phone 291 -BATH 

Club Bath Chain 
A private club. 



tlie 
Best of 

San Diego 
AS SEEN IN DRUMMER 

SAN DIEGO BARS AND DISCOS Area Code 71 4 

The Depot 239-4958 
1005 Kettne r (across from The Tra1n Station) 
Beer & Wine, Levi, Lots of Sailors 

Dillon's 295-2195 
1051 Universi ty Ave. (in the heart of ihe Gay Distr ict) 
Big Disco, featu res en tertainment. Game Rooms, etc.) 

The Hole 226-9019 
2820 Lytton Street 
TH E Origina l Leather Bar, Crypt Leathers inside 

The Hut 295-8205 
2581 Un iversi ty Ave. 
Friendly Western, Neighborhood bar 

Iron Spur 224-6409 
2734 Lytton Street 
Western / Leather, with Restaurant upstairs 

The Loading Zone 
1702 India Street 
Levi/Leather, 8 &0 Leathe rworks insi de 

Saloon Ill 
2236 Fern Street 
Levi, some Leather, Neighborhood 

230-1361 

284-2845 

Sundance Saloon 483-4642 
2730 Garnett Ave. (Pacific Beach Area) 
Western/ Leather, Brand New. Looks Good 

WCPC 295-3724 
Large Disco, 3 bars to sui t your avery mood 
Features Entertai nment 

BATHS 

Club Baths 291-2284 
3955 Fourth Avenue 
Large Jacuz1, Sli ngs & Fantasy Rooms Avai lable 

Dave's Baths 224-9011 
4969 Santa Monica Ave . (Ocean Beach Area) 
One block from the Beach , great outdoor Pool 

Volcan Baths 
805 West Cedar 
Outdoor Jacuzi & Pat io , Big with Military 

SAN DIEGO'S GAY RESTAURANTS 

Boardway Cafe & Park Place Ba r 
38 11 Park Blvd . 

NOW EVEN BETTE R FOR YOU 

MONDAY' WEDNE SDAY SPECIALS 

WHERE THE SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA MEN GO 

TO DANCE 

Steam Room 
Sauna Room 
Whirlpool 
Patio Sundeck 
Private Rooms 
Community Rooms 
Bunk room 
Lockers 
Snack Machines 
Dynamic Sound System 
Air Conditioning 
2 TV Lounges 
Security Boxes 
. . and more 

mat~riols. 

We also o//er c areful, personal, repairs and alterations. We don 't j&ut ma"e leather & 
a ccessories we c reate tit em exac tly to y our specifications and that is wh y we guarantee eac h 
and e &J ery sert~ice we preform/or you. Send /or our /ree c atalogue and s ee /or yourself wh y s o 
many leathermen hav e c hos en BLA C K S ABBA TH/orall of thei r c u s tom leather & a cceuorie 
requirements. Write tonight ! 

IBlL :~1\Cl' :S> :d 1!Hifl~H[1!J 
P.O . BOX 84165 
SAN DIEGO CA '2138 

VISIT OVR NE W S TO RE AT, 
rHzoADING ZoNE ,., IN DI A sr tAT D ATE } 

SAN DIE GO C A 230- 1361 
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SEX REARS ITS LOVELY HEAD 
It seems to have crept by us upon 

water, that particular music that sex 
makes when extrapol ated in the 
cinema. With the explicitness of Calig
ula and the hysteria of Deep Throat now 
firmly planted in the past, sex as a sub
ject has become subjected to a variety of 
treatments and sensibilities. 

Arnaldo labor's Eu Te Amo (I Love 
You) is a minor cultural r volution with 
South American maschismo at stake. 
Usually Brazilian films that take it off 
look and sound like the Italian sex 
comedies of the 1970s; the notable 
exceptions are the films of labor and a 
few others. While labor's All Nudity 
Shalf Be Punished spran g from similar 
coming-to-terms-with-desire sensibili
ties as his Italian counterparts, it went 
just beyond the pale with its cross sec
tion of Freudian inspired characters-to 
the film's advantage. Another Brazilian 
gem that translated well to North Amer
ican audiences, Dona Flor and Her Two 
Husbands, while not by Jobar, seemed 
to come fron the same 'new' school. 
Even the internal Bye Bye Brazil was on 
the right track in offering a face to South 
American sentiments tempered by a 
new mass consciousness of what it 
means to be a stereotype in the modern 
world; all these films attempt to human
ize what has til now been so many greas
ers chasing after ladies of, often, a 
foreign class. Eu Te Amo is about as far 
from Flying Down to Rio as the earth is 
from the moon. Yet all these films 
sprang from a single historic truth, Black 
Orpheus, the original sex-goddess-as
earth-mother Brazilian f il m. So, along 
with this new cultural look at 
themselves-because thi s is what the 
Brazilian cinema has been doing since 
Orpheus-Brazilian filmmakers have 
also been taking a look at their testicles 
and wondering what makes them work. 
It isn't a preoccupation with sex as a 
visual stimulus (as was largely the case 
with the Italians) but a preoccupation 
with sexual politics and what meaning 
/earned sexuality has on inherent sexu
ality; a renunciation of the old catholic 
guilt syndrome where the men got 
drunk before and after sex. 

