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"If a man does not keep 
pace with his companions, 
perhaps it is because he 
hears a different drummer. 
Let him step to the music 
which he hears, however 
measured or far away." 

Henry David Thoreau 

6 MALECALL/DEAR SIR The reader-written department 
8 SO YOU WANT TO OWN A LEATHER BAR? 

In which the publisher of Drummer takes you by the hand and leads 
you down the no t-so-primrose path of owning and operating your 
very own hango ut for the leatherworld. 

16 ORUMMER DADDIES 
This month's crop of ass-spanking dads and their ass-upended sons; 
every son gets what he deserves in the end. 

19 HOUSTON PICKS MR. LEATHERMAN 
The Loading Dock in Houston staged the 1982 Houston Mr. Leather
man Contest and Drummer was there to tell you about the Lone Star 
State's hottest stud. 

25 DRIFTERS TELL 0 TALES 
Cap Zarkel's tale of a drifter and troublemaker who gets into a mess 
of trouble he never counted on. 

35 KICKBOXER 
Mako's adventure in the professional world of kickboxing takes an 
unexpected turn as number one son finds a new home. 

41 THE DRUMMER FETISH SURVEY 
Here's your chance to tell Drummer all about your deepest sexual 
secrets- and m aybe tell the world. 

44 DRUMSTICKS just kidding. 
45 LUKE DANIEL BARES ALL 

An exclusive only Drummer could bring you: Luke Daniel, Mr. 
International Leather 1982 and Mr. Drummer 1982 shows you the 
real stuff in all its ball-busting glory. 

53 DRUMBEATS Strictly Grade A choice meat.. . chow down! 
73 DRUM Bill Ward's superhung superhero starts a new adventure. 
77 DRUMMEDIA 

Greeks, goats, Gandhi, rockers. Then, spies and counterspies. 
81 TOUGH SHIT More of the best from the un-real world 
83 TOUGH CUSTOMERS 

These guys keep their used rubbers for birthday gifts. 
86 CONRAP Drop these lonely guys a line. 
87 LEATHER BULLETIN BOARD News from the boot and chain crowd 
88 EPILOGUE ON FORESKINS 

Our series on fo reskins and circumcision caused a lot of readers to 
peel back theirs and send us some observations. 

94 IN PASSING W arming up at the Gay Olympic Games 
Cover and page four photos: Luke Daniel, Mr. Leather International '82 
opens up for Drummer readers. Photos by S.C. Maier. 

Although always very supportive of 
the Chicago MR. LEATHER INTERNA
TIONAL contest and the exciting Leath
erman convention it creates eath 
spring, DRUMMER made some critical 
statements some time back about some 
past winners of the contests, more in the 
form of a question: Whatever became 
of them? 

This year our contestant LUKE 
DANIEL won the grand prize, with 
JOHN PONCE, who was our MR. 
DRUMMER Northern California, com
ing in as second runner up. We ran cov
erage of the contest itself and a spread 
on our winners. 

We know what became of john. He 
moved to Chicago. And Luke? Between 
his whirlwind tours on behalf of his 
titles, he has rescinded his own rule of 
not doing full nudes and has given us an 
exclusive with his first nudes since his 
baby pictures. 
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MALECALL/Dear Sir: 
DRUMMER SEIZED 

The last two issues of Drummer maga
zine have been seized by New Zealand 
customs, and I have in cl uded my sug
gestions for sending the magazine. 
Hopefully this will get around the cus
toms problem. Once the laws in this 
country change, which should be this 
coming year, then I am sure we will not 
have the same problems. 

Name and Address 
with held by request 

FROM THE ASHES 
I really enjoyed Robe rt Payne 's article 

on cigar smokers (Ciga rs and the Men 
Who Smoke Th em, Drummer 52), but 
what else would you expect from the 
hottest magazine going! Who was that 
hot man on the cover of Issue 52? Sure 
would like to see more of him! 

S. Robeson 
jacksonville, FL 

Editor 's Note: We 'd lik e to see more of 
him too. He was a contestant in the Mr. 
So uth of Market Contest and turned on 
the crowd when he lit up his Ritmeester 
Elite. 

YES, DADDIES 
I have really enjoyed very much your 

series on Drummer Daddies. It's nice to 
know that there 's still someone who 
cares about the rest of us. 

j .R. 
Virginia 

A EUROPEAN VIEW 
To come to San Francisco, what a 

treat! After long, dull hours of flying 
from Europe to the land of liberty and 
freedom, after passin g the degrading 
questions of immigrat ion, even after 
passing the U.S. Customs unharmed 
(with half the suit case fi ll ed with leather 
gear and fairly unexpl ainable items), I 
finally make it to my fri end 's house. Still 
fighting a 9-hour jet lag, I shave, shower, 
shit, and am ready to hit the bars for a 
welcome drink. The bars ... that 's 
where the surprise starts. 

For Europeans, Ame rica is known as a 
country where people are very free and 
open-minded . Perhaps that 's not true in 
Salil Francisco, or perhaps just not true 
for the men in the bars on Folsom Street. 
Dressed in full leath er, chains, cock 
rings, hankies and what-have-you, they 
all look inviting. A European leatherman 
looks at American leathermen and 
thinks he understands w ho and what he 
is looking at- not so. The men standing 
around the bar are artfu lly arranged and 
in place, carefully posed mobile statues, 
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right down to their sunglasses (mir
rored , at night, in a bar ... )-the brim of 
the cap pulled down to the bridge of the 
nose (so that they can't see anyone who 
might look as good? who might care to 
get their attention?), legs spread exactly 
one-and-a-half feet apart, toes pointed 
to the outside, one thumb hooked into a 
belt, the other hand holding a bottle of 
beer. About the beer- always low
calorie so as not to upset the delicate 
balance of muscles attained after hours 
and hours of gymwork- the bottle is 
gripped around the neck by the fist, the 
bottom edge of the bottle might rest 
against the thigh. But even the act of 
drinking from the bottle is rehearsed , 
carefully, probably in the bathroom at 
home in front of the mirror- the elbow 
has to be raised to the level of the 
shoulder and the head has to be tilted 
back to get the liquid to pour into the 
mouth (without the cap falling off!). 

If someone is talking to you (and only 
because you started the conversation) 
his response will probably be limited to 
single-word sentences like "Yeah" and 
"Oh, yeah" and "Hmmm," or a combi
nation of the above. If you luck out and 
find someone who can actually verbal
ize a complete sentence, chances are 
each one will start with "If you know 
what I mean ... "or "You know ... " or 
" Hey, man ... "- all of which really 
becomes boring after you 've heard it 
three times. 

But there is still hope. Better educated 
people tend to congregate around the 
pool table. That has to be true because 
they know one more phrase : "Good 
shot," which is said after every shot, 
regardless of how good or bad it might 
be. If you think I' m exaggerating, eaves
drop the next time you pass a pooltable. 

Please don ' t take this as all bitterness 
about the men in bars. Some of the 
really hot men in San Francisco never 
even go into a bar, because they're 
already convinced that Prince Charming 
couldn 't possibly be there. So they only 
go to bars when they are closing, taking 
up the same pose adopted by the men 
inside, only outside. When nothing 
happens, it's off to cruise the South of 
Market alleys. This can be done on foot 
or in a car, each of which has advan
tages. In a car you can stay nice and 
warm if it 's cold outside; you can see the 
people walking up and down the alley, 
only it's difficult to start up an instant 
conversation with someone who is mov
ing past you. If you're walking, then you 
can talk to other people who are walk-

ing, but you can't see very well into the 
cars that are cruising. And it can be very 
cold. 

If the alley isn't productive, there is 
always the baths, the court of last resort 
on any evening. While everyone is wait
ing for Superman in the bars or in the 
alley, no one really cares who they get at 
the baths as long as he's got a cock or an 
asshole, or both. The art of conversation 
South of Market is definitely dead, but 
perhaps so is sincerity. It wasn't always 
that way. I've been here enough times 
to know. And this observation isn't 
limited to San Francisco; it would apply 
to a number of large American cities. 

MORE CUTS 

Name and Address 
withheld by request 

How about an article that shows a cir
cumcision? You could have photos of 
the guy and his uncut dick, the opera
tion, and what it looks like afterward. 
Maybe a first person account of a cir
cumcision, and how sex felt for the first 
time after a circumcision. How about it? 

R.O.K. 
New Orleans, LA 

DEAR DRUMMER 
As I sit here in a small town in the 

south I wonder if you guys in big cities 
know how exciting and painful it is to 
read about the leather clubs and groups 
and all the things they do. just the idea 
of going to a bathhouse that has a sling 
room with somebody in the sling is 
much more than I can expect to find on 
a Saturday night in this berg. 

A leather bar? There's a truck stop a 
few miles out of town . But don' t get 
your hopes up; this truck stop is more 
like a boardinghouse dining room than 
the kind you see on television or read 
about in porn stories. There isn't even a 
glory hole in the john; it only holds one 
and has a lock on the inside. The 
truckers who stop there are usually 
overweight and speeding like crazy (and 
I'm talking drugs, not driving). 

Camden is a few miles from Luanne, 
and if you've never heard of either of 
these places then you can guess how 
remote leather life is from my day to day 
chores. Sure, I can get in my car and 
drive to Little Rock and spend the week
end and hope. And I can run an ad in 
Drummer and see if someone wants to 
vacation in rural America and hope that 
whoever answers isn't being chased by 
the Feds, or on drugs, or an axe
murderer. But nobody in his right mind 
wants to come here, not even for a blind 



date with a horney hillbi lly. 
Why do I stay? Well , it's like this. 

bought a house in Camd n because my 
parents lived here and back when they 
were living I didn' t know l ife would ever 
be like it is. There was no Drummer, no 
" leather lifestyle," no " gay commun
ity." There was just me and a few quick 
blow jobs in gas station restrooms. 
There was one or two buddies in high 
school who were willing to experiment 
because getting laid back t hen required 
a wedding band and a lot of I do's, I 
promise's, and I will ' s. Why didn 't I 
leave when my parents d ied (they lived 
across the street) and I realized there 
was nothing for me here? I' m 45 years 
old. I've lived here almost all my life. 
How does a man my age just pick up and 
go when everything seems to indicate 
that I' m past the time wh n I can attract 
the kind of partner who appeals to me? 
And exactly where do I go? 

I' m not dumb. I may not be sophisti
cated, but I know that in leather circles 
the kind of guys I like looking at and 
dream about are the ki nd of guys in 
demand. I' m not bad looking, but I'm 
no spring chicken, either. The idea of 
spending the rest of life j ust looking for 
someone and possibly never getting 
past first base seems to me no less 
depressing than my current situation . 

RODGER'S 
PHONE FANTASY 

The main line to fantasy gives you your choice 
from the choicest of men, trained by 
Rodger to give you phone pleasure . . . 
No time limit' 

Call (213) 274-7487 

---

VISA 
\000 lll \Silo 11 '1 

Ask abou t our Special Fantasy 
Phone C lu b Membership. 

One last thing. I raise chickens and ~iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii~~~~~~~ii~~~~~~~~~~i rabbits, and I have a small business 
going that makes me a living. Is there 
much demand for chickens and rabbits 
South of Market? 

I don't expect an answer. I really 
wanted to wr ite to tell you how much 
Drummer has made my life liveable. I 
can strap on my cockri ng and flip 
through the pages of your magazine and 
be anyone, doing just what I want to do 
to someone else. But to all you guys that 
think living in a " ghetto" is terrible, try 
sleeping in my bed . 

M Torres 
Camden, AK 

(Editor's Note : Some advice, wanted or 
not. Forty-five is hardly out of the run
ning. Look at our very popular 
Drummer Daddies series for evidence. 
Even if the Daddy-Son sc ne isn't your 
bag, men your age are in demand. Run 
away from home. If you are unhappy, if 
you think there 's more to life than you 
have, then sell your business, sell your 
house, pick a city that appeals to you
something at least as big as Houston, 
New Orleans, Miami, Washington DC, 
or even San Francisco or New York
and move there. Even if you kick the 
bucket at 60, the experien ces of the next 
fifteen years are worth it. In the immor
tal words of Dr. Frank N. Furter, " Don 't 
dream it- be it! " ) 

(Continued on page 91) 

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 1.0 . 

THE STUDSTORE 
17 HARRIET/ SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 LINE ONE 

Send me _ Dog Tag s with the attached copy. 
Enc losed is $ . LINE TWO 

NAME _ ____________________ __ 
LINE THREE 

ADDRESS--- - ---- ----
CITY,ST ATE,ZIP _________________ _ 

LINE FOUR (Please print) 
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GET A GOOD LOCATION 
The days of being willing to travel all 

over the place to seek o ut a gay bar are 
over, gentle readers. And even a leather 
bar, once as scarce as a w hore at a Baptist 
convention, in some cit ies can be found 
as convenient as a fast-food outlet. Tired 
old storefront bars that were entered by 
the back door are quaint, even historic, 
but definitely passe. 

So far as locations in San Francisco go, 
the corner of Eleventh and Folsom had 
always appealed to me. The place, once 
named the Leatherneck, had had wait
ing lines to get in for o ne brief shining 
moment. Then the Black & Blue opened 
at Eighth and Howard and the fickle 
crowd went there. The Leatherneck 
remodeled, floundered and not much 
was heard from it after that. When the 
Black & Blue got in tro uble with the ABC 
for allowing sex in the back areas, their 
license was suspended and their little 
house of cards fell. The Boot Camp had 
the same trouble at the same time and so 
did the Ambush. Sudde nly the Brig (for
merly No Name, then the Bolt) became 
the place to go. The Leatherneck, the 
Boot Camp, and the Bla ck & Blue had all 
been beer bars. The Brig had a full liquor 
license and set the sty le for leather bars 
after that. 

Eleventh and Folso m had changed 
hands and been rechristened the 
Plunge because of its big outdoor swim
ming pool , one of only two outdoor 
commercial pools in San Francisco. 
After that it was ca lled Dirty Sally's 
(named, we assume, for one of the 

owners, Joe Sally) and briefly before 
another demise, the Stables. It was 
closed until we came along. 

There it sat: two barrooms, swimming 
pool , locker rooms, enough toilet and 
shower facilities to run a YMCA, fire pit, 
kitchen and an apartment of sorts up 
front . What more could any bar owner 
want? 

I remember that July 4th mainly 
because my lover and I fought the 
whole day over the advisability of going 
into the bar business. Why in hell did I 
want a bar? Why do .people climb 
mountains, for godsake? Ever since I can 
remember I had dreamed of owning a 
bar in San Francisco. Years before, a 
friend of mine, Bob Damron, had 
moved from los Angeles to San Fran
cisco, gone into the bar business there 
and prospered. At the t ime that seemed 
like the ultimate. And he didn 't stop 
with one business, he had an interest in 
virtually a chain of restaurants and bars. I 
had been offered an interest in a Dam
ron enterprise in Hollywood by one of 
his partners. I had turned it down and 
after the Red Raven opened on Mel
rose, I felt like the guy who turned down 
Cone With The Wind because nobody 
would ever go to see a Civil War picture. 
The Raven turned out to be the most 
successful gay bar in L.A .'s history and 
remained so until the l.A.P.D. finally 
(and illegally) closed it down at the 
insistence of a homophobic city council 
member. Now, sitting, wait ing for me at 
the corner of Eleventh and Folsom was 
my dream, my mountain to conquer and 

the only thing standing in the way was 
this disagreement with my lover who, it 
shou ld be said, is seldom too wrong 
about many things. But, where angels 
fear to tread , I rushed in. 

THERE IS NOTHING MORE POW
ERFUL THAN AN IDEA WHOSE 
TIME HAS COME 

DRUMMER had been packing houses 
all over the country with DRUMMER 
parties, contests and promotions. The 
logical conclusion was: Why not try 
packing our own house? Even in Boston 
where there was no leather bar at the 
time, an entrepreneur had filled a disco 
with 1500 men and furnished us some of 
the hottest photographs for a no-leather 
town I had ever seen. Florida, both 
Miami and Key West, hardly heavy 
leather towns, had had similar results. 
We had four big parties for the maga
zine's anniversary in June and all but 
one had been packed to the rafters . The 
less-than-dazzling one had been in a big 
out-of-the-way place named the Asy
lum , which was for sale. In fact, that was 
the deciding factor that kept us from 
establishing its location at Eighth and 
Bryant as the Drummer Club, thank 
goodness. Someone else bought it and 
lost a bundle with a Polk Street type 
operation. 

So, up came the idea of a Drummer 
Key Club. Simply expand the leather 
Fraternity to include Key Club member
ship at no extra charge. Throw in the 
subscription, free classifieds and all the 
other Fraternity goodies they got 

THE BAR USINESS ISN'T A SURE WAY TO SUCCESS AND 
SATISFACTION. JUST ASK THE MAN WHO OWNED ONE! 
DRUMMERS 



The above was from the DRUMMER 
party In Boston. Such energy and tur
nouts made the decision to have 

already, plus now a private club with 
pool at no extra cost- it was a natural! 
Hot diggity dog! 

CLEAN UP THE JOINT AND GO 
TO WORK 

My lover continued to shake his head, 
but ceased being so vocal about his 
objections. We took possession and I 
was handed enough keys to add to my 
chain to make me walk with a list to port 
(or is it starboard?). We inspected the 
property like a couple of lords of the 
manor. Not that we hadn't been in it 
before but now it was ours! 

The inventory was distinguished 
mostly by the fact that there wasn't any, 
other than half a dozen bar stools and 
enough plastic tubing for soft drink 
guns to equip the Queen Mary. An ille
gal no-plumbing service bar in the 
second barroom did hold an old, but 
working, pink Westinghouse double
door refrigerator. And that is more than 
you could say for the big one in the 
kitchen. Its illness was terminal, as was 
the large restaurant range under an 
enormous hood. I opened the oven 
door, which promptly fell off into a pile 
of rust. 

The place had been gutted. No sound 
system, not even speakers. A few token 
glasses which couldn't be used around 
the pool (now a brown ish green with an 
oily layer of soot on top). The first thing I 
did was to get out the hose and water 
the dead and dying plants in the big 
compound. A few of them had survived. 
There was hope. 

Somebody had to clean up the place 
for starters. Our photo editor recom
mended (no, sugg est ed; 'recom
mended' is too strong a word) a fellow 
who needed a place to live (the begin
ning of a string of likely-situated 
employees) who, in our man's words, 

DRUMMER'S own place for such actlv- not to even raise an eyebrow In San 
/ties almost Inevitable. However, what Francisco. 
knocked 'em dead In Boston seemed 

was a bit strange, but needed work and 
was available. He appeared as if by 
magic and I came by a day or two later to 
see the results of his efforts. There wer
en't any. Our star empoyee was fixing 
up his little nest in the apartment and 
announced he would like to talk to me 
about 'his contract, before he got 
involved.' 

"What kind of contract, Harry?" I said, 
patting him on the head. He whipped 
the document out. Neatly and labor
iously lettered in pencil was his version 
of an agreement that would have done 
the AFL-CIO proud with some colorful 
clauses they couldn't have thought of in 
their wildest dreams. 

"Very nice, Harry. But what have you 
been doing here for the past couple of 
daxs?" 

'This," he said proudly, thrusting the 
note paper back at me. I told him I 
would really read his epistle but right 
now we were fighting a deadline. We 
went to" a·paint store and I bought every 
can of discontinued or mismixed paint 
they had. I even picked up a few gallons 
of intended colors and we went back 
and mixed them in two thirty-gallon 
cleaned-up garbage cans. The result was 
a triumph. It was exactly the shade of 
olive-drab doggy-do brownish-grey I 
wanted. I handed our man one of the 
virgin brushes and started him painting 
the high corrugated fence aroung the 
pool yard. Patting him on the head 
again, I complimented his stroke and 
left him. That evening I came by and he 
was back in his apartment, nestled on 
the bed listening to a tinny radio blaring 
static. He hardly had painted enough 
fence to get the brush wet. And upon 
examining the work, it looked as though 
it had been done with a broom. 

Harry wasn ' t interested in painting or 
cleaning or work, only his contract-

and possibly his retirement and pen
sion. He stayed the night and I bade his 
goodbye the next morning. But I still 
feel sentimental about him. He was the 
first in a string of losers in the game of 
Getting The Place in Shape. 

Next was a carpenter named Tuck or 
Chuck who had worked on the place 
before, in fact claimed to have worked 
on most of the bars in the area. He told 
us that the bar counter itself, almost a 
S.F. landmark, had to be replaced. The 
dimensions were wrong; it had to have 
redwood contact on the floor and dif
ferent proportions. But it would only 
take two weeks. It took five and after he 
finally disappeared completely, it 
remained unfinished. Some days he 
wouldn't appear at all; some days he cut 
out at noon for lunch and never came 
back. It turned out he spent most of his 
time and all his money at nearby bars. 
Giving him an advance was a mistake, so 
was paying him. It merely insured we 
wouldn't be seeing him until his cash 
ran out. 

It remained for Richard, a semi
recommended craftsman who liked 
guys but 'wasn't gay.' He wasn't emo
tionally too stable either, although his 
carpentry was superior to his predeces
sors. We arranged to pay him at the end 
of the project (after all, one learns as one 
goes along). He didn't finish his jobs 
either; perhaps the sight of the other 
workers running around half-nude (or 
occasionally bare-ass) was too much for 
him. He did, however, complete Tuck's 
bar. 

Then came the electrician, a friend of 
one of the carpenters, who put in an 
overly-complicated lighting system, the 
most expensive he could find, and 
removed all the existing plugs for some 
strange reason. He stormed out when 
we requested he replace them. "You'll 
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Workman poses before an uncom
pleted mural by Chuck Arnett. The 
mural became the background for a 
DRUMMER cover, so did the model on 
another cover several months later. 

hear trom me," he bellowed as he 
exited . But we never did. 

There is a city code which demands 
that only a licensed electrician can 
install the' clean line' which another city 
code requires for the pi nball machines. 
We called a total of seventeen (17, count 
' em) from the list in the yellow pages. Of 
these, five called back and only three 
actually showed up. We chose the gay 
one, who unfortunately had to take a 
shon vacation before he could get to 
work on it. He vacationed until a new 
city code took effect that all pin balls had 
to have the Underwrit r's Seal. Since 
none of them did, we couldn't get our 
permit stamped. The guy finally put in 
the clean line, which we never used 
when we finally did get the machines in. 

BUSY HANDS ARE HAPPY 
HANDS 

Then came a small blessing into our 
lives. One of our acquaintances called 
to tell me that his curren t slave (Number 
Seven, by name) was leaving and 
needed first a place to stay and then a 
job. He gave me a versio n of the fellow's 
DRUMMER10 

"NEXT YOU'LL 
WANT ME TO 

TAKE SWIMMING 
LESSONS, I 
SUPPOSE. " 

The sign gets put up at the Key Club by 
a lifeguard. Key Club was private mem
bership basis, bar was open to anyone 
of age with the price of a beer, but that 
message never successfully com
pletely got across. 

Photos by TERRY PHOTO 

capabilities and I was delighted to have 
the manpower. Number Seven, whose 
name turned out to be Roger, had 
always attracted my prurient interests. 
My friend kept him near-naked around 
the house and stripped to the waist 
when they went to bars, which was 
about every night. He was quiet, 
seemed dedicated and well-enough 
trained. He had a good tight little body 
that was a pleasure to see working 
around the place. Roger came aboard 
and, after taking him home a few nights 
while my mate was in New York, I fed 
him, cleaned him up like a stray puppy 
and finally put him up in the late Harry' s 
apartment. He was a good, if somewhat 
messy, worker and he ended up paint
ing the whole place, inside and out. We 
paid him by the hour and, since he had 
nowhere else to go or anything to do, he 
tracked up a considerable paycheck 
each week. The club was coming into 
shape and, other than prodding the 
carpenters-of-the-week and getting 
Number Seven to bathe occasionally 
(his former master liked raunch}, we 
were ready to open the pool before the 

season completely petered out. 
A local pool service came by, gave us 

some bad advice on getting the pool in 
shape and sent us a bill for a hundred 
bucks. Then, fortunately, we found 
Stan, who is gay, sharp and dedicated. 
He rebuilt the filter system after our 
employees had sucked up all the debris 
into it by vacuuming the pool while 
back-flushing. Stan redid the whole 
pool for about a thousand bucks and it 
became as crstal clear as it had ever been 
in all its existence. Stan, a big bear of a 
young man, along with his hunky lover, 
became regulars, devoting extra hours 
to their labor of love. I shall be grateful 
to them for a long time. The renovation 
of the pool machinery probably would 
have cost a lot more and been much 
more of a headache had it not been for 
their great attitude. Unfortunately, Stan 
had a tragic death in the family and had 
to move to another part of the state. It 
wasn ' t too long before the next batch of 
employees had fucked up the pool 
again and we were back to the local pool 
service. 



A party In the back end of the second 
barroom. Men lined up to get tattooed 
(right), pierced (center) while a 

GET A GOOD MANAGER FOR 
YOUR BAR 

I can honestly say that we never had a 
really competent manager; with a slid
ing scale of one to ten we, in our peak, 
never hit more than five. The first one 
got the place togeth r and open, but 
knew nothing about leather bars, so we 
brought him back to the publishing 
office where he mismanaged that. The 
second quit because the job was too 
much for him, he said . He said it, not us. 
The next had alcohol (never hire an 
alcoholic- unless reformed- to work 
in a bar, dear hearts) and, I susped, drug 
problems. He also had no concept how 
to buy. 

One of the bar ow ners on Folsom 
called me to say that the price of Bud
weiser (the only thing gay men have 
been conditioned to drink) had gone up 
and would I go along w ith everyone else 
and raise the price of beer? The thing 
that ticked me off was that my manager 
hadn't even noticed for the past three 
months that we were paying more per 
case. We didn 't raise the price (this con
spiracy to set prices is highly illegal , of 
course) and continued selling the King 
of Beers for 85¢ while everyone else got 
a buck-five. But it made little difference; 

hooded slave awaits his turn with the with an honest-to-god barber shop 
man and his razor. The area later adjoining. 
became the largest In-bar leather shop Photo by JIM Moss 

the customers happily paid the $1 .05 
elsewhere. 

I would walk into the place and find 
perfect strangers on the payroll- the 
trick of the week. They lasted until the 
next semi-pretty face. Finally the man
ager himself withdrew. 

One day I ran into a man who had 
been a bar a manger in Los Angeles who 
was up in The City looking for a position. 
Since I had never found him to be Mr. 
Warmth at his former place of employ
ment, I told him I would think about it. 
Bob Damron snapped him up for his 
new leather bar a couple of blocks away 
from us and the place took off like a 
rocket. Mr. Warmth or not, the man is 
obviously doing a good job and I passed 
up another Gone With The Wind. 

GIVE 'EM WHAT THEY WANT 
Bullshit. Give them what they think 

they want. We were idealistically deter
mined to make the Drummer Club the 
epitome of what the Leather Bar should 
be. Whatever I had liked in any place I 
had been, I was bound and determined 
it would be in my bar. Sexy Bartenders 
(we'll deal with that later) , Reasonable 
Prices (we dealt with that) , Plenty of 
Attractions? Try this : 

/'v1Qderately priced best-name beers. 

In addition to the grocery store brands 
we offered exotic imports and some 
powerhouse ales, all chilled to the per
fect temperature in the best refrigera
tion that money could lease. Beer 
should be kept about five degrees 
colder than served, which it reaches 
when poured into the glass. Too-cold 
beer has no taste. A lot of the stuff avail
able couldn ' t be had in most bars. So 
what. They ordered Bud, which hasn't 
much taste, Olympia, which has no taste 
and Light, which tastes like piss. 

I found out from the pros years ago 
that Draught (draft) beer is the best. It 
doesn' t have preservatives or gas like 
the bottled stuff and is fresh- in fact is 
as fragile as milk and will sour. But 
because, due to lack of packaging, it 
sell s for less, most customers feel it is 
inferior to the higher bottled stuff. We 
offered both dark and light draft with 
big, generous glasses at moderate pri
ces. So what. 

And, remembering having to fight to 
get to the bowls of popcorn at the Ram
rod during their busy time, I insisted on 
hot, fresh popcorn popped in our own 
movie house machine, probably better 
than you pay a buck seventy- five for at 
the theatre. Snacks and tidbits, on which 
there is almost no profit, were available 
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and were ultimately consumed mainly 
by the bartenders, human as they are. 

Attractions, you say. On top of the bar 
Tuck (Chuck?) built a stage for exhibi

.. tions in beatings, bondage, beefcake 
and anything we could think of that we 
thought we could get away with. We 
had a cage, stocks, racks and all the fur
niture of better-equipped dungeons 
waiting and ready. There were even 
hooks around the place to park your 
slave, keeping him from getting under
foot during the evening. For the most 
part, they stayed unused, while down 
the street men packed themselves 
shoulder to shoulder and stared into 
space. 

The new sound equipment arrived 
and the technicians came to install it. 
Two hundred watts per channel went 
through all the other apparatus to four 
nine-driver reflecting speakers in each 
corner of the main room to vibrate the 
fillings of one's teeth. Everyone insisted 
we play exactly what everyone else was 
playing and that we needed a live disc 
jockey to do it. It all sounded like pure 
washing-machine agitator rhythms, 
backing up young men with phoney 
southern accents and voices which had 
never changed. It seemed sort of like 
playing 'Ch()psticks' on a cathedral 
organ. The first th ing the employees did 
when the equipment was unpacked was 
to throw out all the warrantees and the 
instruction books along with the pack
ings. Occasionally I would sneak into 
the booth and play some full-orchestra 
stuff but only when the place was 
closed. It was always referred to as 
'John's shit.' However, one night not too 
long ago at the Eagle, when some 
inspired dj put on the original cast 
recording of Forty-Second Street, the 
bartenders suddenly got on the bar and 
danced their way into the crowd's 
hearts. The thing made both history and 
the Bay Area Reporter. It vindicated my 
theories about the brainwashed music 
we played. 

I remember well the afternoon of the 
Super Bowl, in which even gays were 
caught up since San Francisco, never 
having won anything in sports at any 
time, suddenly had a crack at the Big 
One. We showed the game on our giant 
50" projection screen and I sat comfor
tably, drinking imported beer, eating 
hot, fresh free popcorn with the 
employees and not enough patrons to 
have a game of Monopoly. Meanwhile a 
couple of blocks away, literally 
hundreds of guys crowded around ten
inch black and white screens at our 
competitors' to watch the game. 

(Top) Catching the rays by the pool. 
Although this member didn't take com
plete advantage of It, skinny dipping 
was usually the rule. 
(Center) A master exercises his slave 
In the Club area. Boot licking Is an art 
and practice makes perfect. 
(Lower) It's skinny dipping time as this 
member lowers himself gingerly Into 
the heated pool. San Francisco 
weather Is not always conducive to 
outdoor dipping. 

My favorite feature was the Barber 
Shop. A hunky, likeable out-of-work 
hair stylist came into our lives and so did 
an idea for his talents . We should have a 
Barber Shop where you could get a 
good haircut while the parade passed 
by. Or you could be a star and have a 
military crewcut, a body shave- includ
ing the most delicate parts. Our man was 
into all of it and loved to work stripped 
to the waist, broad chest shaved and 
erect nipples pierced. He called himself 
Sweeney Todd and we furnished the 
shop with everything my barber shop 
has, including the genuine big chrome 
and leather chair. Then we televised on 
closed-circuit television the ass-shaving 
and other things that went on so you 
needn't miss a thing. It even made Herb 
Caen '$ column. 

There was also a boot boy with both a 
two-chair booth and a portable stand 
we chained to him. You could get your 
ass shaved, your boots licked, shined or 
made love to by a near-nude young man 
in chains, watch either your ass or a fea
ture movie on the big screen, a whip
ping, branding or piercing demon
stration on the bar stage, pick up 
someone at the bar and go to the private 
club next door, chain him up in the play
room, take a dip in the pool or sunbathe 
and sit around the firepit and roast your 
weinie. Unfortunately most of the time 
you would be the only one in the place, 
while everywhere else along Folsom 
they stood, packed like cattle, and 
looked bored. 

We got Chuck Arnett to recreate his 
original mural from The Toolbox , the 
first leather bar in San Francisco, which 
was destroyed when they tore the build
ing down. It took a lot of wait ing and 
talking to get it done; however, Chuck 
finally came through with the original 
tracings. We set it up at the end of the 
pool but eventually it moved indoors to 
the back of the bar stage. It appeared as 
the background for the Christmas cover 
of DRUMMER. When we sold the place, 
it ended up in the trash, all two hundred 
square feet of it. Fortunately a friend of 
ours rescued it and we lent it to the new 
Stables on Folsom. So much for our 
exciting features. 

START OFF WITH A BANG 
Opening night came and we threw a big 
party. Tile place was full of light, sound 
and excitement. There were body shav
ing demonstrations, whipping demon
strations, Cliff Raven attended and did 
tattoos on request and Gauntlet flew in a 
beautiful man to pierce anything and 
anyone that needed piercing. It was a 
three-ring circus and I looked down 
from the balcony, w.atching the crowds 
and congratulating myself. My lover had 
relented and had personally prepared a 
monstrous buffet, not tidbits and chips 
but big, hearty hunks of beef and ham 
and turkey and cheeses, with hot sour
dough garlic bread and fresh fruits and 
vegetables for munchies. There was 
even a bottomless bottled-water stand 
of Sangria from his family recipe. He was 
as excited as I and we felt we had 



accomplished something. We w.atched 
all the beautiful men in their full leath
ers and out another window skinny
dipping in the heate pool, lining up to 
use the dungeon and play rooms and, 
speaking of lining up, the lines outside 
were longer than the _place had seen 
when it was the Leatherneck. 

I should point out t at with the public 
bar and the private cl ub, you could walk 
from one to an'other as a member and 
literally do whatever you wanted, 
legally, as long as th liquor laws were 
obeyed. Simply buy a closed six-pack 
and take it along. It was the only bar in 
town that had this feature, which had 
made successes, however illegally, of 
many others south of Market. The night 
was a beautiful triumph! 

However, the follow ing evening you 
could have shot a ca non through the 
place and not hit anyone. I couldn ' t 
believe it. And it went on and on like this 
for weeks. With a special promotion 
we'd pack the place, the next night(s) 
nothing. 

Finally, it dawned on us that we had 
created a monster from the big advertis
ing campaign. Everyone thought the 
place was a private club and was only 
open to non-members on party nights. 
We had to change the name and fast. 

GIVE THE DOG A GOOD NAME 
AND HE'LL LIVE UP TO IT 

We had a contest and from the 
hundreds of names (there were over 200 
entries for "Manhole" alone) we chose 
DRUMM ASTER as the new name for the 
bar. The fellow who suggested it got a 
complete leather outfit, from hat to 
boots, which he wore, I assume, to other 
people's bars. We left the Drummer 
Club name on the private area. Things 
picked up a bit, but not much. Booking a 
three-ring circus wou ldn't have packed 
the place more than one night. 

Then came the rumors. We naively 
didn't realize there might be resent
ment among the other bar owners south 
of Market. Thinking they would be as 
delighted as we to have as much new 
blood as possible in t he area promoting 
and bring more people south of Market. 
After all , very few guys hang out in one 
bar all evening. Any at our place were 
sure to make the rou ds if they had an 
ounce of red blood in them. We even 
had visions of joining a South of Market 
business association (t here isn ' t any) and 
inter-bar promotions. Forget it . We 
were never even solicited for member
ship in the Tavern Guild. And one new 
bar on Seventh near Folsom, now itself 
defunct, was a veritable rumor mill. The 
bullshit coming out of there was unbe
lievable but that didn' t make it any less 
vitriolic. 

A leather shop in another Folsom bar 
refused to carry the magazine anymore 
because '(You are charging $60 to let 
people into your bar. " We tried to con
vince him that this was pure science fic
tion but nothing ocu ld dissuade him. 
The result was that his customers went 
to the Brig or the A m bush to pick up 
their DRUMMERS. 

FeBe's, the oldest existing leather bar 
around, which heretofore had been 
somewhat on the aloof side, became 
right neighborly and helpful. They were 
the only one to acknowledge our open
ing, sending one of their famous 
Michaelangelo " David in leather" 
statues. When we chose our Mr. 
Drummer this year they gave a recep
tion for the winners. Our competitors 
not only didn't like each other, they 
liked us even less. So much for gay busi
ness comraderie. 

FIGURE OUT THE PROBLEM 
AND FIX IT 

Finally we attributed our lack of busi
ness to the lack of a full liquor license. 
After all, we had only inherited a beer 
and wine license. I am not a complete 
believer in this theory since I constantly 
see leather men lined up in liquor bars 
holding their bottles of beer. Be that as it 
may, we made arangements to take on 
partners who were able to come up with 
said liquor license and felt that a heavy 
additional investment was necessary. 
We agreed and they posted notice as the 
law requires and we held our breath for 
the repercussions. There were no com
plaints from neighbors, competitors or 
reform groups. Only one anonymous 
one that was sent unsigned and was 
ignored by the ABC, as it richly 
deserved. One of the employees con
fided that Number Seven got stoned 
one night and claimed he had sent in the 
protest. 

There comes a point in one's efforts 
when it becomes necessary to step back 
and take a look at what is going on and 
what has been accomplished. After a 
year of half-filled houses and incredible 
losses we began to come to some con
clusions. First, that a membership arran
gement for the club portion wouldn't 
work because more than half the 
members were not only out of town, but 
out of state. And local members were 
not using the facilities . The bar had to be 
completely disassociated from 
DRUMMER to finally get the point 
across that it was NOT A MEMBERSHIP 
arrangement. 

While w_e were in Chicago for the Mr. 
International leather contest, I had 
lunch with Chuck Renslow and offered 
him the right to put in a DRUMMER Key 
Club over his Gold Coast for permission 
to rename our place the Gold Coast. He 
was most gracious about it and by way of 
thanks we ran his bar's address with ours 
whenever we advertised. We came back 
and did a fast three-day remodeling job 
for the re-christening. Out went the 
dark grey brown paint for a new Gold 
Coast all-black. Up went scaffolding and 
some other hi-tech shit, including hard 
hats on the employees that we could 
bully into wearing them. There was 

From a DRUMMER party In Los 
Angeles. One of the contestants for 
MR. DRUMMER SOUTHERN CALI
FORNIA poses for photographer Rose 
de Castro. Photo. ROSE DE CASTRO 

"WHY DON'T 
YOU COCKSUCKERS 

STARE AT 
SOMEBODY 
ELSE FOR 

A CHANGE?" 



"THEY USED 
COLD WATER 

CHEER ON ME, 
THEN THEY 
HUNG ME 

OUT TO DRY." 

another big opening party. The bulk of 
the remodeling actually got done the 
last twenty-four hours. In fact the paint 
was still wet on the metal scaffolding (for 
which I had bought the wrong kind of 
paint) and we had to wrap the damned 
thing in plastic. We ran out of free draft 
beer about midnight. I found out as I 
noticed one huge leather number come 
roaring out of the bar as I was going back 
in. "No need to wait; they are out of 
beer," he announced to the waiting 
line. By the time I had worked my way to 
the bar it dawned on someone to substi
tute bottled beer for draft beer and the 
night was saved. We never had that large 
a crowd at one time again but business 
did pick up. 

Finally came the holidays- our first 
Christmas and we went all out. One of 
the employees had been a decorator 
and was assigned to get us ready for our 
first Christmas. He sought out the flor
ists' supply houses and the whole place 
was transformed into leafless tree 
branches covered with tiny white lights. 
Big bows of black satin with wreaths of 
dried plants were everywhere and the 
place was ablaze with lights and dildo
sized red candles. The effect was beauti
ful and masculine and the rooms were 
empty. I felt like I was witnessing the 
scene in the Charlie Chaplin movie in 
which the hero sits at his table in the 
Klondike, candles on the cake, paper 
hats and favors waiting, but nobody 
shows up. New Year's wasn't much bet
ter; in fact we went elsewhere to wel
come the new year in. The bar and club 
were beginning to depress me.' That 
night my lover, who had the good sense 
and strength of character to refrain from 
saying 'I told you so,' said we ought to 
change our ads to a USE IT OR LOSE IT 
theme. If the leather crowd wasn't going 
to support the damned place, then let's 
get rid of it. They could go somewhere 
else. Since that seemed to be exactly 
what they were doing, I thought it might 
not be a bad idea to run the ads, but we 
decided against telling them off. 