If Jabor has drawn a comparison from 
the North American world, then it is 
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more from the stage of Edward Albee 
than the style of Linda Lovelace; Eu Te 
Amo is more like an explicit Who's 
Afraid of Virginia Woolf? than it is a 
Latino Deep Throat. And while labor 
pulls few punches in showing the 
audience just what kind of sexual car
thasis his characters are going through, 
he manages, unlike pornographic films 
in general , to keep the explicitness and 
the narrative line integrated. This is 
about as close to that rare coupling of 
explicit sex and plot as you can get (wit
ness the other achievers : Taxi Zum Klo 
and In the Realm of the Senses). Or as 
close as we have so far seen achieved 
(witness the failures : Caligula and 
Montenegro) . 

Also, labor doesn't feel inclined to 
st ick to just the biologicall y mixed sex
ual experience; his All Nudity has a sur
prise ending involving a gay man and in 

Amo his male protagonist experiments 
with a multi-layered psychosis during a 
daring scene in which he fellates a pre
operative transsexual. If labor is show
ing us the coming of age of real 
Brazilians, then there's hope that South 
America might actually make it out of 
th e stone age in our lifetimes. 

Shuji Terayama, on the other hand, 
would rather make the connection 
between art and sex through facade. His 
The Fruits of Pass ion , while a visually 
stunning film, doesn't advance beyond 
the level established by his countryman 
Oshima in his two controversial films In 
the Realm of the Senses and Empire of 
Passion (and I wonder if Terayama 
doesn't invite comparison to Oshima by 
titling his films to sound like Empire). 
Allegedly based on Pauline Reage s 
Return to the Chateau, Fruits of Passion 
is an exercise in historical decadance 



Top left: A Roman guard begins to put the new slave through his J his in Centurions of Rome. Bottom left: In Eu Te Amo, it's still 
paces while (above) a Roman general puts another slave through sexual warfare and conquest, only the sexes are different. 

that relies heavily on intell ectual literary ity, also failed to capture the highly- But because Centurions is your basic 
values. We are not seein g a new Japa- charged eroticism that made both pig's ear, no amount of money would 
nese sensibility in a film that comes books literary works of art. have made it into a silk purse. And that 
from, somewhat, a French novel, has a Centurions of Rome has been hyped doesn 't make Taxi an anomaly; Rip
leading German actor (Klaus Kinski) and to the point of overkill as the most lav- ploh's film follows a contemporary 
a French actress (Isabelle llliers) and is ish, most expensive explicit gay film ever trend of incorporating explicit sex into 
set in China during the Boxer Rebellion. made. $200,000 was spent to bring an material where the the sex is of inherent 
But what we are seeing is explicit sex original screenplay about two peasants importance to the development of 
hung on a cinematic style born right out enslaved to a depraved Roman emperor either the characters or the plot, or 
of the French New Wave of decades to the screen. And the sum, for a film of both. You don't necessarily leave the 
past. the genre in which Centurions belongs, film remembering it because of its sex 

The original Story of 0 fi lm, by French is a substantial one. If Frank Ripploh scenes, but because the sex scenes were 
director Georges Bataille, failed to cap- could create a masterpiece like Taxi a valid facet of the story. 
ture the eroticism of the book almost Zum Klo for a mere $50 ,000- Sexuality is a decent subject for films. 
completely. That film, in which there Centurions should have been able to Like the best Neil Simon comedy, they 
was no explicit sex and even little nud- realize itself with four times the money. can entertain; like the best Les Blank 
ity, depended heavily on the reputation Whatever it does, this film does not lift documentary, they can inform. And 
of the novel (not to mention the exp lo- itself by the bootstraps to the top of the somewhere between the two, films can 
siveness of the subject matter) to pro- porno pile, much less come in on a pia- exist with inherent sexual subject matter 
vide an emotional and sexual catharsis. teau anywhere near the non-porno that both captivates and makes an 
Fruits of Passion, which has what could genre. Even as a porno film it is lacking; important social statement . 
have been the benefit of explicit sexual- the sex is just this side of downright dull. -john W. Row berry 
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636 W. Washington Ave. 