TAKE YOUR LOSSES AND GO 
ON TO SOMETHING ELSE 

Finally, as the place lost more and 
more momentum and the losses 
increased, we announced at one of the 
weekly meetings that we were going to 
close. There was a hue and cry from the 
gathered employees, so I backed down. 
It was another holiday season; I didn't 
have the heart to close up. About a week 

(Top and Center) In the playroom, a 
master checks out his slave's ass In 
sling and out of lt. Tubs were handy In 
the shower room for, not bathing, but 
golden shower enthusiasts. 

(Left) Onstage a bottom gets the 
clothespin treatment In front of the 
cage. Later he was confined to while 
away the evening while his master 
enjoyed himself. The pins stayed on all 
evening. 

before Christmas I walked into the bar 
to find that virtually none of those 
employees were even working. One 
had taken that season for a vacation, one 
had moved away and there were substi
tutes, roommates and boyfriends in 
their places. To keep it open at that 
expense when the people for whom it 
was intended were going elsewhere and 
for that matter, so were the employees, 
was futile. We closed and waited for the 
liquor license to go through. 

As the weeks dragged on, it became 
apparent that our new partners did not 
have the same thing in mind for 11th and 
Folsom that we did. We agreed to dis
agree and finally I threw in the towel 
and we sold out. We had given it our 
best shot and it hadn't worked. No bar in 
the history of South of Market had ever 
had more facilities, more features or 
more to offer. 

Down came the silver and black signs, 
the flags and the dreams. The new 
owners moved in with their workmen 
and removed the barbershop, the stage, 
the disc jockey booth, the second bar
room, the fire pit, the projection screen, 
the playrooms, the mural and even the 
plants. Leather lost another space as ten
nis shoes and disco moved in. Which 
isn't to say that it shouldn't be that way. 
At least the new place is full of people 
and that is what it was for in the first 
place. 

What a relief! The long hours, the 
constant fight to keep the place up and 
clean was over. The vandalism, the petty 
and not so petty thefts were behind us. 
In our case the chemistry was wrong 
somehow. For a magazine that men 
make reservations for in the bookstores 
and newsstands from coast to coast, the 
bar and club did no credit to the 
DRUMMER name. The physical place 
could never live up to what the maga
zine had created. The energy of the 
magazine was never manifested at the 
club or bar. Those resources were going 
down a lonesome hole. And it was really 
a side venture, almost like moon
lighting. There was not the dedication 
or the talent one finds in the magazine. 

Looking over the losses in money, 
time and energy, I can give you no for
mula, no set of rules to go by. The next 
time you are in a bar and are thinking of 
how much better you could do it, think 
also of what is necessary to provide that 
place for you to enjoy. 

There were good times and consider
able excitement in our brief career as 
bar owners. We met a lot of nice people, 
saw a lot of beautiful people and even 
enjoyed ourselves, however briefly. I 
figure that each glass of beer I had in the 
place must have cost me at least$522.13. 
It is cheaper to go to somebody else's 
bar and pay retail. 

-john H. Embry 



A couple of local leathermen give the 
crowd a show with belts and discipline. 
The cooperative and receptive slaves 
showed their gratitude by submitting 
to the hot wax treatment afterward. 
Then on to the Compound area where 
It was possible (and legal) to strip them 
down for some real training. 

(Center) Shave and a haircut, this time 
on the pool table. The barber Is an 
expert and the result a thing of beauty. 
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happiness is something I want more 
than anything I have ever wanted 
before. 

He asks for nothing except my very 
best, for he gives me only his best. When 
the day comes that I f ind a man to share 
my life with completely, he will have to 
be approved by my daddy, for my daddy 
is a real part of me. 

LOVING, DOMINANT DAD 
WANTED 

I've seen him from time to time, this 
Father I've sought for so long: an aging 
lion, battle-scarred but proud, magn ifi
cent, and in control. He is always older, 
weathered, clearly a man of mileage and 
experience, who's paid his dues and 
runs his life the way he wants. But even 
though he's left his youth behind, he's 
still got that " lean and hungry" look. 
The hair and beard are salt and pepper, 
but the eyes burn with an intensity no 
youth could understand. And, frankly, 
he does more for a worn pair of jeans 
and a tight t-shirt t hat any teenager 
could ever do. He's a loner, but per
haps ... maybe ... he's keeping his eye 
out for something, or someone. 

I've seen the man I dream of from 
time to time, and in d ifferent places, but 
all the rest about him I can only imagine. 
We have yet to meet. I have been 
searching for this ol der man- a father, 
brother, master, instructor, lover- for a 
long, long time. My own father split the 
scene before I was even born . As a child 
and adolescent, many men tried to fill in 
as a father figure, but they were inept 
and easily gotten ri d of. As an adult, I 
have sought a man who could dominate 
and control me, have even thought I' d 
found him, orily to fi nd myself dominat
ing him. 

If I do not belong to such a man, then I 
am no one and noth ing. We have been 
told , over and over in the last decade, 
that we must learn to live for ourselves, 
" pull our own strings." I don' t believe it. 
Such men as the one I'm searching for 
exist, but I may be too old by the time we 
finally meet. I am 28. This man, although 
he would have my complete devotion 
and loyalty, would not want me to 
devote myself to his housework. He 
knows there's too much intelligence for 
that. He would wa nt me to grow and 
succeed, to make hi m proud. He would 
understand that, at 28, I have commit
ments and responsi bilities- to myself, 
my job, to the gay community. I cannot 
dump them on a moment's notice to 
pursue the sender of a letter and a 
photograph . 

And yet, and yet, won 't I have to do 
exactly that to find the man I am 
seeking? 

Here is how I pictu re him: 35-55,6 feet 
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or taller, solid, hairy, beard, short hair or 
bald, swarthy appearing physically and 
verbally authoritative and tough. A nat
ural leader, an outdoorsman, into 
healthy living, nature. Stable, responsi
ble, trustworthy, active in the gay com
munity. Oversexed, versatile, and yet a 
man whose heart is bigger- and more 
important- than his cock. 

He is looking for a mature, masculine 
son in need of discipline and adventure. 
His young man must be capable of love, 
fidelity and honesty, with a decent 
build, educated, and longing for a real 
man, an older man. " Wear my collar," 
he will say," and the world will be ours. " 
The collar might be visible or not, but it 
will be real. He will be patient but 
demanding, respectful of limits but cap
able of expanding them. He wants a 
younger man willing to be dominated 
and raised properly, as well as cuddled 
at night. Physical age would not be as 
important as emotional attitude. It' s not 
so much what this young man is or looks 
like, as what this older man will make of 
him. 

" The ancient societies," commented 
poet Robert Bly in a recent issue of New 
Age magazine, " believed that a boy 
becomes a man only through ritual and 
effort- that he must be initiated into 
the world of men. It doesn' t happen just 
because he eats Wheaties. And only 
men can do this work." 

I want to belong. To him, and through 
him to the community of men. But when 
we meet, if we meet, there will be no 
further need to talk about my needs. 
Only his needs will matter. 

I am seeking only one response, only 
one man, the right one. I've met more 
than enough men who thought they fit 
the description and didn't. But if he's 
out there and he wants me, I will give 
myself to him completely. I long to feel 
his strong arms around me, sharing 
deep kisses until the early morning 
hours. Mike 

Raleigh, NC 

LEAVE DADDY? NEVER! 
My Daddy-Master and I really enjoy 

the Drummer's Daddies section each 
issue, and he has commanded me to 
write to you about our relationship and 
ask if there are any others out there with 
such a unique situation . 

At 55 years of age, my Daddy stands 
just over 5 feet tall and weighs just under 
100 pounds: all tight, wiry and covered 
with hair. Daddy is the blackest of black 
men and is also endowed with equip
ment of mythical proportions, which 
looks very incongruous to the rest of his 
body. On the other hand, I am very 
light-skinned and blond, a white slave
son, 33 years old, stand 6'4", and have a 
muscular 190 lb. body. I have lived with 

my Daddy .for three years now; he took 
me home from a bar one night and I 
have been here ever since. He keeps me 
shaved from head to toe all year round, 
and naked all the time. When I first 
came here he put all my clothes away 
and I have never put them on again. 

Daddy permits me to do all the house
hold chores, which I gladly do to keep 
my Daddy happy. I take all my meals on 
the floor at his feet. My thirst is 
quenched by the liquids from his body, 
or from my own; Daddy sees that I get a 
good dose of vitamins daily, either in the 
form of cream from his cock or by eating 
out his ass. 

Daddy works in a dirty, smelly factory 
all day and when he comes home I clean 
the dirt off his boots with my tongue, 
then my mouth gives his whole body a 
bath . Then I get to use my tongue as his 
toilet paper. 

Sometimes, when I have been a bad 
boy, Daddy has to use a belt or whip on 
me to show his displeasure and his care. 
I have to stand at attention and take my 
whipping. I know this is good for me. 
Other times, when Daddy is angry about 
something I've done, he wil use his huge 
cock as a whip across my face. Even tho it 
sometimes bruises my face for a couple 
of days, I know Daddy loves me because 
afterward he smooths his thick cream 
over my face and lets it dry there. 

Every Friday night my Daddy gives me 
a bath . He fills the tub with ice water and 
ice cubes, shoves some up my asshole, 
then scrubs me down with a stiff brush. 
To make sure I am really all clean inside, 
Daddy uses his hand to clean out my 
rectum. When I have been really good 
Daddy will go out and bring back some 
of his Black friends to play with me while 
he sits and watches. Next week Daddy is 
planning a real birthday party for me; he 
has invited six other Daddies and their 
boys to come over, and all the boys get 
to play 'Daddy' with me. Then I get to 
pick one of them to play my ' son ' for two 
whole days. 

I told my Daddy that what I really want 
for my birthday is to have my nose 
pierced and a chain attached to a ring in 
his ball sac, so that each night I could be 
chained to his crotch and give his cock 
the love and attention it deserves with
out danger of rolling away in the night. 

Leave my Daddy? Never! 
Daddy and I wonder if there are oth

ers out there with unique situations that 
might write to Drummer, like I have, 
and share their experiences. We are not 
interested in corresponding with 
anyone, but maybe you can publish let
ters from other Daddies and their sons 
who have unusual relationships. We 
look forward to reading about the old
est Daddy and the youngest son, too. 

Daddy Amos/ son kevin 
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ting it all together. That makes for some 
surprises. 

The Loading Dock, the leather bar 
that organized and hosted the Mr. 
Houston Leatherman contest, is owned 
by two lesbians, Denise and Mary, who 
had considered opening a women 's bar 
before they purchased th one-year-old 
Loading Dock, though a men's leather 
bar would be more . . . o f a challenge. 
And if they had any con cerns that the 
men of Houston might not cotton to a 
leather bar owned by lesbians, those 
fears proved to be total ly unfounded. 
The Loading Dock is the most popular 
leather bar in Houston . 

The whole shebang began with a 
reception for the judges, sponsors and 
contestants at The Officer's Club, a sec
tion of the former Houston Country 
Club that has become o ne of the most 
active and popular gather ing places for 
Houston's gay population. Besides giv
ing the judges their first look at the con
testants, the rules wer gone over, 
everyone got informal ly introduced 
(Texans are very fond o f introducing 
people) and Houston got its first look at 
Gunner Robinson, Drummer's center
fold and representative, w ho would be 
one of the judges. 

Another surprise, and a good exam
ple of where Houston keeps its head, 
was the announcement that the pro
ceeds from the contest would go to two 
Houston organizations : The Kaposis 
Sarcoma Committee and the Houston 
Gay Political Caucus. 

Then the affair shifted to Mary's, the 
oldest leather bar in Houston- and a 
place the likes of which could probably 
not exist elsewhere. If there is a gay uto
pia, Mary's is it . While it was the first bar 
in Houston in whic h the words 
" leather ~' and " SM " were ever spoken 
aloud, it is, at the same t ime, the hang
out of every possible sexual preference 
on earth . That night the bar was hosting 
its own Mr & M s Mary's Cont es t in the 
patio, a scene somew here between 
Kraft-Ebbing and Hieronymus Bosch . 

The next night was go ing to be the 
main event, the big roll of the dice for 
the fi.-st official Mr. Leatherman who 
would go on to represent Houston in 
the other big leather co ntests. 

The Loading Dock is a warehouse. No 
flashing lights, no mylar banners, 
nothing but the words "Loading Dock" 
stenciled in white paint on the door. 
And it 's still a warehouse when you get 
inside; huge twenty-foot concrete pil
lars hold up the ceiling. 

The place was packed as the thirteen 
men went through the ir paces. Using 
Olympic scoring, each was judged for 
Overall Look, Physique, and Personality. 
While the judges wer tallying their 
votes, the crowd, already hyped by the 

St even M eert, winn er o f the Mr. Houston Leath erma n cont est, sp onso red by Th e Loading 
Dock. Photo by Gregory Havican. 

contest and the contestants, got a 
leather accessory demonstration from 
Eagl e Leathers. 

Then the big announcements : 
Second Runner-up, john Chiasson, 
sponsored by The Drum; First Runner
up, Tom Cunningham, sponsored by 
The Box Office; and the winner, Steven 
Meert, sponsored by the half-amazed, 
half-teary-eyed owners of The Loading 

Dock. Steven really got a round of the 
crowd 's approval , as the blonde-haired, 
blue-eyed leatherman made his final 
walk down the runway. 

When Steven was asked about his 
feeling as a leatherman, he said, " When 
we decide to put on the skin of anther 
animal , it should look and feel as natural 
as our own skin. " The audience and the 
judges agreed. So do we. 
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The strong gust of wind that hit the pickup was so sudden 
that Bill had to fight the wheel to stay on the road. The high 
wind that occasionally tore across the Wyoming plain was a 
fact of life he had learned to accept out here; sometimes it 
even inspired him- the fury and the raw energy of it reson
ated some deep force inside him. 

But today he was having a good time playing with it. The 
steering on the old truck was stiff and leaning into it against 
the wind blasts gave his arms a pretty good workout. Not that 
he really needed it. Working on the ranch with Jack had 
toughened up every muscle in his body (and loosened up a 
couple, too, he thought with a grin). Yep, he looked damn 
good for 32- hard stomach, round biceps, tight calves, all 
well proportioned on his five-nine frame. His firm butt 
bounced up and down in the bench seat every time he hit a 
small bump or hole in the road. Well, he'd make sure he 
continued to keer. his body in shape; he wanted Jack to stay 
interested. 

"Whoa!" His reverie was broken by the approach of sev
eral huge tumbleweeds about to cross the highway in front of 
him. "Ride 'em, Cowboy !," he whooped, dodging between 
them as in some oversize slalom race. Cresting the top of the 
hill he saw the little town where he was headed to pick up 
some groceries and fence-mending supplies. 

Sure wasn't much of a place: two gas stations, general 
store, grain and feed store, couple of saloons. And seven 
churches. Well, luckily when he and Jack needed some extra 
excitement they drove down to Cheyenne. And two or three 
times a year they got to Denver where they really pigged out 
on the men. The pickup rolled to a stop in front of the general 
store. Bill j"umped out of the cab, slammed the door, and 
pulled the ist from his jeans. This shouldn't take too long, he 
thought as he surveyed the items. Maybe I'll stop in the 
saloon across the street for a beer before I head back. 

He glanced up at the o ld weathered wood frame building 
just in time to see the swinging doors burst open and a young 
man come flying out, landing unceremoniously on his ass in 
the street. A small cloud of fine Wyoming dust began to settle 
back on him as the doors opened again and the unmistakable 

. form of Sheriff 'Shorty' Biggs stomped out onto the sidewalk. 
"Now you listen to me, kid. You been causin' trouble in this 

county ever since you came into it. 'Ever time I turn around 
you ' re drunk and pickin' a fight with somebody.! don't know 
where you got that big ch ip on your shoulder, but you better 
get rid of it or ... " 

"Yeah, well FUCK YOU!" spouted the kid, starting to get 
up. 

In three strides that were surprisingly quick for a man of 
Sheriff Biggs' size, he had crossed the intervening distance 
between them and landed the pointed toe of his boot briskly 
in the crack of the kid's ass, sending him sprawling again. 

Ouch! thought Bill. I'll bet he felt that one. Bill was finding 
this whole scene to be very amusing and, well alright, some
what erotic; this big man was putting this hot young stud in 
his_P.lace. Well,.dig it! He. was marveling at his good timing in 
arnvmg at prec1sely the nght moment to see what was proba
bly the most exciting thing to happen in town all week. 

"We're peacelovin' fo lks here,' Shorty continued, "and 
we got no use for rowdi s like you . I can see that soon I'm 
gonna have to throw you in county jail. It ain't worth the cost 
to the taxpayers to feed you and watch you, specially since 
you're outta state. So you just pick up your pack and move 
on, understand? You be outta this county by sundown. And if 
I hear of any more ruckus from you I am gonna lock you up. 
But believe me, I'm gonna make sure the charge is more n 
enough to send you off to the State Pen, 'cause we ain't 
paying your room and board. Now you got that, boy?" 

The kid was standing in the middle of the street, dusting off 
his shirt and showing as much belligerence as he could. To 
the Sheriff's question he spat, "Yeah." Bill could see the 
ed~es of his mouth curl up in a sneer. 

'The answer I'm lookin for, boy, is 'Yes, Sir.' · 
"I said, 'Yeah'." 
The Sheriff had only taken one stride toward him when the 

kid suddenly blurted, "Yes, Sir." · 
"I can't hear you, boy ... " 
Louder this time: "Yes Sir!" 
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" I still can't hear you ... " 
Furiously he screamed, "YES SIR!!" 
That's obviously a 'Yes Sir' with an implied 'You Son of a 

Bitch' thought Bill. Since the show appeared to be over he 
went into the store to get his supplies and start loading up the 
truck. 

After downing a couple of beers in the saloon, Bill was 
ready to head back down the highway toward the ranch that 
he and his lover Jack had maintained for the last two years. 
The job as caretakers of a remote ranch had given them a 
special dependence on each other that had really streng
thened their relationship. Alone together with no one for 
miles to interfere, their sexual scenes had reached some very 
intense peaks that continued to have deep meaning for 
them. 

The sun was moving down in the sky, but there was still 
plenty of light left ; the gusty wind had become an easy 
breeze, transforming the day into the kind that made Wyom
ing so special. Bill started the old truck down Main Street 
toward the highway. 

Passing the city limits sign he saw a lone figure standing on 
the edge of the road hitchhiking. Taking his foot off the gas a 
minute he squinted to get a better look. Is he hot? Shit! It's 
that young stud who got his ass kicked by the Sheriff! On a 
snap decision he slammed on the brakes, screeching to a halt 
about three feet from the guy. 

"Howdy!" Bill reached over and pushed open the door. 
Throwing his pack in the back, the guy climbed up into the 

cab. "Thanks. I didn't think anybody was p,oing to ever stop. 
Not many people go through this dump. ' 

"It's not a big tourist attraction, no. What's your name? 
Mine's Bill." 

"Pete. Glad to meet ya." He looked like he'd cleaned up 
since his famous street scene with Shorty. He reached over 
and offered his hand. 

Bill grabbed his hand and squeezed it firmly. Yeah. Nice 
and solid and meaty. Jesus! He was really a good looking stud, 
about six foot tall, blond hair cut fairly short. Bill was favor
ably impressed by the bicep that popped up out of his tee 
shirt when they shook hands. Bill held on for that subtle 
moment too long that men who are into men tend to do. The 
heat of that flesh , the blue of Pete's eyes, the light smell of 
sweat in the cab, the warmth of the afternoon sun all were 
combining into the effect of a heavy hit of poppers. Bill could 
almost feel little drops of perspiration break out across his 
forehead, could feel the juices starting to squirt into his 
blood. Shit! Take it easy, boy. You ' re gonna attack this man 
right here. He would have too, except that he didn't feel that 
Pete was reacting as strongly as he was. He wasn't getting any 
bad vibes, but he didn' t seem to be getting any encourage
ment either. Well, these country people often seem to be 
coming on to yoll , when all along they re just being friendly. 

"Where you headed?" Bill was grateful it didn't come out a 
a croak. . 

"I guess I'm going to Denver. " 
" What's in Denver? You don't seem especially excited 

about getting there." 
"Well , nothing really. But I got to go somewhere, and 

Denver's a big city with jobs. I was living at home until a few 
days ago when my old man kicked me out. Son of a bitch 
never did like me. Couldn 't wait for my eighteenth birthday 
so's he could get rid of me." 

Eighteen? Kee-rist, what have I picked up? "What about 
your Mom? What did she say?" 

"Not much. She lives on another farm with her second 
husband. Don't hardly ever see her." 

"If you ' re eighteen, how did you get into that bar?" 
Pete jumped. "How did you know I was in a bar?" 
Oh, shit. I didn' t mean to tell him I saw him earlier. Oh well. 

"Uh, well, I heard the Sheriff was mad at some guy for being 
rowdy in the saloon today. " 

" I thought this truck looked familiar. You were there when 
he manhandled me, weren ' t you?" 

Well, yeah. But he was on your case about picking fights, 
not underage, wasn't he? Why have you been getting into 
fights lately?" 



"Cause people are always giving me shit. Nobody ever 
does anything nice for me. So fuck 'em. If that pig sheriff had 
known I was under 21 he would have really given me a hard 
time. After what I been through, I want a little goddam drink, 
you think that'd be all r ight, wouldn 't you? Hell no, some
body's always giving m some shit about something." 

" I gave you a ride, di dn' t I? So sometimes . .. " 
" So now you' re gonna give me some shit, just cause I P,Ot a 

lift for a couple of miles. I wish for one damn time ... ' 
)eez, this guy has a short fuse. " Hey, wait. WAIT a minute, 

will you? I was only going to say that I gave you a ride when no 
one else would stop, and so sometimes someone does do 
somethinR nice for you, hey? " 

Pause. Sorry. I really appreciate your picking me up." 
Bill drove along in silt nee for a few minutes, enjoying the 

beauty of the fading day. It was so peaceful out here, at least 
when the wind wasn 't whipping you, trying to tear off your 
clothes. He kind of liked this kid . In spite of his quick temper, 
there was something about him. Besides the fact that he was 
very good looking. Bill figured he probably could use a good 
meal. Hoping he wasn 't sticking his neck out too far, he 
decided to go with the feeling. 

"Pete, I don't know if you ' re short on cash, but my·partner 
and I could use an extra hand around the ranch for a few days 
doing odd jobs. mostly mending fences. You could pick up a 
few extra bucks to make the trip to Denver easier. 
Interested?" 

Pete turned and locked eyes with Bill for a long moment, 
his face changing through several different expressions in 
quick succession . " Why, that'd be great. I ... yeah, thanks." 

Jack's inital reservati on's about Pete's presence on the 
ranch began to be replaced by acceptance over the next 
three days. He was a good worker and he was nice to have 
around to look at, especially in the warm afternoons when he 
took off his shirt in the sun. His upper torso was smooth and 
the muscle definition was real good. They didn't see much of 
each other, though, since everyone had his job to do, and 
Pete's kept him out repairing fen.ces almost all day. Meals 
were pleasant enough, though Pete didn' t talk much about 
himself other than what he had already told Bill in the truck 
that first day. He seemed calmer, and there weren't any 
blowups of temper so far. But he didn't open up either. 

Since jack and Bill shared the foreman 's small shack, they 
put Pete up in the larger bunkhouse, which seemed even 
larger than normal with only one man using it. But because of 
the arrangement, it wasn't possible to get to that level of 
intimacy (sexual or otherwise) that men who sleep together 
in the same room often share. Jack was satisfied that it was just 
as well, since he wasn 't sure he wanted Pete to know the 
details of his relationshi p with Bill. Jack had a healthy respect 
for the unpredictability of young men; he didn' t want any 
trouble. If the boy want d to open up, that might be a-nother 
story, but for now he was satisfied to let things ride. 

Having Pete around had the unexpected additional effect 
of really spicing up Jack and Bill ' s bedtime play. The stimula
tion from the occasional glimpse of Pete's tight ass bending 
over to pick up some too ls, or hairy armpits as he reached up 
to get some nails off the shelf served to keep them conscious 
of male bodies all day. It was especially hot the night after 
they had seen him step naked out of the shower. Both Jack 
and Bill had 'accidentally' arrived at the bunkhouse lavatory 
one morning at exactly the right moment. They momentarily 
feasted their eyes on Pete's strong, muscular legs with a real 
nice thick dick hanging down between them, which he 
immediately covered over with a towel as soon as they came 
in. Jack washed his hands and Bill urinated in an attempt to 
cover up their real reason for being there. jack handled 
himself real well , trying not to let his lust show, and he would 
have been successful too, if Pete hadn't bent over to pick up 
the shampoo and his towel hadn't slipped off that smooth 
round muscled butt. In swinging around so fast to catch a 
glimpse of THAT, he ran head first into the door. Bill was so 
turned on by Pete's perfectly formed feet and toes that he 
went out behind the barn a few minutes later and jerked off 
while the memory was st ill fresh . That night had been one of 
Bill and jack's more memorable ones, and the next day, if 

Pete had noticed Bill's sore red nipples or bow-legged walk, 
he didn't comment on it. 

Friday morning John came by to trade some of his corn for 
some of the ranch's hay. John had owned a smaller neigh
boring ranch for many years, and he was the only gay friend 
jack and Bill had for hundreds of miles. The first day he had 
come by he had quickly guessed they were lovers, and imme
diately brought it out in the open in the unabashed and 
sometimes disconcerting way that rural westerners have of 
touching on the personal matters of others. Although he had 
let his body go to waste from too much food and booze, he 
did have a heart of gold and the boys were always happy to 
see him. Jack and Bill were standing out by the corral when he 
drove up. 

After a few minutes of shooting the breeze, the boys went 
back to work, and John went into the barn to start loading up 
some bales. After about twenty minutes Bill and Jack heard 
some shouting and cursing from the barn, and John came 
walking toward them holding his handkerchief to his nose, 
which on closer inspection was bleeding profusely. 

" John! What the hell happened? You all right?' 
" Oh, shit, Jack. I guess I fucked with your friend in there." 
" What do you mean? With Pete?" Jack helped steady John, 

who was wobbling just a little. 
"Yeah. Well, I figured a good looking stud hanging around 

this ranch with two hot guys like you would naturally be gay. 
So I patted him on the ass and asked him if he'd like a mean 
blow job. Shit, I was just being friendly." 

jack gave Bill a sharp glance. " Then what happened?" 
" He starts calling me a fag and a queer and punching me. 

When I moved my hands to protect my belly, he hits me in the 
face and knocks me down." 

Bill ran over to the water trough, wet his handkerchief, and 
brought it back and helped clean up John's face. " Gosh, 
john, I'm so sorry this happened. I should have warned you 
about Pete. He's a young drifter with a short temper that I 
picked up hitchhiking. You gonna be OK?" 

"Yeah, I guess. I got nobody to blame but myself. Shouldn't 
be so pushy. " 

They walked john to his truck and, after he had driven 
away, jack turned and faced Bill. Uh, oh, thought Bill. Now 
I'm going to get a ration for bringing him here. But jack's 
words sent a bolt of sexual excitement charging through his 
whole body. 

In a solemn tone Jack said, " I think it' s time we taught Pete 
how to behave like a gentleman, don't you? Maybe his old 
man never cared enough to teach him some manners, but I 
think he needs that real bad. And I think we' re just the men to 
do it. " 

Nothing was said about the incident at the noon meal. Bill 
and Jack spoke of light matters, and then they all went back to 
work. About three Pete came in from the fence detail for 
some more nails. He hung his shirt up on the fencepost and 
strode over to the john. jack was standing by the barn door 
watching the smooth rippling of Pete's back as he moved 
animal-like across the main yard. Pete had a light coat of 
sweat that caused the warm afternoon sun to glisten from his 
skin as he walked. The beginning of a smile was just starting to 
form on Jack's lips as he thought of how well used Pete's little 
butthole was going to be. 

Jack was a big fellow, about the same height as Pete, but a 
lot more filled out. the bodv of a mature man. With dark 
complexion and black hair, he was boldly handsome, and the 
years at the gym had given him firm arms and pees. The years 
in the leather scene had caused the prominent nipples on 
those pees and the depth of the look in his eyes. He and Bill 
made quite a pair. 

When he saw Pete coming back across the yard, Jack called 
out, " Hey Pete. Give a hand, will you?" . then went into the 
barn . 

As Pete strode into the warm shade inside the barn he saw 
Jack halfway up the ladder to the loft. 

" Up here! " jack said. He kept on going and didn 't look 
back. 

Pete followed him up onto the loft to the 'Tack Room.' It 
was an enclosed area with walls made of hay bales stacked ten 
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feet high. The floor was rough wood planking, and the ceiling 
was the old weathered wood of the barn's sloping roof. 
Leather harnesses and st raps for the horses hung from hooks 
stuck into the hay walls. A table in the center of the room was 
formed of more bales covered with a tarp. Bill was ten feet up, 
on top of the wall. Jack was standing below Bill on a single 
bale used as a stepstool. 

"Let's get this crate down. It's not real heavy, but it's 
bulky." 

Pete stepped up on the bale next to Jack, and they both 
reached their arms up to the top of the wall where Bill was 
looking down. 

This is it! thought Bill. In a lightning swift motion, Jack 
grabbed each of Pete's forearms and slammed them hard 
against the wall of hay, holding them there. Pete's wrists 
extended just beyond the top of the wall. 

"Hey! HEY! What the hell's going on ?Let go of me! Let GO 
of me!" 

Bill slipped handcuffs over Pete's wrists just as smooth as a 
pro. He then threw his hands in the air and jumped back. 
When Jack saw this sign he also let go and jumped down to 
the floor. When Pete tried to lower his arms he discovered 
the cuffs were attached to a chain hooked to the roof. He 
knew he was in trouble . He was standing there on a bale in 
just his boots and jeans, with his hands securely fastened 
above him. 

"Hey. What are you doing this to me for? Hey, c'mon. 
What's the deal? WHAT'S HAPPENING?" 

Pete struggled fiercely, straining his arms and applying his 
weight against the bonds holding him. They held. When he 
tried to climb the wall, Bill jumped up on the bale next to him 
and grabbed both his legs in a bear hug, twisting him around 
to face Jack, holding him firmly. Jack stood there with his 
arms crossed over his bare chest, looking him right in the eye. 

"I hear tales that you're always bringing violence wherever 
you go. Why is this? You come and share the peace of this 
place, and then you disturb it with your violence. John's 
approach to you today was clumsy, but he was offering to do 
something nice for you. Your explosion of hatred was unwar
ranted. Apparently your father never took the time to spend 
with you to show you why this is so, but it is a lesson you need 
to learn. So Bill and I are going to take on your father's 
neglected responsibility, because your action today demands 
an answer. The three of us are going to work out your prob
lem right here and now." 

"Hey, c'mon you guys." His voice was starting to pick up 
the trace of a plea. Then more bravely. "Hey, the law don't let 
people do these things. You better let me go or you'll be in 
big trouble. I'll. .. " 

Bill laughed. "I know for a fact that you 've burned all your 
bridges with the police. Shorty Biggs doesn't want to hear 
from you again. We're out here all by ourselves with no one 
to bother us, and we're going to handle this our way." Hold
ing Pete's calves tightly with his right arm, Bill ran his free 
hand up between Pete's knees, tracing the hard muscled legs 
up to the large bulge at the crotch. He gave it a firm squeeze. 
Bill found himself being very aroused. . 

"Hey, jeez, you mean you guys are queers, too? Oh jeez. 
Hey, what are you gonna do to me?" Bill was enjoying hold
ing Pete's body so close and tight, under control, as Pete 
began to get worked up. Bill could feel nervous tremors 
passing through Pete's body. Bill's ample cock was standing 
up rock hard. 

Jack came up and prabbed one of Pete's legs and held it 
firmly. Bill lifted Pete s other leg up and pulled the boot off, 
covering his face with the top of it and inhaling deeply. The 
warm humid musky smell of Pete's foot sweat mingled with 
leather caused such a rush of excitement that Bill was almost 
reeling. Bill grabbed Pete's foot and began to peel the white 
cotton sock over his heel and off over those beautiful 
straight, thick toes. He squeezed Pete's foot, separating the 
toes, kneading it, memorizing the feel. He had been looking 
forward to licking Pete's feet ever since he had jerked off 
following the shower encounter. Then he held Pete's foot 
down while Jack pulled off the other boot and sock. 

Bill wrapped both his arms around Pete's ankles and buried 
his face in the top of Pete's feet, licking, sucking, and contin
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uing to breathe in as much as his lungs could hold. Bill was 
getting really high by this time, as much from hyper
ventilating as from Pete's smell and the anticipation of what 
was about to happen. 

While Bill held Pete's ankles firmly and the chain above 
held his arms extended over his head, Jack stepped up 
behind Pete and wrapped his strong arms around Pete s 
torso, holding him in a tight embrace. Pete was so stunned by 
what was happening to him that he couldn't speak, but his 
trembling and shallow breathing were evidence to Jack of the 
fear and emotional confusion he was feeling. Jack was tho
roughly enjoying holding his captive, and he began running 
his open palms over Pete's smooth muscled chest and stom
ach. He spoke quietly in Pete's ear. "We're going to have to 
teach you a little lesson, Pete. You behaved badly today, and 
you are going to be punished for it." 

"Wha ... What are you going to do?" Pete's voice was dry 
and cracked. 

Still holding Pete tightly from behind, Jack replied, "When 
I misbehaved as a boy, my dad used to give my butt a good 
whipping. I think that's just what you need." Pete's breath 
sucked in sharply. Starting from the armpits, Jack slid his 
hands slowly and deliberately down Pete's side until his 
thumbs were resting just inside the top of Pete's jeans. 

"Let's just help you out of these pants. You won't be need
ing them for awhile." His thumbs slid around Pete's waist to 
the front, where he began slowly unbuttoning the fly, pro
longing the excitement and suspense. He peeled the jeans 
down over Pete's round cheeks, carefully leaving his thin 
white cotton j·ockey shorts in place, down over the strong 
hairy legs. Bill ifted up each of Pete's knees in turn and pulled 
the pant leg off. Then Jack and Bill stepped down from the 
single bale Pete was standing on and surveyed their prize. 
There was Pete, looking very helpless and vulnerable in just 
his shorts. Pete just stared at them, his eyes wide open in 
disbelief. 

"C'mon, Bill," said Jack, "Let's move this bale." The two 
men began pushing the bale that Pete was standing on out of 
the way. When Pete got to the end of it, Jack caught him as Bill 
gave one final heave that put the bale several feet away. Jack 
then let Pete's legs down toward the floor, which he couldn't 
quite reach, except by standing on his toes. His face was 
pressed up against the wall of hay and, if he tried to stand flat, 
the cuffs would bite into his wrists. The only way to take 
pressure off them was to stand on the ends of his toes. Jack 
had done a good job of measuring. To make things worse. 
one bale in the wall Pete was facing was not flush, but was 
sticking out about a foot, right at Pete's crotch level. This 
forced his buttocks to stick out invitingly. 

All of them were sweating by this time, less from the mild 
heat than the intensity of the situation. Bill had stripped off 
his pants and boots and was standing there in his socks with a 
roaring hardon, staring at Pete's bound body and stroking his 
meat. Jack reached down to his waist and pulled the wide 
black leather belt free with one swift motion, evoking a 
shudder from Bill, who was getting extremely worked up. 
Jack walked over to Pete, laid the belt over his shoulder, and 
began rubbing his hand gently over Pete's butt through his 
shorts. Smoothly and caressingly Jack petted the round firm
ness. Then he spoke. 

"This thin layer of material is the only protection your ass 
has from that strap, isn't it, Pete? It isn't much protection, 
either, is it?" With a grin, Jack looped his thumbs in the elastic 
band of the shorts. And he slowly and deliberately began to 
lower the shorts over the round orbs of Pete's beautiful 
meaty ass, until they were down around his thighs." And now 
you don't have any protection at all, do you? Your butt is 
open and exposed and ready to be whipped. And it's going to 
be whipped very well. You know that, don't you?" . 

Pete's only response was a shudder and a quiet whimper. 
Jack now ran his hand over the smooth bare skin of that 
magnificent ass, building up the suspense. Jack's cock was so 
stiff in his jeans that it ached; Bill had a dazed look on his face, 
his hard dick held tightly in his hand. 

"Well now, Pete, we're ready to begin. You let me know 
when you're ready to be sorry for your behavior and want to 
make amends." With that he stepped back, pulled the belt 



from its resting place on Pete's shoulder, wrapped the buckle 
end around his palm, and began laying on strokes on Pete' s 
bare butt. At the first o ne, Pete yelped, then went through 
several trying not to make any sound. Jack confined his aim to 
Pete's buttocks and upper back thighs; he wanted Pete to 
concentrate his awareness on his ass. The strokes were app
lied with evenness without a break- one-two-three, one
two-three, one-two-three. 

Pete's attempts at sil nee disintegrated and he began to 
holler and dance around on his toes, squirming, and futilely 
trying to get out of range . As the whipping progressed, Jack 
began to use more pressure and swing harder until he was 
swinging with the full fo rce of his man 's body, bicep bulgin9. 
Each time the strap bit, an angry red welt sprang up on Pete s 
buttocks and thighs. By now his ass was criss-crossed with red, 
and he was openly crying, all reservations of pride com
pletely gone. 

"Oh, please, I' m sorry! Please, don't. .. Yeow! ... please 
don ' t hit me any . . . Ow! . .. more. I didn 't mean to ... 
Owl . . . hurt your frie nd . Oh PLEASE!!!! No more! I' ll do 
anything you say, just do n' t . .. " 

Jack was hitting hard, but he was carefully gauging where 
Pete's head was, and he was getting just the reaction he 
wanted . Without break ing his stroke, he said, " Bill, I heard 
the man sax he was sorry and would do anything we say, 
didn't you? ' He continued laying it on heavy for a few min
utes more, ignoring all pleas until Pete completely lapsed 
into bawling. Then it was over. 

Pete hung there, limp, sobbing, his entire body covered 
with sweat. Jack walked over to him, kicking a wooden box as 
he went. He put his strong arms around Pete's waist and 
hoisted him up, pushing the box under him, taking the strain 
off his legs and arms. The n he stepped up onto the box, facing 
Pete, and he put both arms around him, pressing their bodies 
together, and he held him tight while the wracking sobs 
began to subside. Bill came up from behind, stepped up, and 
pressed his body against Pete's backside, throwing his arms 
around them both and holding on to Jack. The three of them 
stood there for several minutes, Pete wrapped in warm man
flesh . 

Jack was the first to speak. "Now that you've been pun
ished for the act, I thin k it's time you offered something as 
amends . Bill, release the chain ." Bill climbed to the top of the 
wall and released the chain from the hook in the sloping roof 
of the barn. As Pete's arms came down and the blood rushed 
back into them, he screamed and fell to his knees on the 
floor. Jack stepped down, picked up the end of the chain and 
started walking to the middle of the room, dragging Pete with 
him. He manhandled him up and over the tarp-covered 
'table' in the center of the room, then leaned over and 
attached the chain to ano ther hook in the floor. Pete was now 
standing on the floor, bent over the table, with his hands 
going down the other side. 

Bill went up behind Pete, attached a leather strap to each 
ankle, ran it through an eyehook to the left and right of the 
table, then began to pu ll. As he pulled , Pete's legs were 
forced to spread until his little red butthole was exposed for 
all to see. He was now in perfect position for a good fucking. 
His head and his ass were at just the right level for the men to 
slide their cocks in ; his co ck and balls hung limply down, also 
exposed. 