- 608 I 255-0609 
Madison, 
Wisconsin 
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(312) 248-2700 
PRIVATE ROOM $17 
SEMI PRIVATE $15 DAILY 

COMMUNITY ROOM $13 

Your Host Wayne Martin 

ABBOTT 
HOTEL 

721 W. BELMONT AVE., 

The Inn San Francisco 
943 South Van Ness Avenue 

San Francisco 94110 

Telephone 415/641-0188 

INN ON CASTRO 
321 castro st. · san francisco 

94114. (415) 861·0321 

bed and breakfast guest house 
reservations requested 

YOVR SAN FRANCISCO 
HEADQUARTERS! 

At the GOUGH HAVES HOTEL 
visiting San Francisco 

Is the liveliest art of all •.. 
conveniently located near the 

Performing Arts Center in 
the heart of the city ... 

and central to the 3 hottest 
streets this side of paradise ... 
CASTRO, POLK & FOLSOM! 

• SAUNA • SUNDECK • RESTAURANT • 

• LOUNGES • WORKOUT ROOM • 

• EXTIL\-LONG FIRM BEDS • 
• PHONES AND T.V. • 

417GOUGH SANFRANCISC094102 

(415) 431-9131 

··················································· ; 3 Days 2 Nights 4 Days 3 Nights; 

l ~$26 ~$391 
~ ....... ~~!:~.~-(-~-~:.~.~: ...... ~ 

Rates Include: * *Two (or ttreel ~ts at HOtel Cdsa l~. 5ar'l Fr..N"cosco·s. 
La~ hotel EXQ.L&/ELY FOR GAY~ * *Ful u&e o1 aii.EN"S CluB lac•ttes lHotsPa wtwtx.JC:' 
Sana. Sl..ndac:kl 24 hol.ls * *rree an. . "WKO"''Itlo San FrarciSOO' P..-ty atlel' <j om. 
Fl'l1iJyS. "LNIO saJAR£ SAL()(J>t ooa.Aoar ~ 
~gay be." * *~ Co'*'rCal Ehal<tast eaCh rral'll"'g * * s~ ern ta s tz.ooaoo, tJ'\l8S 1:> be .:JW.roecJ, •962 

TR~TATl)N "'l:.)l Nl..LC£0 

Coolact 'f0.6 Travel AQII1I or 

"'oe~"' (800) 227-3040 USA 
~~~~~::.~~.'ROPERTIES. (800) 652-1880 Ca• 
San Francisco. Calilornia(415) 552-7100 



UNDERWEAR CHECK 
An irate former M arine, billed by 
the Veterans Admi nistration for a 
$354.93 overpayment they had 
made him on his G.l. Bill loan, 
sent the government agency a 
check for the amount written on 
the ass-end of a pa ir of his BVDs. 
The VA described the item as:" A 
pair of Hanes jockey shorts, size 
30. They ' re 100 percent cotton 
and machine washable. They ' ve 
got a black bord er around the 
waist, casually stitched." 

On the seat of the shorts was 
the outline of a check, over 8 
inches long and fo ur inches wide, 
made out to th e VA for the 
amount. When th e VA took the 
shorts to the bank to cash them, 
the bank officers agreed that they 
would- after t hey stopped 
laughing. However, the Califor
nia bank on whi ch the shorts 
were drawn, refused. 

A VA spokesma n said , "I think 
he was unhappy t at he had to 
pay it. I think this was symbolic of 
his unhappiness." Cute, but a 
note was enclosed with the brief 
check that obviously must have 
stat~d exactly how the former 
Manne felt about t he bill
because the VA is unwilling to 
disclose the cmuents of the note. 
They are very con cerned, how
ever, that this will inspire other 
former military personnel to 
make payments to the VA office 
in unique and unu sual manners. 

BIG BALLS FROM SPACE 
If you're looking for a painful, 
dangerous way to have your testi
cles enlarged, take a tip from the 
firemen who work at Cape Can
averal loading tox ic fuel aboard 
the various space rockets- it 
turns ?ut that monoomethyl
hydrazme, a color less fluid used 
in rocket fuel, cau sed the men's 
testicles to swell . How big are 
they? No one is say ing, but all the 
firemen requested new pants in 
much larger sizes. 

A space agency doctor tested 
the testicles of the infested men 
and sent them back to work . No 
cause for alarm because the 
chemical has never been noted 
to make balls bigger. What had 
been noted in the past, however, 
was that exposure did lead to 
complications in the blood , kid
neys and liver. The O SHA is look
ing into (or should we say upon) 
the matter, but refused to make 
any comments. 
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PLASTIC LEATHERMEN? 
Nearly, because the newest short
age to be fostered on the public is a 
total lack of metal zippers for black 
leather jackets. No, there are no 
hidden reserves of the industrial
type zippers hidden away in Iran 
waiting for the market to go up; 
they just are not being made any
more. Look for the all n"ew nylon 
zippers on this fall 's black leather 
jacke'-. Then uy, v;cg;n;a, uy. '~ 

KILROY WAS HERE, TOO 
This has to be the biggest priapi in 
America (thicker than the 
Washington Monument at the 
head)- the symbol of the Knox
ville World's Fair, fashioned after 
the cock of a Tennessee man who 
was called " Old Mushroom Dick" 
by his close friends. The square 
balls are obviously a concession to 
the space age, and the scant 
bushes at the base are some mad 
environmentalist's idea of nature's 
pubic hair. It can be seen , and rid
den, daily . 

A EUNUCH SITUATION 
Eunuchs (castrated males) still 

exist in the world , although they 
no longer serve as harem 
attendants. It is estimated that 
today there are about 3500 hij
ras, or eunuchs, in Bombay, 
India. As recently as 10 years ago 
in Afghanistan , castrated boys 
sometimes were traded for 
horses and cattle to serve as sex
ual slaves. And in the 1950s in 
Scandinavia, 250 males were 
castrated- mostly for criminal 
acts, but some merely for being 
"troublesome." The Nazis sexu
ally butchered scores of "unde
sirable" men, including 
homosexuals and the retarded . 

Indian and Pakistani hijras are 
initiated at a young age and 

/ " : •F• 
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become eunuc s during an 11-
day ritual. On each of the first 10 
days, a priest asks the initiate, 
"Do you want to become a 
eunuch?" to which the boy 
answers "yes." At dawn on the 
last day, the boy is held by four 
eunuchs, drenched with cold 
water and mildly anesthetized, 
then suffers the excision of his 
genitals. Some die. Hijras wear 
women's clothes and display 
feminine mannerisms. They 
work as prostitutes and enter
tainers celebrating births and 
marriages for money. When hij
ras die, they are escorted 
upright to the graveyard in the 
middle of the night, to keep the 
death as private as the life had 
been in the hijra community . 



CROCODILES FEAST ON ZAMBIANS 
Crocodiles eat 30 villagers a month on the shores of Lake Mweru Wan