By this time Pete had recovered enough to speak. " Please 
let me go. You punished me already.! don't deserve no more 
beatings." 

Jack replied , " You must not have heard me. I said your 
punishment was over, now it's time to make amends. We 
think you should offer something appropriate to counter
balance the deed and show xour sincerity." 

" I dunno what you mean.' 
Jack continued, " Since your last outburst was directed at a 

man who wanted to suck you off, I think it's appropriate that 
you turn around and suck a man off." 

" Hey, wait a minute, for chrissakes, I ain't no fa?. Hey! " 
About this time Bill had gotten down between Pete s spread 
legs and began sucking o n his long thick cock, grabbing both 
nuts in his hand and pull ing and squeezing on them. Pete was 
mortified to be getting a hardon, but then Bill was a pretty 

good cocksucker. 
Jack stood in front of Pete's field of vision and began to take 

off his jeans and boots. Jack's cock was BIG. There was just no 
way around it. It had brought a tear to many a man' s eye in the 
past. And right now it was standing up rigid hard very close to 
Pete's face . 

" Now, Pete, I want you to show me how sincere you are 
about being sorry for hurting John . I want you to put this dick 
in your mouth and suck on it, make love to it, make it feel 
good." He took Pete's helpless head in his big hands, brush
ing the tip of his cock against Pete's lips. Pete tried to turn 
away, tried to keep his lips closed as tightly as he could. "Pete, 
you re not cooperating. Does this mean you haven 't learned 
your lesson yet? I' ll be happy to start the whipping all over 
again . Is that what you want?" 

Suddenly Pete's resistance was gone. He gave up in help
less resignation. His ass was on fire, Bill was licking up and 
down the shaft of his meat, keeping it very hard, and sud
denly Jack 's big dick was in his mouth. Jack looked down and 
smiled . Pete sud.denly started to really get into it, slurping and 
sucking, taking as much down his throat as he could. Jack 
held Pete firmly by the ears with his strong hands. "That's the 
way, boy. You redoing real good . Now just open up a little 
more, that 's it. " Jack suddenly shoved another two long 
inches into Pete's throat, making him gag, out for just a 
second, then plowed back in deep. No hurry, just a nice long 
fucking of a hot young stud . Nice. 

Bill was having a great t ime suck ing Pete' s thick shaft; at 
one point he had it all the way down his throat, with Pete's 
hairy balls inside his mouth at the same time. Bill's own cock 
had been hard from the moment the cuffs had gone on. At 
one point he wondered if he would get gangrene from being 
hard so long, but later decided it didn't matter, it was worth it. 
He finally moved around facing Pete's beautiful and very red 
ass, looking over it into the eyes of Jack . They locked eyes in 
an incredible peak moment of togetherness, understandin9, 
and raw sexuality. Then Bill turned his attention to Pete s 
asshole. It was so sweet having him like this. Bill could hardly 
believe it was happening. There, right, there, just six inches 
away from his nose, was one of the most beautiful asses and • 
butt holes he had ever seen. He put his nose close and took a 
first tentative whiff. WOW! Without further ado he had his 
tongue on that little red anus, lapping, sucking, chewin9. 
Pete began to squirm with the unexpected sensations. Bill s 
hands kept stroking Pete's cock and balls, not letting the 
arousal fade. Pete's buns were so hot from the whipping that 
they almost burned Bill's face. He continued lapping, lap
ping, lapping at Pete's hole like a dog . 

Jack, observing Bill ' s activity from his commanding vantage 
point, suddenly pulled his cock out of Pete' s mouth. He 
grabbed Pete by the hair and pulled his head back to look 
him in the eye. He smiled. This was the supreme moment he 
had been waiting for. He was anxious to see the look on the 
boy's face. 

"Pete boy, you know what ' cornhole' means?" 
Pete's face curled up in a spectacular combination of hor

ror and fear. " Oh, no. Oh, please no. You wouldn ' t do that. 
You're too big. You ' ll rip me open. Please! I did what you 
said . Please don't make me do that. PLEASE!" 

At this moment Bill began to force his tongue as deep 
inside Pete's butt as he could. He put his hands on each of the 
red hot buns and began pushing them to the side, stretching 
and exposing more of that incredible little hole to his wet 
tongue. 

Jack just kept smiling at Pete's anguished face. "I'm afraid 
so, boy. I' m going to bury this big thick piece of meat all the 
way up your tight little butt. And then I am going to pull it out 
and push it back in , pull it out and push it back in. I'm going to 
fuck your ass and fuck your ass as long as I want, and there's 
no one here to stop it, is there?" Jack squatted down so his 
face was inches from Pete' s. He stared into Pete' s eyes with a 
searching, questioning look. " You aren 't afraid, are you?" 
Pete was obviously terrified . "Well, there's no need to be 
afraid, because you ' re going to like it. All you have to do is 
accept it, and it' ll go real easy. If you fight it, you may get 
ripped open, but you ' ll have nobody to blame but yourself. If 
you relax and accept the situation, Bill and I will make you 

DRUMMER29 



feel real good." Jack stood up and walked proudly, cock 
jutting out magnificent ly, back to where Bill was slurping 
away at Pete's ass. 

. As Jack walked around, Bill turned on his knees and began 
slurping and sucking on the huge cock of the man he loved. 
This man had gotten him high so many times, and this time 
was going to go in his pe rmanent memory book. Jack stood 
there, stroking Bill's hai r with one hand, petting Pete's red, 
raw butt with the other. ete looked so good in that position, 
legs firmly spread and s cured, ass red-hot to the touch, and 
that little virgin anus just hanging there waiting to be pene
trated . As Jack pulled his cock out of Bill's mouth, Bill jumped 
back under Pete and st rted working on his cock again. It 
came right back to full hardness. It occurred to Bill that there 
was something about this Pete was liking. 

Jack reached under the tarp and pulled out the can of 
grease he had put there earlier. He stuck two fingers in and 
applied them to Pete's rectum. Pete immediately tightened 
up at the touch. "Relax, Pete. Relax if you don't want to get 
ripped apart. I'm not going to hurt you if you accept me." He 
continued to gently knead and stretch Pete, then slipped in 
one finger to about the knuckle, pulling, stretching. Pete's ass 
was tight as imaginable, but Jack was making progress. He 
continued talking to Pete in soothing tones as he stretched 
and pulled. Soon he had two fingers in and could see that he 
was well on the way. 

Jack grabbed a handful of grease and rubbed it down the 
long shaft of his hard cock. TKis was going to be so sweet! 
There was Pete bent over, his beautiful hairy legs securely 
tied apart, his ass red and glowing, and that perfect little hole 
all shiny and inviting from the grease job. Jack put the thick 
bulbous end of his dick ri?,ht against Pete's butthole. He 
could feel Pete trembling. ' OK, Pete, just accept it. Here it 
comes." He placed on hand on each of Pete's buns and 
pushed them aside as e applied an easy pressure to his 
cockhead. Slowly, ever so slowly, he contin"ued to push and 
stretch until the tip was in and Pete's anus tightened back 
down around the shaft. Pete let out a loud gasp and began 
shaking. 

"Easy does it, boy. Calm down. It 's OK." Pete's asshole was 
so tight around Jack's cock that it almost hurt. Jack placed one 
hand on each side of Pete's pelvis and then, assured of lever
age, began to feed the boy some man cock. When he reached 
the second sphincter, he hit a block. It was tight as a drum. By 
rocking back and forth on his toes and applying more pres
sure Jack was able to pass through . Pete s whole body sud
denly let go and relaxed ; the change was dramatic. All the air 
he had been holding in h is lungs came out in a rush, and he 
began breathing deeply Jack felt a release of tension inside 
Pete, and now it was easy to fuck him. He continued feeding 
that big pipe up Pete's ass until it was all the way in and his 
sensitive balls were touching the hot skin of Pete's red butt. 

Bill had decided he had gone to heaven . He was on his 
kn.ees between Pete's legs licking and sucking Pete's balls and 
thick shaft, while watch ing a closeup of his lover's beautiful 
dick enter the helpless boy. He was pleased and somewhat 
amazed that he had been able to keep Pete's cock up 
throughout the whole penetration. Pete ought to be turned 
on! He was, in Bill's opinion, in a very lucky position to be 
getting all this attention from two hot men! 

Jack began to step up his strokes, pulling his cock right out 
to the end, teasing Pete' s butthole, then slamming it all the 
way deep until Pete was totally impaled. At the moment of 
maximum penetration, Pete would tense and rise up in an 
attempt to escape the invader, but of course his ankle res
traints kept him from go ing much further than up on his toes. 
Jack would then move forward so Pete couldn't get back 
down and simply stop, holding maximum depth, enjoying 
the boy's straining muscles. Then he'd pull it out to the tip, 
playing, teasing, and then the hard slam again. Later Jack 
moved into continuous long hard thrusts, ramming and ram
ming, working the boy's ass real good. He was getting pretty 
hot by this time and decided they should all come. 

"Now Pete, you're gonna be real lucky, because Bill is 
going to let you suck him off. He's going to come in your 
mouth, too, and I want you to swallow every drop. If you spill 
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any, I'll have to whip you again for not obeying. Under
stand?" Pete nodded. 

Bill got up and walked around to Pete's head, leaned over 
and looked into his eyes. He sure was handsome! "I'll bet 
your mouth is real dry about this time, huh, Pete?" Pete 
nodded. "Well, this will help." Bill gently took Pete's head in 
his hands and covered Pete's mouth with his, exploring Pete's 
lips with his tongue. Pete started to protest, but suddenly was 
responding to the kiss passionately, not only allowing Bill's 
tongue in his mouth, but thrusting his tongue into Bill. After a 
moment, Bill pulled back and said, "You know, we really do 
like you ." He then stood up, stroked his hard cock so that 
Pete could see it, and then put it into Pete's unresisting 
mouth. He began to fuck Pete's throat with a fury. 

Jack had reached down and grabbed Pete's cock when Bill 
got up. He wasn't about to let Pete get soft. He greased his 
hand up and began stroking Pete's thick dick with one hand; 
the other was squeezing and tugging on the heavy hairy balls. 
It worked. Pete stayed good and hard, his cock sometimes 
throbbing a little thicker and harder for just a moment. When 
Bill started fucking Pete's mouth, jack resumed the heavy 
reaming of Pete's butt, pounding harder and harder with all 
the strength of his powerful legs driving the steely rod to the 
limits. He was jacking Pete off faster and faster now, the 
tempo picking up with the increased ass-fucking speed. 

Bill reached under Pete, found his nipples, and began 
pinching and tugging on them, rolling them between his 
fingers, digging his nails lightly into them. Pete was moaning 
and almost crying, writhing on the table under the onslaught 
of two hard dicks working both ends, rough fingers man
handling his sensitive genitals and nipples. Bill glanced up to 
see Jack staring at him. With an intense jolt they locked eyes, 
held for a moment, held for an eternity a vision into the 
depths of the other's soul, a merging, swirling, fusion of 
passion-compassion-caring, a profound knowing-trusting
understanding, a certainty of deep encompassing love at the 
base of their being. A shock wave passed over the three of 
them, started by Pete who began thrashing on the table 
violently, straining powerfully at his bonds, and yelling as 
loud as he could with a throat full of meat. As Jack's hand 
suddenly became full of warm thick slippery cream, he 
realized in a flash that Pete was coming! That was all he 
needed: a pounding drumbeat throb began welling up from 
within, releasing in a repeating explosion of light, color, and 
heat as spurt after spurt after s~urt shot into the warm sheath 
of Pete's insides. Bill saw Jack s face pass through an instan
taneous succession of devil-angel-man-boy-ecstasy; when 
Jack rolled his eyes up into his head, Bill knew this was lt. He 
simply let go the hold that he had set up inside to keep him 
from ejaculating too soon, and the floodgates blew out. His 
entire body went into spasms, pouring load after load down 
Pete's throat, his knees shaking so hard he could hardly stand 
up. Pete was actively sucking as hard as he could, draining 
Bill's heavy balls. Bill collapsed over Pete, burying his face in 
the small of Pete's back, holding onto him and kissing him 
again and again. From Pete's other end, Jack lay over both of 
them with his head resting on Bill's sweaty back, stroking the 
bodies of both his men. 

After a few minutes they had regained their breath; Jack 
and Bill got up and put their jeans and boots back on. Jack 
stood by as Bill released the handcuffs on Pete in case there 
was trouble. There wasn't. Pete did not speak or look at them. 
Keeping his eyes on the floor, he put his clothes on, then 
climbed down the ladder and walked out of the barn. 

Dinner came and went; Pete didn't show up. When he still 
had not returned by breakfast, Jack checked the bunkhouse 
to see if his gear was still there. His pack was lying on the floor, 
and the bed had not been slept in. 

They usually worked a light load on Saturday, and they 
didn't leave the mainJard all day in case Pete came back. 
After dark they retire to tneir quarters, feeling a little on 
edge wondering about Pete. Bill stripped to his shorts and lay 
down on the bed to read a book he had picked up at the 
general store. Jack sat down at the table in the middle of the 
room, turned on the lamp, and began catching up on some 



paperwork. After about an hour, Jack saw the light in the 
bunkhouse go on through the window. 

"Looks like our friend has come home." -
Bill hopped up and ran to the window, peering out at an 

angle to avoid being seen. The bunkhouse light went off 
again, and by the moonli?,ht a solitary figure could be seen 
walking across the yard. 'He's headed this way, jack. He's 
carrying his pack, and he doesn't look like he's armed." 

"Well, that 's a relief. Let's try to look casual, huh?" 
"Right." Bill lay down on the bed and pretended to be 

reading. There was a quiet knock on the door. 
"Come in." 
Pete walked in slowly, holding his pack in one hand. He 

looked a little worn down; his clothes were wrinkled and 
stained. His face showed confusion, uncertainty; he seemed 
distant. He stopped a few feet away from the table where jack 
was sitting. When he spoke his voice was quiet and sad. " I 
came to get my pay." 

Jack rep,lied, " You O K?" 
"Yeah.' 
"You were outside all last night?" 
"Yeah. In the box canyon . Wanted to think." 
Jack opened the drawer of the table and pulled out a roll of 

bills. He tossed it on the table. " You worked hard for this pay, 
and you earned it. I adm1re a man who takes pride in doing a 
good job. You'll find a l ittle extra bonus in there, too. It'll 
cover your bus fare to Denver, if that 's where you want to 
go." 

Pete reached over and picked up the roll , stared at it for a 
moment, then stuffed it into his jeans. He looked up at Jack, 
turned his gaze on Bill, started to say something, but finally 
stared at the table top without speakin?,. 

Bill sat up on the edge of the bed. ' It's kind of dark for 
hitting the road. You can stay in your bunk tonight, and after 
breakfast I'll drive you out to the main highway to catch the 
bus." 

Pete seemed to want to say something, but couldn 't get it 
out. He shuffled his feet on the wood floor, cleared his throat, 
but ended up still staring hypnotically at the table top. 

"Pete." Jack spoke in a confident, fatherly voice. Pete 
looked up and was caught by jack 's eyes. " Pete, there's a lot 
of work on this ranch, even operating at the reduced level we 
do. Bill and I can't really handle it all by ourselves. We need 
an honest hard working man to help out. " 

Pete looks surprised, Bill thought. Hell , I'm surprised! I 
wonder how long Jack 's been thinking about this? 

jack continued, " I've been examining the finances here." 
He gestured at the paperwork on the table. " And I think we 
have barely enough to hire a fulltime hand. The pay isn ' t 
much, but the food is good and the bunkhouse is warm. We'd 
like you to stay. " 

Pete seemed to be struggling with some emotion or indeci
sion deep inside; his eyes were shiny, as if he were about to 
cry . Finally he found enough voice to say, ' 1, uh, . . . nobody 
ever wanted me before." 

" I think we should be clear on job responsibilities, thou~h, 
Pete." Jack put the papers in the drawer and closed it. ' I'll 
need your services on the range, and sometimes I'll want 
your services in our bed. And of course, anytime you do 
anything wrong, you will be whipped until I am satisfied . Are 
we in agreement?" 

Pete licked his lips and shifted his weight to his other foot. 
" Yes." 

jack looked at him sternly. " That's 'Yes, Sir' from now on. 
Got it? " 

" Yes, Sir." 
" OK, we want you in our bed tonight. Strip down to your 

shorts and stand at attention. You will perform an y and all acts 
commanded, and you will be made to come at least three 
times before morning. Is that clear? " 

" Yes, SIR! " 0 
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Dear Larry, 
I know that you're hot into musical 
background in the black room scene, so 
maybe you can give me some advice. 
I've recently moved, and I'm in the pro
cess of setting up everything all over 
again. In my old locale, I used an 8-track 
tape as the heart of my sound system, 
and under the old conditions it was per
fectly satisfactory. Now, being inspired 
by my more spacious surroundings, I'm 
trying to re-do my system, and I sud
denly realize that 8-t rack is on the way 
out. It's even getting difficult to find 
blank tapes, let a/on equipment. But I 
want something that's going to run as 
long as /leave it on, not something that I 
have to stop and fiddle with when the 
tape runs out. What are you using these 
days? 

Frank, Baltimore 
Dear Frank, 
I have to admit I'm still on 8-track, but I 
have also observed the coming changes. 
Because I recently got a new van, I went 
through the sound installation hassle for 
it and eliminated the -track I had been 
using in the old one. I installed a Ken
wood system, with an auto-reverse 
cassette deck. This works the same as the 
8-track, in that it will go on a continuous 
loop until you stop it . Since my van is 
always the "second blackroom," the 
solution seems applicable. Just find an 
auto-reverse deck that has the continu
ous feature, and you've got it made. 
Then you can have the pleasure of re
recording all your favorites onto the 
new format. Be careful in selecting your 
tape deck, however, because some of 
them have an automatic stop after play
ing the second side of the tape, and you 
can't override it. 

Dear Larry, 
I am blessed (or cursed) with a pair of 
exceptionally large, deep-hanging balls. 
I have to admit that they are my pride 
and joy, except that in a scene my Top 
always wants to strap them up and hang 
things on them. In addition to being 
large, my nuts are also extremely sensi
tive. I try to set this as one of my limits, 
but hardly anyone bel1eves that a pair of 
balls as big as mine can be so touchy. 
What should I do? 

Dear Well, 
Well-hung, Seattle 

· Everybody has sensitive balls. It's a mat
ter of getting used to having them 
manipulated. I suggest you try a few 
stretching sessions on your own, until 
you can take a proper degree of pres
sure, etc. The problem is more in your 
head than in your nuts. 

Dear Larry, 
i am a slave and have been for a long 
time, but i am fairly successful in my 
work, so have my own house and a well 
equipped dungeon. There are several 
Masters who come to work me over reg
ularly (one at a time), but two of them 
always insist on bringing their own 
equipment. They arrive at my door with 

, their bags of toys, and hardly ever touch 

THE 
lEATHER 
NBTEBBBK 
by Larry Townsend 

any of the wonderful things i've bought 
to have used on me, and that i really 
want them to use. i've discussed this 
with both Tops, and each of them has 
told me basically the same thing; they 
work better with their own equipment 
and prefer to use it. If i don't like it, 
tough shit. Who's right? 

Dear bottom, 
slave, Washington, D.C. 

I'm adressing you thus because you are 
not a slave, however much you would 
like to think of yourself as having 
attained that status. A slave does as his 
Master commands, and he does not 
bitch or snivel or equivocate. He cer
tainly does not try to tell his Master what 
to do or how to do it. Even a good bot
tom will accept the guidance of his Top 
and respect his wishes when it comes to 
such decisions as these. But an unen
cumbered bottom does have the choice 
of going with the guy or not. Since this 
appears to be your true status, I would 
say to either accept your Top's decision, 
or find another guy to work you over. 