tipa near the Zair border, according to the Zambia Daily Mail. 
The government-owned newspaper said villagers were complaining that 

the government wasn 't providing adequate protection. 
Titus Kabwe, the government's district secretary in the lake region , said, 

"The lake is infested with so many human-hunting reptiles. Villagers are 
dragged into the lake by crocodiles from as far away as one-third of a mile 
from the shores o f the lake. " 

Kabwe told the newspaper that government wildlife officals concen
trated on killing young crocodiles beause they are worth more money. 

"But the unfortunate thing," a game department officalsaid, " is that it is 
the old crocodiles which attack people. " 

NAVY ENDS SALE 
OF HORSE MEAT 
Prodded by senators from cattle
producing states and citing poor 
sales, the Navy plans to yank horse 
meat off commissary shelves in 
three New England states, ending a 
four-month experiment. 

Sales of 4596 pounds of the horse 
meat during that period did not 
justify continuing to stock it, the 
Navy said. 

Privately, though, officers said 
criticisms from Senators Lloyd 
Bentsen, D-Texas, and John 
Melcher, D-Mont., both from 
cattle-producing states, had more 
to do with the decision than poor 
sales. 

In letters to Navy Secretary John 
F. Lehman, Jr., the senators com
plained of inhumane treatment 
some horses received before 
being slaughtered for the food, 
and said the horse meat sales 
harmed the already troubled cattle 
industry. 

"I was extremely disappointed 
to learn that the Navy commissar
ies now offer horse meat for sale in 
competition with American beef," 
Bentsen wrote. "For the past two 
years prior to this January, cattle 
have been selling for less than their 
cost of production. Consumer 
consumption of beef has been 
declining." 

President Ronald J. Corn of Che
valean Foods of Hartford, Conn., 
which distributed the frozen horse 
meat, blamed the influence of 
Bentsen and Melcher for the dem
ise of the commissary sales. 

"We felt we need the credibility 
of the Navy to show the American 
people that horse meat is a deli
cious, saleable item," Corn said. "I 
believe this whole thing, frankly, is 
to put us out of business." 



RESTAURANT 
Now Serving 

~!!1!!1!1 Great Recession 
lfl!! Dinners. 

MONDAY 
THRU 

FRIDAY 

(~) 
FOlSOM STREET 

1.00 Spagetti Feed 
SUNDAYS 

A PRIVATE MEMBERSHIP CLUB 

OPEN HOURS 

8pmto!Oam

Wednesday & Thursday 

8 pm Friday through 

lOam Monday 

INFORMATION / RESERVATIONS 777-1513 

Everybody loves us I 

Hotel ElDorado 
A renovated Victorian centrally located 
to the Folsom, Castro and Polk areas. 

· Morning coffee in the skylit lounges, 
free continental breakfast, impeccably 
maintained rooms. Join guests from 

around the world in the warm and friendly 
experience that has made us the 

San Francisco favorite. 

a pensione in San Francisco 
Rates 1rom $23.50 150 Ninth Street (415) 552-3100 



L 5 D 

~"'-#,.,. 

THE WATERIN' HOLE 
Will be Celebratin' Its 

5th Anniversary 
at the Corner of 6th and Folsom 
Come, Help Celebrate A Tradition 
in South of Market San Francisco 

OPEN Gam 7 days a week 

I 



BALL BEARING 
If you're into big balls t hat bounce 
back, then Yank Putnam has just the 
pair. Box 14151, S.F., CA 94114. 

ISH MEAT & BALLS 
This 29-year-old leathe rguy is visit
ing the US in late '82. If you ' re a big, 
hairy, dominant leather or uniform 
stud, he'd like to get down and show 
you some Swedish service. Anders, 
c/o SLM-Stockholm, Box 9239, S-
10273, Stockholm, Sweden. 
DRUMMER 82 

WANNABE A 
TOUGH CUSTOMER? 
If you got it, flaunt it . And who 
knows, it may turn someone on. 
A good, clear black and white 
photo showing off your stuff 
can get you in if the stuff is hot 
and the way you show it off is 
imaginative. Send your best 
shot to Tough Customers
/Drummer, 15 Harriet Street, 
San Francisco, CA 94103. No 
photo can be returned. 

GERMAN SAUSAGE 
"I spent my summer vacation having 
my ass stuffed by this tireless Ger
man stud from Frankfurt. When he 
wasn ' t dipping his pole into my 
bowels, he was bouncing his heavy
weight balls off my chest while he 
used my throat as a cock sheath," 
writes a well-traveled Drummer 
reader. Is this the German idea of a 
passport photo? 

BOUND TO SERVE 
"This novice piss-drinking slave will 
take your bladderfull, then fuck his 
warm mouth til your dick 9ets hard 
and plow it into his hot ass. ' That's a 
mouthful from a slave that is also 
into hardhats, cops, or anything in 
uniform. Wanna wet him down? 
Write: Box 1185, New York, NY 
10009. 



NEW ENGLAND HARDCORPS 
"This worthless slave goes ape over 
being tied up in leather bondage 
and having a young master face and 
ass fuck him." If you want to give 