Dear Larry, 
This is probably a question with no real 
answer, but if anyone can advise me, I 
expect it would be you. I'm just short of 
forty and have been playing SM games 
for a number of years. I m usually Top, 
but my real urges are for the other side. I 
go through elaborate }0 rituals, tying 
myself up and jacking off. But when I get 
into a session with another guy as S, I 
find myself unable to take the things he 
wants to do to me, and it always turns 
out to be an abortive exchange. I really 
want to be bottom, at least some of the 
time; I just can't seem to bring myself 
into a proper frame of mind when the 
situation actually presents itself. Is this 
something unusual, or does it happen to 
a lot of people? I don't really think it is 
the sort of problem I can bring to ather
apist, although I have thought about 
doing it. What can I do? 

Frustrated, Los Angeles 

Dear Frustrated, 
I suspect that your problem is far more 
common than most of us realize. The 
elaborate )0 fantasies build up a condi
tioned set of desired activities that your 
casual Top can not perceive unless you 
tell him, and that really isn ' t the way to 
do it. It disrupts the role situation, and 
he isn't there just to fulfill your fantasies, 

anyway. There are also many things you 
can imagine in a )0 session that are 
going to feel a good deal different in 
reality. There are several ways you might 
try to solve the dilemma: 1) If you can 
find the right guy, you mighttry training 
your own Top. This takes a bit of skill and 
imagination, but it sometimes works 
out. 2) You could make a real effort to 
submit once or twice, and actually go 
through a scene with the idea, "I can 
take it, whatever he gives to me." This 
might break the ice, especially if you 
start reflecting back on the scene in your 
subsequent )0 sessions. 3) Y bu might try 
a mild tranquilizer or small amount of 
one of the popular relaxants, again just 
to break the ice. A little gras~ and amyl 
can sometimes carry the day. 

The whole [>roblem is in your mental 
set, and this is where the manipulation 
has to take place. Of course, there are 
gay sex therapists in Los Angeles and 
one of them might help you. If you want 
it badly enough, you are going to keep 
trying until you find the answer. 

Dear Larry, 
A couple of years ago I bought a Beta
max, and started looking for tapes with 
some real Drummer action, with some 
of the types of activities that really turn 
me on: heavy SM action, Greek action 
from beginning to end without film 
being wasted on story, tapes with 
mature men instead of teenagers, prison 
rapes, gang rapes, negro masters. I've 
never been able to find what I want. 
Most of the commercially produced 
films (tapes) are far short of the written 
material currently available- in. 
Drummer and elsewhere. Can you put 
me on to some source that I may have 
missed? 

Pete, CT 
Dear Pete, 
By and large, the film makers are guided 
by commercial considerations, tem
pered by the limits of the law- or at 
least the standards imposed by those 
who enforce the laws. The most recent 
trend has been toward more elaborate 
productions, including some sort of 
story line, location shots, and costumes 
if the action is supposed to take place 
other than in contemporarf USA. This 
seems to be the reverse o the action 
you want, but it is apparently the type of 
film that attracts the largest audience. By 
depicting a variety of sexual activities, 
the film makers are also trying to be all 
things to all viewers- again, to satisfy 
the market. I'm afraid you're a victim of 
the times, a little like the handyman who 
wants to build somethig unique for his 
home or some special interest. If Sears 
doesn't sell the parts he needs, they are 
going to be difficult or impossible to 
find. As to the film contents falling short 
of the action described in written 
accounts, you must realize that, whereas 
we are quite free to write whatever we 
wish, the self-appointed guardians of 
public morality would never stand for 
photographic depictions of this 
behavior. 
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Fight night came and the gymnasium of the local high 
school was filled even before I arrived. My team had the boys' 
locker area which smelled, like all locker rooms, of sweat, wet 
wool , urine, semen and cement. My opponent had the girls' 
side which I took as an omen. You always look for such signs 
before a fight. 

It was a good atmosphere to warm up in. I shadowboxed 
lightly to build up a good warm sweat and watched our 
amateurs come back from the ring, some strutting from their 
wins, some whining from their losses. They weren't aware of 
it but, as they stripped and showered, the winners always 
assumed the positions of tops: accenting their chests and 
cocks, hands to hips, staring others down while the losers 
took the role of passives: showing ass, running tongue over 
lips, dropping their ey s before others. But they'd have 
denied any such interpretation to their body language. 

The Sensei himself came down to get me, a great honor, 
and I could see he was pleaed with the promotion. 

"Five minutes," he to ld me. 
Seth knelt and checked the tape on my foot gear, then the 

tape to my Ji bottoms. He dropped the robe over my 
shoulders an popped the mouthpiece in so I could get used 
to breathing through it. Then we went up. 

There is nothing like entering a ring, passing through the 
sweaty, smoky, yelling crowd and climbing above them, all 
the time thinking of only one thought- to destroy. 

The crowd gets noisier. You look at your opponent without 
seeing him. You let your seconds pull your robe off so you are 
a muscular half-nude in a sea of fat. You sneer with arrogance 
and pace like an animal at the end of a leash. There was 
Sensei, whom I fought for; there was only one other in this 
crowd of two thousand that had a chance of beating me this 
night and I was sure I'd destroy him. 

I was high with it, dancing with it, sucking on it, loving it. I 
wished I were nude so the crowd could be even hungrier for 
me. I knew most of the mouths at ringside would open to my 
hard on in invitation. The cup held my cock in, the ridicu
lously small karate cup that allowed my kicks but which a full 
impact blow would drive halfway into my groin. 

Then the crowd gasped as my opponent came in with his 
handlers. He was a black giant, three inches taller than my , 
6'2", twenty pounds heavier, glaring out from under his hood 
as if drugged. It was quite a scene with the crowd giving way 
for him and his handlers bouncing around and screaming. 

We met with the referee in the center of the rin9. I don't 
get into glaring and snorting at my opponent but its part of 
the ritual so we stood nose to nose. He was thick and muscu
lar; I hoped he was eith r slow or stupid. We sneered as we 
touched gloves. 

Then back to the corner for the wave of crowd noise that 
pulls back and leaves the ring dead quiet for the bell. My 
second said nothing but knelt to watch my opponent. Seth 
nodded towards the crowd and I saw John sitting there. I was 
bouncing, laughing at the purity of it, the high of it, but I 
snarled with the bell. 

The fight is seven ro nds of shadows from which a few 
good shots stand clear. 

The first round was slow. He came out huge and ugly, his 
kicks slow. One got in mostly unblocked and filled my lungs 
with searing air. His hands were fast but he threw magnum 
single blows and seemed surprised to always find me stand
ing with my jab in his face. I hit him more often, mostly 
nuisance wheelkicks that he blocked with raised leg or 
lowered arm, although he flinched from a few. 

Near the end of the round he swirled me into a corner and 
smothered me with what was more wrestling than boxing. 

"Break," I heard the referee call. 
But the bastard thumbed even harder at my biceps and 

ground his cup into my ass. 
"I love white punk,' he growled into my ear. 
"You knock it down to get it," I challenged and brought a 

heel up to the inside of his knee to help the referee break. 
The second round was more of the same: my hooks and 

kicks a constant factor, his big blows always dangerous and 
always drawing a grunt from the crowd. I swept him just 
before the bell. He went down like a cat. My foot was just in 
front of his face. 
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"Lick it, boy," I taunted. Then I laughed as I easily avoided 
the hammer fist that sounded hollowly on the canvas where 
my foot had been. 

The crowd booed the black but the referee had heard me. 
"Cut the shit!" he warned. 
I bowed and went to my corner. 
The next three rounds failed to establish either of us as in 

control. I won the point war because he all but abandoned 
kicking. He tried to smother, curse, insult, and wear me out. 
Sometimes I could hook and step aside but more and more 
I'd get in one shot and he'd slam his shoulder into me, wrap 
his arms about me, and give me his weight and suggestions as 
to what he planned for my pink asshole until the referee 
managed to part us. 

My back was aching and my right collar bone was bruised 
from his shoulder slams. My breathing didn't slow and in the 
corner after five rounds I looked across the ring and knew 
he'd be coming. 

The bell rang and he came like a locomotive. I flayed 
matador, hitting him from side to side and spinning of. It was 
a dance with death, terror half-hidden in my gut as I kept a 
half step, a slip, or a duck away. 

He caught me with a hook I never saw and everything went 
slow-mo, all the way back to the rope which told me I was 
standing as he came for my ass. He hooked, elbowed, upper
cut, cursed, spat; if anything had been dead on target it 
would have knocked me from my small bit of reality. He blew 
it, grunted, and then butted, a horrible crashing jolt of a butt 
that put me to my knees and covered my face in sticky blood. 

The referee stepped in, moved him back to a corner as cups 
of ice crashed in. I fought my way up slowly, sickeningly, 
wanting to throw up and throw in the whole damn thing but 
never with my Master and slaves watching. I stood on one 
side of the ring holding the rope, my opponent across from 
me dancing like a kid having to piss in his eagerness to get at 
me. The referee walked from judge to judge taking away 
points. 

The bell rang with us like that. It would have been humor
ous but for the blood. My corner lacked a good cut man so 
they wiped with a towel, stuffed it with vaseline, and held an 
ice bag on it. We also lacked a doctor, so the fight wasn't to be 
stopped. 

I sat exhausted, wanting only to give a good account. 
"Last round," my second said, almost begging me to just 

hang on. 
That's where I was at, hanging on, winni·ng on penalty 

points for his butting and lack of kicks. I didn't try and guess 
points but penalty points are a big margin and I had won a few 
rounds and held some even. I wanted to just survive, not to 
fall down, not to puke, not to look bad. Suddenly a strong 
pair of hands clasped the back of my neck, manipulating for a 
moment. 

"I'm watching," was all Sensei said before walking back to 
his seat with his wife and fourteen year old son. 

It was a touch of life. I stood and the crowd cheered. My 
crowd and my ring. The black hopped up too and I saw his 
thigh buckle. It had taken quite a beating in blocking and low 
kicks; I felt the touch of a plan through the cobwebs. 

The buzzer went and we began dancing; the bell rang and 
we touched gloves, glaring at each other, agreeing to let this 
round decide it. 

"For your ass!" he growled. 
I hit him in the sore thigh right off, a good illegal leg 

extension that j·ust about popped his mouthpiece. Then I 
fought cleanly: eft hook kick, right hand, double hook, right 
kick, from side to side like a shark with the crowd yelling. 

But he was no punk and hit back with wide punches, any 
one of which could put me out. I was bleeding again but it 
didn't matter. I wanted him. I would win on points in this gym 
but I wanted him at my feet. Snarling spit through the hole in 
my mouthpiece I came on; he met me punch for punch, his 
lip curled up. 

He was blocking my kicks with his lead arm now, saving his 
leg. I was waiting as I fought, like a lion facing a buffalo, 
careful of its power but knowing I'd kill if the opening came. I 
faked the roundhouse and a big arm sweep came as I re
chambered my leg, drooling at the sight of his ribs, slamming 



home the front thrust searching for liver. 
His eyes went to saucers, both knees buckles, and he 

lurched forward into my hook, but the animal didn' t fall. He 
took my hooks, my ri ght, and hung on; I kept tearing at him, 
driven by fear of the bell but hitting elbows, forearms, and 
top of head. I was going full animal and then it seemed as If 
the Sensei were in the ring watching with a half smile as I lost 
cotrol in the moment of victory. 

I stopped flailing, stepped back, saw the opening and 
dropped him with a short, sweet, ridgehand. Even then he 
didn' t go out, just sat t here staring up as I leaned over him to 
give him some of my blood. 

I took the hike to the far corner and saw him trying to get 
up. But his legs were gone. I saw him glaring at me, hating me, 
and I grabbed my cu p in the last of my anger. 

Then the refereee raised my hand, my crowd went mad, my 
corner went mad, and I realized how close a thing it had 
been. 

They patched me up with butterfly bandages and I sat in a 
towel signing autographs for kids and got treated like a long 
lost friend by old men. Everyone likes to share in victory. Seth 
sat around worryin? about me like a puppy with a sick owner. 
I was half afraid he d start licking at me, so I sent him home. 
Slowly the others fo llowed and finally I was alone in the 
locker room, savorin g the quiet and exhaustion of it. 

I was hoping Sensei might come in, come down into my 
den of concrete and water. But he didn't and I finally packed 
up my bag to leave. 

Almost all the cars w ere out of the parking lot when I got 
out. I thought the two remaining belonged to the janitors 
until I saw a dome light come on and my former opponent 
crunching across the gravel towards me. I leaned on the 
hood, vainly trying to feel tough but I wanted no more of this 
bastard . 

He stopped and loo ked at me for a moment. 
" Nobody ever gave me more work than I could handle," 

he told me. 
"It was a hard paycheck," I returned, wondering what the 

hell he wanted. 
He looked down at his feet, hesitated, sighed, and then let 

it out. 
" We had a bet," he said. 
" Get in," I told him. 
He tried the passenger side, which was locked, and he 

stood waitin9,, as if he were my guest or something. 
" The bed,' I ordered savagely. I climbed in, started the 

truck, and spun off through the gravel without looking to see 
if he were ready. 

I drove fast out into the country and cut about all over the 
area to confuse him before pulling over by a cornfield only 
half a mile from the school. I took my toy bag from under the 
seat, climbed out to the ru nningboard and into the back. 

He was on his back, wedged in against the cab and his pants 
crotch was bulging wi th his cock. 

" Strip, boy!" I commanded. 
" Yes, Master," he whispered and began to unbutton his 

shirt, his fingers trembling. 
I slapped him and my hand went numb against his face. I' d 

have to find other parts of his body to strike or something 
harder to hit with. 

" Massah?" I prompted, feeling damn arrogant and mean. 
He wanted a scene and I was going to give him a heavy scene 
from the past. But I was ready to pick and stick if he rejected 
the game and rose up in anger. The bed of the truck was no 
ring and I wasn't sure I could take him on the street. 

He hesitated, looking down at the truckbed, settling in his 
mind what he would take. 

" Yes, Massah! " he said, his voice breaking. 
He took off his clothes, revealing the magnificent physique 

I had not had time to admire before. His thick cock bobbing 
before him, reminding me of how costly defeat would have 
been, made victory all the sweeter. 

I cuffed his hands behind him, put an eyeless hood over his 
head and pushed him down. I took his wallet and keys before 
kicking the rest of his clothes out onto the road. 

Then I climbed into the cab, pulled my jeans apart to free 
my cock and played with it as I drove for the dojo, high on the 
decadence of owning another human being for as long as I 
was arrogant enough. I swerved to hit potholes and bumps to 
make him thump around in the back. I drove on the shoulder 
to hear the limbs scrape and whish above him and sped up on 
the straights to let the wind increase over his nude body. All 
too soon I was at the dojo and spun the truck around with the 
tailgate to the door. 

It was late but the patrol car was used to seeing my truck 
about at all hours, so it was just a matter of hopping into the 
back, attaching a cock and ball harness and leash, using my 
key to open the door and dragging him inside. 

I took off the hood and handcuffs and made him stand on a 
weightbench as I walked around him, examining him, play
in~ out the fantasy of buY,ing him. 

'Strong looking slave,' I said out loud, walking around 
him. " Really a fine animal. Bend . forward,. boy, an.d let us 
check the tightness of your plumbmg. Adm1rable. T1ght and 
secure, yet able to accommodate four fingers without a 
whimper. Real corncob cl17an. Sh<;>w me your .teeth. ~lean my 
fingers, long and soft, a b1t of sh1t by the nail . That s a good 
bo~. 

' Now for your breeding equipment. Work on it. Show me 
you're not diseased. " 

"Yes, Massah!" he grunted, getting into it, his hand at work 
on his cock but not overdoing it. 

"Crawl to the ring," I commanded. " Into the middle, ass 
up, legs spread, face to canvas and arms to either side.' 

He assumed the position and waited, totally vulnerable, as I 
selected a leather skip rope and came slowly towards him, 
making the rope sing as I whipped it about. . 

It hit with a crack, rebounded and then wh1pped down 
again with another stinging crack. He couldn 't help giving 
way before it, untied as he was, and I chased him about ~he 
ring as welts appeared and my forearm ached, as the f1rst 
oozing blood came, until finally he fell down onto his belly 
sobbing. 

" No more," he cried, for~etting how big and bad he was. 
"Please. No more, Massah! ' 

I stood over him, the shadow of my cock upon him, and let 
the skip rope fall onto him as I dropped my pants. 

"The fields will toughen you," I promised. " You begged • 
with that tongue, now pleasure me with it and maybe I won't 
beat you for a bit ." 

I kicked him and he rolled onto his bloody back. His eyes 
grew and his tongue came out as I squatted over him and his 
cock rose from his belly twice, drooling precum into a pool 
on his belly. 

His tongue found my asshole quickly, rimmed me soft and 
tickling and then probed into me, lapped about within me-. I 
rocked upon his face, staring down at my taut body, playing 
with my nipples, digging the contrast of my light tan to his 
ebony, watching his huger cock bob in excitement, getting 
down on my cock, wondering at the power of mere touch, 
the depth of my desire to come. 

I heard him gasping for breath beneath me but I was too 
close to coming to think of him. It was what he was there for. 
My gut contracted above his tongue and I watched the ~uts in 
my thighs tighten and I cursed as the cum came out. I s1ghed 
and gave him air as I pumped the last drops out white and 
pearly on his black belly. 

I stood off him and my thoughts were elsewhere. My head 
was aching and I wanted to be home. This slave had seduced 
me from home. He was damn ugly compared to Seth. He 
crawled up half exhausted as I yanked him out and into the 
truck by his leash. 

I drove straight back into the country and stopped about 
two hundred yards down the road from his clothes. I took a 
pair of nunchucks from under the seat, the wallet and keys 
from the glove compartment, and I climbed ~nto the bed to 
stand above him, my cock out. 

He lay looking at me, waiting. I held back, sneering down, 
forcing myself back up to the high of the moment when I had 
put him down. None had done it before. I had done it and he 
knew the bottom now. I savored owning him, then absolved 
him in a good healthy stream of my piss. 
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His hand went to that polearm of a cock and he came: 
massive, thick, grunting. 

"Damn," he sighed, laying back sure that the scene was 
over. 

But it wasn't quite finished. I tossed his wallet and keys out 
onto the shoulder. 

"Out!" I ordered. 
"What?" he demand d, anger risinp in his eyes, hands 

gesturing at his nakedness. "like this?' 
"Your clothes are around here somewhere," I told him. 

"Out!" 
He started for me but I clipped him with the nunchucks 

and he rolled away from it, out into the ditch where he 
retrieved wallet and keys. 

"Motherfucking bastard!" he cursed as I drove off. 
I laughed. He had a fifty-fifty chance of choosing the direc

tion his clothes lay in. He'd find them after daylight anyway, 
though the road became awfully busy around then. It had 
been his bet, made when I was hurt and he was expecting to 
win. 

"Fuck him," I said out loud, but my mind was on fucking 
Seth. 

It was a hard drive home, everything was catching up to 
me: the hard fight, a headache bad enough to be from a 
concussion, a long hard scene with some guilt thrown in and, 
perhaps, missing Bobby. I was relieved when I skidded into 
my parking place. I felt the hours upon me as I walked into 
the house. I didn't notice anything, kind of walked in bent 
over, trying to hold my head together. 

I stood stupidly staring at Seth as he hung from the ring
bolts in the supporting beam: nude, chained, and gagged. I 
saw his eyes trying to warn me but it was like my nervous 
system was short circuit d. I couldn't complete anything. 

The yell, as they burst upon me, hurt as much as anything 
they did later on. I may have gotten a shot or two of my own in 
but they laid a heavy hu rting on me. I was down quick, my 
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sense of scent swamped by beer, cigarettes, denim, piss and 
sweat. My body collapsed under heavy bodies pressing, 
crushing, twisting, yanking at any vulnerable spots, and my 
thoughts were kept from collecting by the broken rythm of 
fists and boots thudding into me as various of those present 
got angry enough to hit me. 

The bastards were good, real careful not to take me out, 
letting me feel it. They had me gasping, struggling now and 
again without the pause I needed to marshall my forces and 
take it. 

"Enough!" a voice bellowed. 
One or two more blows came in as afterthoughts; those 

holding me down kept to their places while two grabbed me 
by the hair and arched my head up so I could see the speaker. 
I could see his boots best, expensive riding boots. His pants 
were less clear, his hairy belly even less, and I could barely 
make out his face so high above me. 

"Hi, asshole," he greeted me, kneeling down. "Tried to 
save your ass, but my pals figured we owed you a first class 
treatment." 

He was Jimmy Blue, a real psychopath I had done a favor for 
way back in high school and he felt a kind of loyalty to me. I 
didn't trust jimmy Blue, didn't even like him, but he was my 
only chance of reaching morning. I hoped he had that big .45 
on him and didn't get bored with the scene and ride off. 

jimmy Blue stood and walked to my armchair, sat and 
motioned the others on. But I was together now: body, mind, 
and spirit. It was obviousy not time to strike so I'd endure. I 
drew out of body, shut down my mind, withdrew into my 
spirit to wait. 

Dimly I heard a zipper opening, sensed the men standing 
over my body, the excitement of the others and then the piss 
soaked down on me, smelling strongly, raising laughs and 
fumblings among the crowd but requiring nothing of me. 

Those on my legs twisted me over and the piss fell on my 
face, blinding me, choking me, but soon ending. I carefully 
shook my eyes clear and looked up. It was the biker from the 
alley, a can of beer in one hand, the other arm in a grime
covered sling. 
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"Remember me?" he yelled. "That punk paid, now you're 
going to pay." He wriggled his cock and a drop fell, fell like a 
bit of a prism in slow motion until it burst wet upon my cheek. 

I heard a blade click open. The biker nodded and the 
crowd about me set to stripping me, tugging, yanking and 
cutting, so my clothing gave way like mouthsful of meat. The 
blade cut my thigh and I looked in surprise at the bright strip 
of blood. 

I was soon nude on the cool linoleum. It even felt good to 
be vulnerable before all those eyes. I had every excuse not to 
fight. They had my body, I was resolved to allow them no 
more. 

They took Seth down. He hit the floor with a thud and lay 
still. They had obviously taken him damn far. They took the 
cuffs from him and put them on me, yanked me up by hair 
and balls and tied me spreadeagled into place. 

The one-armed man pulled his belt free. Jimmy Blue 
laughed. 

"He just fought seven rounds, you just stomped him, and 
you expect him to feel a belt?" he asked. 

" No, bastard! " the biker yelled back. Bikers are always 
yelling. " But it' ll feel good to me! " 

Then Whack! Whack ! Whack! The belt was worked from 
knees to shoulders. The blows came too fast to differentiate 
and, though none was as powerful as a jab, they bit into me. 
The bastard was getting into it, really laying into me. But he 
was losing the other bikers. 

They were drinking beer. One or two were kind of fum
bling with Seth, seeing if he lived, looking kind of uncomfort
able. I was regretting my time with the Black. They must have 
been here for some time, using Seth between them. 

" Come on, man," one of them said. " This kid don't look 
good." 

The belt hit the floor behind me. 
"I 've been waiting for this! " the Biker yelled. " You leave if 

you want, but I'm takin g this ass! " 
" Plenty of time," Jimmy Blue sniffed. " Nobody's coming 

by. " 
I felt hands on my ass, squeezing, probing, spreading, and I 

wanted it. 
"Yeah, punk," the beer breath spoke into my ear. " Now 

let's get to it. " 

I felt it at me. He fore d it in hard, not all the way, not one 
deep shove, but in unti l I felt it, then again, just a bit more 
pain, until he was in. H paused triumphant. 

"Fuck him, Rod!" on of the bikers cheered. 
" Break him open! " another joined in. 
The atmosphere had c anged again; they were geting into 

it. One of the bikers pu lled Seth to him; his skin squeeking 
across the linoleum. The bastard soon had Seth pulled upside 
down and was fucking t e senseless ass. 

Anger rose in me. I couldn' t quite empty myself of it. I 
looked at Jimmy Blue; h looked back cold. Hewasthesmart 
one, the leader. He figured he owed me and was paying me 
back. 

Rod kept at it, pushi g into me, his fat belly humping 
against me, until I felt him come. 

He pulled out, walked around me, sneered at me and 
slapped me hard three t imes. 

One by one the bikers left . Jimmy Blue went last and 
sto?.ped in front of me. 

' Best leave these parts," he advised. "Cause now we're 
even." 

His eyes were as cold as a snake's. I heard the bikes roar off 
from the side yard where they had been hidden. 

Seth had been faking some. He moved towards me now, 
but I could see he was on queer street. He found my leg and 
kind of crawled up me, hung about my neck with one arm. 
He managed to get my ri ght arm free and then he just hung 
there. 

I had an arm free of the chain but had to use it to hold Seth 
up. He was lost in the fog. 

"Okay, punk," I growled at him. "Get to your place!" 
He looked at me questioningly from the fog and slowly 

worked his way to his knees. When he was solid there, face 
into my crotch, arms behind my thighs, I unclipped my left 

arm and then my feet. I picked Seth up and carried him 
upstairs. 

I had Seth cleaned up, wrapped in a comforter and in bed 
within the hour. I had taken aspirin and Jack Daniels until the 
pains could be ignored and the shotgun was loaded. 

It was 4am but I called anyway. 
" Yeah? " the voice answered. 
"Sam," I said. " This is Mako." 
" Mother fucker! " the voice came back. " You crazy?" 
" I want some people gone," I told him. 
" We can talk,' he said less sleepily. 
" I' ll drop by in the morning," I told him. 
There was a lot to do but I went to sleep, Seth's head in my· 

lap, the shotgun in my hands. 
"Lots of fights in Florida," was my last thought. 

CONTINUED NEXT ISSUE 

~ 
BLACK WET-LOOK TRUNKS FOR HIM 
Fast-Dry, Non-Shrink Cire' Bikinis for 
Underwear or Outerwear. Zippered front 
for easy access and whatever. Specify 
DSmall DMedium Dlarge 14 95 WITHOUT ZIPPER only 9.95 ---------------------SUDS10Re. 
17 Harriet St./San Francisco, CA 94103 
Send me_ Black Wet-Look Trunks@ 14.95. in 
size(s) Ds Om Dl 
Name ____________________________ __ 

Address ____________________ _ 

City, State, Zip-------,-----------
Enclosed is $ ___ or charge it to my o VISA 
0 MASTERCARD No. ---------

Expires, _____ Signature _____ _ 
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Cover art by Joe Johnson 

BY LARRY TOWNSEND 
Not a revision 

This totally new compendium of the male-to
male Leather !SM scene i s complete with 
action vignettes, anecdotes, and a new set of 
statistics from a special survey questionnaire. 
The book includes up to date information on: 
bondage techniques, discipline (light and 
heavy), water sports, FF, enemas, drugs, bodily 
piercings, health and gay diseases, the history 
of SM, catheters , dungeon equipment, and 
much more. 
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Not even a sequel 

Available at your local bookstore after NovPmber 1982. or order d1rect from the author: 

r ----------------------To: Larry Townsend, P.O. Box 302, Beverly Hills. CA 90213 
I 
I Please send ___ copies of the new Leatherman' 
I Handbook II. I enclose $5.45 each ($4.95 plus 50¢ postage), an 
1 certify that I am over 21 years of age: 
I 
1 Signature: -----------------1 
I 
1 Name: ---------------~ 

: Address: -----------------1 

I City. State & Zi : 
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ROY DEAN NUDES 9.95 

Send me: 0 Son of Drummer, 0 Best & Worst of Drummer, o Drummer R1des Aga1n . o Drummer Marches On. o Class of 
82, 0 Roy Dean Nudes, 0 Harry Chess. 0 Erotic Art of Bill Ward . 0 Care & Tra1n1ng II. o Paen. o Story of 0 . o Sex tool. u 
L •wd . (Include 50¢ postage per item) . 

NAME ------- --------
ADDRESS 
CITY / STATE/ ZIP 

Charge to my OVISA 0 MASTERCARD Card No. 

Expiration Date/ Signature - ---- ------------
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FROM THE WORLD'S TOP MANUFACTURER OF 
NITRATE-BASED ODORANTS- ALL GUARANTEED! 

·-----------------------------~---------------------~ 
WINGS DISTRIBUTING California residents add 6% sales tax. 

17 HARRIET STREET/ SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

Send me __ Six-Packs@ $15 (limit 3) to: 

NAME ______________________________________ _ 

ADDRESS ____________________________________ __ 

CITY, STATE, Zl P --------------------------------

Enclosed is : $ Please add $1 for shipping. Foreign add $2. 
Or charge my 0 VISA 0 MASTERCARD 
No. Expiration ______________ _ 

~---------------------------------------------------~ I The Effects of Nitrates/ Nitrites are Currently Under Medica/Investigation Offer void in Georgia, Connecticut & Soviet Union. 



WE'LL PICK UP YOUR AD 
IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF 

DRUMMER and MANIFEST will now 
accept verified telephone numbers in 
personal ads. Please add $1 tc the cost 
of the ad if a telephone number is 
included in the ad copy. If necessary, 
please indicate to us the best time(s) to 
verify the number. Commercial ads 
(Services, Models, Travel, Resorts, 
Employment, For Sale, etc.) may have 
telephone numbers included in their 
advertising 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. 

ALABAMA 
TWO BUDDIES 

36 & 41, interested in action. Anything 
and everything. Well equipped dun
geon. Call or write. Butch Bra~.her, P.O. 
Box 20453, Birmingham, Ala. 35216. 
(205) 979-3909. 

ARIZONA 
WELL-OFF DOMINANT FATHER 

Seeks young, masculine, great looking 
son. Clean-cut, short hair, smooth, 
rock-hard body, well hung Nho can 
obey all orders and needs permanent 
heavy relationship of total dependance 
on dad who was Olympic medal winner. 

Must be into B.S., sports, travel, nome
life, and his dad. Letter with a photo a 
must. R.R., Route #1, Box 380, Eloy, AZ 
85231. 

USE MY SLAVES HOT HOLE 
Piss on his humpy hairy slave body. If 
you are man enough to share my hot 
humpy slave stud for an unforgettable 
expenence, let me hear from you. Box 
3376. 

WANTED CIGAR SMOKING 
MEAN MASTER 

For overweight pig slave I am w I m 265 
lbs, 6 fl 31 yrs old am into anything 
except scat & f.f. Please humiliate me 
and luck me for long sessions. Write 
with phone no and best time to call 
Roger P.O. Box 1151, Mesa, Arizona, 
85201 if possible send photo. 

ARKANSAS 
LITTLE ROCK SLAVE 

Get on your knees and write to this 
dominant Master, 6'2", 185 lbs, 81h" 
uncut if you are white, masculine and 
not overweight. My interests are shav· 
ing your crotch smooth, pouring piss 
down your slave throat. bondage, get
ting the discipline from you I demand, 
S&M, FF and letting you know who's 
boss. Am experienced, respectful of 
limits, imaginative. You should include 
your phone number and times you are 
available. Box 3088 

LEATHER SEX MASTER 
Into S&M, B&D, wants to meet with like
minded. 160 lbs, 5'11", trim built for 
action. Photo with letter gets first rep
lies for meetings. Snap to it and write 
c/o Drummer Box 3360. 

NORTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

HOTHUNKY 
San Francisco area. Well-put-together, 
pierced and tattooed M, new to area, 
38, 6'3", 1951bs., br/bl, moustache, cut 
6Vz", with heavy experience looking for 
serious Leather Master any race, 25-50. 
Uncut meat a real plus. C&BT, WS, 

whips, ass work and a lot more just for 
openers. This animal into damn near 
anything with your pleasure his center 
focus. Have complete Leather and toy 
collection waiting for you. No fats or 
!ems. All' photos get mine and imme
diate reply. Box 1283. 

LEATHER BIKER TOP WANTED 
I'm into heavy leather, leather bond
age, and need to get into a heavy 
leather scene with a leatherman and or 
biker. Must wear full leather, as I do. I 
am WM, 29, 5'8", 152 lbs., and am 
bearded. Tall shiny leather boots, 
gloves and a beard a plus. Write to: 
Chris West, 1900 Eddy Street, No. 11, 
San Francisco, CA 94115. No !ems, 
Blacks or heavy S&M. 

PRIME CONTACT 
Veteran of two wars: NAM (SOG) and 
South of Market (Leather Bar hustler). 
X·BB, hot WM, 39, 6'1", 190 lbs, uncut, 
experienced. Gets excited over S&M, 
straining muscles and sweat. Requires 
physical grace, mental agility and emo
tional stability. If you're looking for a 
mutually satisfying-enduring relation
ship, this is the rare opportunity for the 
right hunk. Box 3130. 

WS WEEKEND ORGY 
Hot, hung,,horny. handsome WM, 32, 
wants same for hot weekends at Rus
sian River cabin. Dick. Box 3144. 

MASCULINE STUD WANTED 
Marshall. Uncut Capricorn, 43, 6'3", 200 
lbs. Wants masculine stud willing to 
give his body for our mutual satisfac
tion, learning and pleasure. Details, 
photo, phone, please. Box 1646. 

GOODLOOKING LEATHERMAN 
Castro Valley. S, 36, 6', 160 lbs., good
looking Leatherman seeks M, for 
Leather Action, obedience, outdoor
bike scenes. bondage. (415) 582-1162 or 
reply Box 1582. 

SAN FRANCISCO 
FIST ACTION 

Seeking buddies for mutual fist fucking 
and piss drinking. I'm 5'10", 170 lbs. 

moustached Chicano hunk with 7W' 
endowment and a strong active imagi
nation and curiousity. Dig Leather, 
levis, beer, non-smokers, dildoes, 
drugs. I'm also a 31 year old Cancer.lt 
would help tremendously if you're into 
ancient religion-earth-sex-magic, and 
pagan arts. I come more from compas
sion than from heavy humiliation, pho
tos answered first. Box 1445. 

BALL BUDDIES 
San Francisco W /M, 34, 6'2", 160 lbs. 
Bald, medium brown beard, light blond 
moustache, hairy, into ball torture, 
weights. vices, slapping, hitting, 
punching, mutual play seeks same. 
Box 1514. 

NEW RECRUIT 
San Francisco.27. WM, 5'9", 158 lbs, 
beard. Needs to learn how to achieve 
what have been only fantasies, an 
"apprenticeship" to an experienced or 
not so experienced Master and his 
slave would be a great start on this 
journey. I deserve to be humiliated for 
my inexperience which will only inten
sify my need to serve. Box 1633. 

S.F.-SAN JOSE 
Goodlooking Asian seeks WM leather
man, 35 to 45, moustache, short, slim, 
gentle, for mutual tit work and body 
contact. No druQS. Leathermen only, 
please. Letter wtth photo gets reply. 
Box 1632. 

ATTENTION FIGHTING MEN 
Hot stud, 22. blond/blue, hairy, 185 
lbs., 31" waist, 46" chest, digs oil,/. ocks, 
sweat, leather. photos, JO and al chal
lenges. No holds barred, submission, 
pro fantasy, heavy body contact, free
style, stud vs stud, muscle against 
muscle. Let's go for it! Box 2092. 

ARMY SERGEANT 
San Francisco. WM 32, 5'11", beard, 
moustache, former Army Sergeant; 
enjoys hot times. Leather, Levi, Uni
forms, fantasies. WS, FF(top), toys, JO. 
Phone No. exchanged, etc. Even enjoys 
light play & cuddling. No Fats or Ferns. 

Answering a Drumbeat ad is easy, but the few rules we have are hard and fast. So observe them or else. Seal your letter in a envelope on wh'ich 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 en1elope 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 thing (sealed 
letter and fee) in another envelope addressed to Drummer. Letters not properly prepared will be destroyed. 

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 ________________ _ 

I declare that/ am over 21 years of age and that the data in my ad is true and 
correct. I understand that no proofs of ad will be supplied to me for approval 
and I waive all claims 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 1 contact through 
their publications. 

Signature 

AD COPY (Please Print Legibly) 

My ad is_ words @ 0 35ft DRUMMER o 50ft both DRUMMER 
& MANIFEST. I am enclosing$ Now, get busy! 
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15 HARRIET STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

SEND ME THE FOLLOWING GEAR: 

0 1386 Inhaler ... .. . .. . . .. .. . $ 9.95 
0 2100 Dog Collar (sm.) . .... . $19.95 
0 2101 DogCollar(lg.) . . .. . .. $24.95 
0 2102 Waist Belt ... . ... ... . . $49.95 
0 2103 Leather Restraint .. . .. $ 9.95 
0 2104 Dog Leash .... . .. ... .. $12.95 
0 2105 Wrist Restraints .. . ... $34.95 
0 2106 Ankle Restraints . . .... $35.95 
0 2107 Leather Lace (per loot) .$ 1.25 

SINGLE COCK RING 
2125 ( jll, ) 2126 (I 'h") 
2J27 ( 13/4 I 2J28 (2") 

.... Sl.OO 

INTO OUR GEAR! You've another side to your midn1ght, your wilder side 
wants more than boogie-oogie and polite lovemaking in the dark. It's 

you want sex to the fullest. sex W1th a mixture of mystery and surprise. 
<..:...::..=.::....:.:th.:.:;is " " 

0 2108 Link Chain (perloot) . . . $ 3.00 DUAL COCK RINGS ... . .. . .. . $ 8.95 
0 2109 Chain Restramt .. . .. . . $12.95 O 2114 ( I" x 1'/.o") 0 2115 (1\4'' x l 'h'') 
O 2110 Bolt Snap . .. . ......... $ 3.95 0 2116 (I V." x 114") 0 2117 (1¥.'' x 2") 
0 2111ButtPlugHamess ..... $39.95 0 2118 (2"x2") Twoattached, $ 8.95 
0 2134LeatherMask . ... . . .. . $14.95 0 2119Gateso!Hell . . . . .... . $12.95 
0 2135 Nipple Restraints ..... $14.95 O 2125lv." Cock Ring .... ... . $ 1.00 
0 2138 Leather Jock . ...... .. . $21.95 0 2126 !V2' Cock Ring . . ... . . . $ 1.00 
O 2139 Studded Jock .......... $29.95 0 2127 P/.o" Cock Ring ... .. ... $ 1.00 
0 2140 Studded Paddle . . . .... $39.95 0 2128 2" Cock Ring . . ........ $ 1.00 
0 2141 Studded Fur Paddle ... $39. 95 O 2129 Leather Cock Ring . . .. $ 3. 95 
0 2142 Pliable Leather Paddle $29.95 0 2130 Studded Cock Ring .. . . $ 6.95 
0 2143 Rigid Leather Paddle .. $34.95 0 2131 Jeweled Cock Ring ... . $ 9.95 

Add $2.00 lor postage & handling & required sales tax. 
Enclosed is$ in 0 Check 0 M.O. or Charge to 0 Visa 0 MC 
Card # Exp. Date 
Name 
Address 
City 
I am ollegal age (signature) 

$3.95 

State_ Zip 

JEWELED 
COCK RING 

$6.95 213 L $9.95 

Here are the jocks. belts, collars and cock rings that are to be worn and 
relished when you want to go beyond the usuaL Come experiment. Our 
G-E-A-R will make your hot fantasies even hotter realities and spark HDIICI· 
. . 



Prefer WM within SF area, 21--40. If 
you wish to make an attempt on a Fan
tasy, drop a note with photo (if avail
able; photo returned upon request) , 
include a description of yourself & a 
phone number &/or address for 
response, to Box A98 (c/o Drummer) or 
470 Castro Street, Ste 207-3025, SF 
94114. 

CASTRATION 
Seeks info from MD, other, on effect of 
castration on mature male. Also 
exchange accounts, history, fiction, 
etc. Box 3020. 

BOOTS 
THE TALLER THE BETTER 

San Francisco. This hunky black
leather motorcycle riding stud looking 
for guys who thmk they're good enough 
to serve my boots and me. Have this 
insatiable desire for boots and the man 
that wears them. Just can't get enough 
of them, esp. black engineer and logger 
boots-taller the better. I'm 31 , and 
goodlooking, honest. If you're man 
enough and serious enough to get 
down with my boots or make me get 
down with yours, drop me a line. Box 
1504. 

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. 