Lou a hand (or some dick), you can 
contact him through his Drumbeat 
ad, No. 2025. 

My Master has ordered this worthless 
ass dog slave to write the Masters at 
Drummer, Sir, and enclose the two pic
tures of this worthless ass dog slave , Sir. 
Sir, my Master thinks that you , Sir, might 
want this worthless ass dog slave for 
your Tough Customer section , Sir. 

My Master keeps me shaved, Sir, for 
his enjoyment, Sir. Sir, this worthless ass 
dog slave must also make itself available 
anytime to anyone who my Master 
wants, Sir. Sir, this worthless ass dog 
slave enjoys serving its Master by servic
ing my Master, drinking his piss, wear
ing my Master 's chains, and eating from 
a dog dish on the floor to please my 
Master, Sir. 

Sir, this worthless ass dog slave hopes, 
Sir, that its worthless ass hide is good 
enough to be displayed to your readers, 
Sir. 

Sir, thank you, Sir, for considering this 
worthless ass dog slave. 

BALLBOY WANTS BATTER 
Our well-tied tough customer 
stands 5'11", 175 lbs., is 46 and knows 
a ball-player when he sees one. And 
also knows how to tie up a pair for 
the final inning. If you got the balls, 
here's how to get them handled: 
M.P., Box 305, Carlsbad, CA 92008. 

BONDAGE(HEAVY)TOP 
Thirty years old and ready to tie your 
ass to the wall. Drop him a line and 
he' ll string you to it. jim Burns, 6864 
Bonita Terrace, No. 303, L.A., CA 
90068. 

DADDY'S BOY 
This hot young thing likes big, beer
bellied daddies with beards. Stuff 
his malebox: Barry, Box 4244, S.F ., 
CA 94101 . 

DRUMMER 83 
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THE DIXIE CLUB. ··········· 
HOT VIDEO & PHOTOS! 

1. The Beautiful color alb um of the Dixie 
Stars. 30 prints in color plus order 
information on jumbo photo sets: S12. 
2. The color brochure, describing the 
benefits of the Dixie Club, a Club unique 
in all the wolld! Includes f ree samples of 
our color prints: 53. 
3. New Video library. Full d etails on this 
low cost way to enjoy the top films : 51 . 
4. Full Membership in the Dixie Club. 
Includes all of the above plus discounts 
on modeling sessions, photo sets, 
products, magazines, video library, and 
much more. Get-Acquianted limited 
Membership: 52S. 
It's easy to start coming: Call Fort 
Lauderdale !305> 761-7756 / Miami !305> 
944-8248 OR mail this coupon today. The 
Dixie Stars travel anywhere ... for 
modeling sessions only . 

Mail today to: The Dixie Club, PO Box 
8636, Madeira Beach, FL 33738 
Please send me: 1. Album, 512, 2. 
Brochure, 53, 3. Video library details, 
51, 4. Get-Acquainted Membership, 525. 

I enclose 5 , or charge: 
D MASTERCARD D VISA ll AMEX 

II II IJM1s~EJ cURdE Jx.l l l I I 
INTERBANK DATE 

Name ____________________ __ 

Signature __________________ _ 

Address 

City ___ state __ _ 

ZiP·----

1 am over 18 years of age. 

17816 LEE ST. 

--------------------------------DRUMMER 84 

ltf2 • "MEN FOR RENT" 
Hard action story of what really 
happens between male models 
and the photographers who 
hire them . This film runs the 
whole gamut on boy/ boy sex I 

Rare footage of sex 
stars Rick Cassidy and 
Jack Dakota seen in hot. 
aggressive , ecstatic sex! 
Not to be missed 1 

Try our convertible Bmm/super 8 

200 Ft. FILM VIEWER 
only $12 95 with the purchase 

• of any film 
FEATURES : Capable of viewing any 
film up to 200 ft . • Simple to 
operate with 2 small batteries • 
Threads in seconds • Large clear 
color or B & W image • Adjustable 
focus • Stop action on any frame • 
Portable • Guaranteed 

RODS & REELS Dept. D DO 
7313 Melrose Ave . Los Angeles , Ca 90046 

1 1 enclosed$ D Cash D Check D M.D. 

D ltF1 0 ltF2 D ltF3 @ $14 .95 ea . 

D Special! All 3 films @ $30 

VIEWER ; D W/film .. $12.95 D Alone .. $19.95 
Add $2 per order for postage & handling 

NAME ______________________ ___ 

ADDRESS 

CITY STAT ZIP _ _ 



ROBERT HENRI TRAVEL, LTD. NAME 
2281 Union Street/San Francisco, CA 94123 ------------------
01 want to know more. Send me your brochure. ADDRESS ________________ _ 
(applicable). Enclosed is a buck 
DJ'm sold. Here is $150 deposit for my reservatio~ . CIN, STATE, ZIP ______________ _ 
Dl want to know more about the Leather Fraternity. 
(applicable). Enclosed is a buck Charge it to my DVISA DMASTERCARD no .. _____ _ 
1 am over 21 years of age Signature Expires 



Name 

Address 

City, State 

Signature 

WINGS DISTRIBUTING/FIFTEEN HARRIET STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 (415) 864-3456 

YES! I want HIM. Enclosed is my check or money 
order for __ HIM a t $25.00 per box, including 
shipping (Calif. residents add 6% sales tax ). 

- ---==--___ [J VISA D MasterCard 
Zip 

Account No Expiral!on Date 
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