LUVPEACESEX FROM 
BUDDY AND MATTHEW! 

VERY GOODLOOKI G 
WEIGHT LIFTER 

San Francisco, M, 30, 6'1 ", 42" chest, 
30" waist, 7". Very QOOdlooking. Mas
culine. Jogger-Wetght lifter build . 
Needs piss, shit, spit, VA, C&B/T from 
other goodlooking bodybui lders. 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 well
hung males who dig a talented sword 
swallower. Good looking/body will 
travel for right piece of meat. Write 
Rogers, 495 Ellis St. #9, SF, CA 94102. 

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

HOT- HEAT- QUEER 
36, 6' , 185 lbs. w/m 6" cut Your queer 
slave worships leather, shit, heat in 
sick scenes for your pleasure. Train me 
to be your Queer. Limited travel. Bill, 
1359 Highway 70, Oroville, CA 95965. 

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. 

WHIPS 
S.F. Master, w/m, 6', 1741bs, 30yrs old, 
looking for slaves into cigarettes, all 
kinds of whips, stocks, leather, levi, 
rope & chains. No drugs. lfJou have 
cigarette & whip fetish, sen detailed 
letter, photo, phone. Jack, Box 3321 . 

TRY A LITTLE TENDERNESS 
W/M, 27, 5'4", small endowed, 150# 
(and losing) looking for youthful look
ing types who are into pure tenderness 
and gentleness. I love that kind of 
action- do you? Please write and 
include SASE w I pic, likes . dislikes, 
slats, hobbies to: T.P.G., Box 4396, Mt. 
View, CA 94040. Ages 18-36. No pain, 
drugs. Hairy and slender types. 

MEDICAL SADIST 
Accepting slaves for heavy C/B tor
ture, colonies, needlework. No scene 
too bizarre! Submit your body now for 
the ultimate expenence. Exchanges 
with other medtcs, interns, sadists 
sharing similar goals welcomed. 
Travel extensively! Phone, Photo 
required. Box 3284. 

PHONE SEX, (415) Ego-Trip 

FACESITTER 
BM, 5'10", 140 lbs, 32 yrs. w. rim chair 
seeks r/f bottoms. W. Jones, 1139 
Market St. Rm 144, San Francisco 
94103. 

YOUNG MASTER WANTED 
Cleanshaven w/male 30 seeks young 
master to serve. Watersports? Hot let
ter to: Occupant P.O. Box 4077, San 
Francisco, CA 94101. 

HANDSOME SON/SLAVE 
Needing real love and domination from 
caring wm, 58, 5'8", 150 lbs. Daddy
Master. All scenes considered fo r rela
tionship orientated sincere son I slave. 
Box 3293. 

Cruise by Phone, (415) Ego-Trip 

SAN FRANCISCO SHY 
Very masculine/handsome WM, 30 
needs dominant emotional mentor for 
private on-goinQ relationship. Intelli
gence, imaginatton, and sensitivity a 
must. Write Box 3295. 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESUL TSI 

LOOKING FOR SONS 
W/M 37 5'10" 185 7" cut, looking for hot 
young sons who need discipline. Love: 
uncut cock, dirty white jockey shorts, 
w /s, being serviced and rimmed, 
spanking and fucking tight young son 's 
ass. Box 3274. 

OLDER MAN WANTS 
Young men to 25. GWM 56 Seeking 
Young, Goodlooking muscular men 
who prefer an older mature and stable 
man for correspndence and a possible 
meaningful relationship. Like to hug, 
cuddle, kiss and suck beautiful firm 
bodies. Any race but must be clean, no 
fats, ferns, S/M, B/D, drugs, kinky sex, 
violence, etc. Will answer all letters 
from those who are honest, sincere, 
and want a good relationshi ~ · Please 
send photograph if possible (Does not 
have to be nude, but in swim suit or 
shirtless to show your body) . Box 3278. 

DADDY'S BOY 21 
Looking for Big Daddys w/beards 
whos into uniforms leather, cigars. I'm 
21 5'9" #125 brn/green. (See Issue #56 
Tough Customers) Barry (415) 775-
6165, P.O. Box 4244, S.F., CA 94101. 

NIPPLE ACTION S.F. 
Serious weight lifter seeks other men 
for mutual tit play. WM, 34, 5'8", 1551bs. 
Versatile, into all leather sex scenes: 
FF, WS, CB, BD, oil. No scat. Photo 
requested . Will travel. Box 3279. 

SF TOP LEATHERMAN 
Desires real motorcycle CHP for hot 
luck session. No phonies need apply, 
will accept only the real thing . I am 
W/m 32, 6'1" good build . If you think 
you can deliver send photo and letter. 
Box 3280. 

WHO & WHERE ARE YOU? 
Newcomer needs to contact SADISTIC 
lawmen , militarymen , cowboy s, 
leather and rubbermen for intense 
action in your fully equipped dungeon: 
cross, rack definite assets. Heavy 
bondage, whipping scenes, c/b torture. 
Serious only. Foto-phone requested. 
Box 3283. 

33 Y/0 DOG/SLAVE 
Sks knowledgeable experienced, intel., 
caring leather Master-owner to 45 who 
is interested in keeping this animal 
kenneled & tagged as dog for life. Into 
heavy B&D. No games or curiosity 
seekers. Serious only. Ken, 5400 O'Far
rell #306, S.F., CA 94102. 415-775-9120. 

OVER 40 
Someone near my age 65 must also be 
lonely. Active French passive Greek. 
Like try other gentle lovemaking-love 
watchmg mirror action lasting or occa
sional relationship- Will come by 
Greyhound from Napa area. Will con
tribute for cost of visit. Write for more 
info-photo- Love and be loved
Hurry don't miss out. Box 3297. 

HOSTAGE AVAILABLE 
Clean cut, handsome, young diplomat 
could be captured and held hostage, 
sexually tortured , by fanatic Iranian. 
Photo and phone gets same. Box 2034. 

THE CONNECTION 
The Bay Area's Exciting New Gay Play 
Line, (415) Ego-Trip. 

SFO AREA SHARP S 
Fifties, 5'11" 150 wants well-built M 
stud for good times. Frank letter, photo 
and phone. Box 3318. 
HORSES, LARGE DOGS, FARM 

ANIMALS 
Hot, pierced , uncut, WI M, 32, expe
rienced, wants to meet large dog
horse-farm animal owners and 
trainers. I enjoy top/bottom in ALL 
RAUNCHY-KINKY SCENES, including 
fucking, sucking, getting tucked-fisted 
and eating out your cum-filled hole(s). 
Also into leather, S&M, B&D, c&b/tit 
torture, piss , gang bangs , toys, 
unwiped/ unwashed assholes/fore
skins, headcheese, scumbags and 
more but especially want to meet other 
animal owner/trainers. I am tall, mas
culine, good looking w/moustache. 
Travel often. Photo-phone appreciated. 
P.O. Box 255562, Sacramento, CA 
95825. 

LEATHER-UNIFORMS 
Pull on your SKINTIGHT black leather 
police gloves, light up a cigar, kick 
back and let this hot guy work on your 
nightstick, SIR! Jim, Box 3319. (415) 
673-1284. 

ARE YOU INTO BONDAGE 
Cock & Ball Torture, and are uncut (cut 
is O.K. though) then I can take care of 
your needs. Write in detail with photo 
to Box 19065 Oakland, CA 94619. 

TRY OUR NEW CONFERENCE 
Meat Someone New, THE CONNECTION, 
(415) Ego-Trip 

MUSCULAR, 26 
C/B, ballpain medium to rough. Also 
cockfightmg; wrestling, lockerroom, 
boxing. 415-552-5719 Kevin. 

LEAN, WELL-DEFINED SLAVE 
Seeks trim sadist. Into light to heavy 
S&M, bondage, face-sitting, raunch, tit, 
cock & ball torture, piercing. But your 
trip, your way. Travel. Am 41 , 5'11 ", 
150". Versatile. Send photo, phone, let
ter to P.O. Box 5906, S.F. , CA 94101. 

HOT BOTTOM 
With hungry asshole into tucking FF 
W /S, seeks studs for servicing. I'm 
5'11", 165 lbs 29 yr Your photo gets 
mine. Box 3324. 

HOT, HANDSOME, HEALTHY 
Master, 5'11", brown-blond curly hair, 
smooth body, 29, 161 pounds, seeks 
younger, healthy, submissive. boot
lickinp slave into total domination, 
humiliation, S&M, bondaQe. water 
sports, for permanent servitude. Will 

make your fantasys come true. One 
week trail period. All replies answered. 
John, Box 8141 , Stockton, CA 95208. 

WRITER SEEKS YOUNG MAN 
With his head together. I am basically 
dominant and am looking for a perman
ent relationship. Roles are not impor
tant. I have been Master to a slave, 
Daddy to a son and just honest sex. No 
relationship can be built in a bed or 
black room. If you are serious, contact 
me. I can be very versatile. Frank. (415) 
861-3183. 

ROPES 
Hot, horny, well put-together Libran, 
35, 5'8", 1351bs., 8' cut, has a lot of rope 
and a lot of time to explore bondage 
trips with equally intense, like-minded 
MEN. Tune in to some real trips with a 
goodlooking bottom/top. Photo brings 
photo. Tightropes, 270 States Street, 
San Francisco, CA 94114. 

TOUGH HORSEMAN-BISEXUAL 
6'2'', 175, 28, rawhide cowboy w /horse 
into tlrawling and stunts would like to 
meet same with horse/sage 20-30 for 
riding, packing, and outdoor action. 
Have trailer will travel. Photo 
exchange. No kink. Box 3334. 

HOT LOVER WANTED 
Don, Box 421196, S.F., CA 94142. 
DOMINANT BODYBUILDER 

32, 5'8", 160 lbs, 29" waist, 40" chest, 
sadistic but sane, into intense testicle 
pressure, bondage, titwork and unus
ual equipment. If you are a bodybuilder 
with a htgh pain thresh hold and a sense 
of adventure, call Don, (415) 864-5566 
or (707) 869-0243 from 10am to Bpm 
only. 

MILITARY MEN 
I want to make contact with men cur
rently in the military (USMC espe
cially). Tops, bottoms, buddies. Write 
Rick, P.O. 3291 , S.F. , CA 94119. 

DADDY'S BOY/LOVER 
My name is Chuck and I'm looking for a 
Daddy I Lover who is 30 to 40 years old, 
a man who has the maturity, confi- • 
dence and desire to take over a son. I 
need a man who can teach me obe
dience and respect while he is always 
aware of my needs. This special man 
must be able to generate my boyish 
love. I'm 31 , 5'7" , 130 lbs. I am good
looking and have a hot, trim body 
which needs to be fulfilled by a Daddy. 
You must be hot looking and have your 
head together. Please send letter and 
recent photo to Box 3263. 

TALL LEATHERMEN 
Hot tall leatherman 39, 6'3" , 190, wants 
to get it on with other hot looking tall 
leathermen. Box 3359. 

W/M 54, TRIM, GRAY 
Endowed, virile, versatile, loving
invites Black or white males of same 
stripe to send contact info to: Will , Box 
163, 44 Monterey Bl., S.F., CA 94131 . 

SERIOUS MASTERS & SLAVES 
Applications available for masters and 
boys for secluded and extensive train
ing in S&M as it should be lived. Write 
now tor your application and tell us 
why you should be sent one. Serious 
only. P.O. Box 2371, San Francisco, CA 
94611. 

BEARDED W/M CARPENTER 
30, 5'10", 175#, wants w/m bears with 
big balls, big bellies, and big asses. 
Affectionate and playfull int~ most 
scenes except drugs and scat. Heavy 
ball work and listing a plus. Photo gets 
mine in return. Skinny sissy's need not 
apply. 555 Clayton #28, S.F. 94117.621-
mo. 
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EXTRA HUNG 
Is that you, buddy? Is your dick extra
long and/or extra-thick? If you 've been 
told, "it's too biQ." and you know that it 
IS a whopper, 1f you're frustrated by 
dudes who can 't handle you , then you 
want to meet me. I'm 29, 5'11", 160 lbs., 
ex-porno actor, hunky, gdlky, hot ass, 
insatiable appetite. And if you 're a 
young, super-hung horny dude, into 
fucking a hot ass with that meat of 
yours, plus any other raunchy action 
(except FF) write with a pic. l'm for real , 
man. J.M., P.O. Box 99688, San Fran
cisco, CA 94109. 

TWO LEATHERMEN S.F. 
B/m top W/m bottom wants to meet 
others mto light/heavy action. Letter 
and photo gets same. Box 3368. 

SF- ORAL EXPERT C/B/T/A 
Hungry, uncut. Needs insatiable buddy 
over 30. Box 3370. 

BALLET DANCERS 
Want to meet cute young guys who 
enjoy wearing ballet tights. Am w/m, 
33, 5'10", 1451bs. Slim, smooth , sensu
ous. Into many scenes and fantasies. 
Box 3369. 

UP-COUNTRY TOPMAN 
If you've got the balls to bend over and 
take it, I've got the dirty mind and hard 
leather to Qive it to you. For ball-bus tin' 
ass-whippm' man-sex, write GARY PO 
Box 773, Petaluma, CA 94953. 

STERN FATHER 
WI m, 59, suspends wayward sons 
(18+ , any race) by heels for appropr.i ate 
discipline. SF Bay Area. Box 3372 

G/L W MALE, 29 
6', 150 into B/D would like to hear from 
other G/L guys 21-45 into same & 
switching roles. Send photo & letter to 
Box 3379. 

SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

BIG FAT PIG 
Los Angeles. Pretty-faced hog- 30, 
6'4" , 300+ 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 humil1ate 
this handsome-faced, overgrown pig! 
Write Box 3179. 

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. 

GERMAN SLAVEDOG 
32, 6'1", 1751bs., 7". Totally 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 101. 

TWO LEATHER MASTERS 
Venice Area 2 WM's, 31 , 5'11 ", 1851bs., 
blond/blue and 27, 5'7", 125 lbs., 
blond/blue. Looking for Vv:M 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. 

WANT REAL MASTER 
North tiollywood. Wanted: WM, 25-40, 
into motorcycles, camping , backpack
ing, S&M, BondaQe. discipline. Am 
white, 130 lb slave m search of a REAL 
MASTER to obey entirely and worship 
completely. Box 1515. 
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COCK/BALL TORTURE 
LA stud 6'/165 sks master for S/M & 
torture of long, thick uncut C/B's. Box 
3220. 

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 requirements 
other than a hot well used and greedy 
butt. My butt can take the same. Photo 
and phone. Box 3232. 

GOOD/BAD GUY 
Indoors or Outdoors ; strip pok
er/clothes burning or Power RIP wres
tlinr;. No extra clothes allowed. C/B 
kicking and power wrestling into sub
mission (FR-GR-Heavy W/S-Scat
Photography-kept naked and going 
home in ripped to shreds clothes or 

l·ockstrap or naked.) No clean up privi
eges. KEN, W/M, 5'8", 160. Box 1021, 

Orange, CA 92667. Also dominate
aggressive HE-MEN or JOCKS not 
chicken into some of above and all 
MUD WRESTLERS. Sincere only. Extra 
wild regular longterm relationships 
wanted. 

TWO MASTERS, 32 & 39 
Need live-in slave for total obedience. 
Experienced into B&D, S&M, Whipping, 
Shaving, n , or eager to be trained. Our 
fully equipped playroom is waiting for 
you . Send detailed application with 
photo-phone to Box 3277. 

VER STUD 
6', 160, long, thick uncut. Write: "Marl
boro," 11325 Blix, N. Hlywd, CA 91602. 

BALL BUSTER WANTED 
WM, Gd I kg, 34, swimmer/body builder, 
blonde, 15+ arms, 6'3", 1851bs., cham
pion stallion. Spring round-up fantasy, 
real thing. M.D. preferred. Not slave, 
defiant. Needs breaking, fixing . Terry, 
POB 74895, LA 90004. 

GANG BANG 
Good looking masc dude wants several 
hot studs to ride his ass for all night 
session . Mustach only. Your photo gets 
same. Mike, 714 737-0677. 

SLAVE WANTED 
By experienced leatherman, 145 lbs, 
5'10", 28, blonde, good looking. Willing 
to train right man. Respectful of limits. 
SM. BD, CB, WS. Respond with letter 
and photo to Hank P.O. Box 60124 
Bakersfield , Ca 93386. 

MUSCLES & PECS 
Very muscular BB, 39, seeks other BB 
jocks for wild times & hot tit work. 
Have great bod & big pees. You should 
too! Box 3311 . 

HOT TOP 
Seeks bottoms into bondage & C.B.T. in 
my well-equipped workroom. George. 
714-848-9801. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HEREI 

MATURE EXPERIENCED MASTER 
Into heavy scenes accepting young 
slaves for bondage and disciplinary 
training. State experience and require
ments. Box 3317. 

WANTED: BIG HUNGRY ASS 
Slim, firm, nice looking w/m, 25, 6', 
hung, bald-crewcut, clnshvn, seeks 
stron~ . stocky, bearded, raunchy, w/m 
facesllter 29-35. (213) 665-6700. 
SAN DIEGO BOOTLICKING SLAVE 
WM, 22, needs master in leather' or levis 
to worship right down to his boots. 
Must be able to train this novice slave & 
expand my limits. Will relocate for right 
master. Box 3330. 

LA MASTER/DADDY 
WM, 46, 5'11", 1751bs, full beard, look
ing for son/slave into all scenes who is 
stable and knows what it's about and 
where it's at. Reply to Box 3333. 

ATTR W/M 27 
Sks imaginative men (25-45) into hot 
kinky scenes, Gr p but? 3,4, etc ways 
OK!! Send pix, ideas, interests j/o ltrs 
to: Greg , Box 5575, Sherman Oaks, CA 
91413. 

TOTAL BONDAGE SLAVE 
Hot, 28, goodlooking bondage slave
dog needs serious bondage master for 
total control. Slave will submit to all 
restraints, medium to heavy. Travel. 
Boxholder , P.O. Box 29444, Los 
Angeles, CA 90092. 

MIDGETS/DWARFS 
W/M 32 6'2" 160 FF Bottom wants com
pact top man to give me your all. Box 
3346. 

TITILLATING TEDDY BEAR 
Devours 21-40 yr old athletic bit men 
only.l'm hairy, 6', 35, 230#, cut, masc & 
fun. Enjoy action, people, windsurf, 
bicycling , affection, dancing, theater, 
etc. L.A. & Orange Counties. Blue, 195 
Claremont #123DM, Long Beach , CA 
90803. 

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 necessary, 
please indicate to us the best time(s) to 
verify the number. Commercial ads 
(Services, Models, Travel, Resorts, 
Employment, For Sale, etc.) may have 
telephone numbers included in their 
advertising 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. 

BIG TIT ASIANI 
Los Angeles, 5'6", 1351bs, trim, smooth 
& firm & built seeks hairy, muscular 

LOS ANGELES 
HANDBALLERS 

Seeking hot buddies into mutual listing 
action. W/M, 5'9", 150#, 25, dark hair, 
moustache seeks strong, together, 
imaginative men into levi, leather, dil
does, drugs, deep arms and uninhibited 
ass action, mutual pleasure. Let's open 
them both up. Photo/ phone answered 
first. Box 3365. 

HOT 27, WM, 6'2" 
Blonde Leatherman wants to meet 
other young men who dig , feel , and 
smell of leather (must own leather) I 
like cruising bars, dancing dressed in 
leather, and having good times. No 
smokers preferred. (714) 636-3495. No 
j/ o calls please. 

WHERE'S POWAY? 
Lkng for friends & fun inN. Cnty. W/m, 
26, 5'7", 135#, hot hard & uncut. Into: hot 
action, fun & friendship. Charlie, 14226 
Match Point Dr., Poway, CA 92064. 

LOS ANGELES. HOT W/M 
30, 5'9", 160, TOP, into C/B/T, Bondage, 
Shave, weights, Piercing, Whippings, 
No Turn back, No Babies, Fats or Ferns, 
send recent Foto and Phone. Box 3367. 

CREATIVE SEX. HOLLYWOOD 
W/m hunky breaded 42, 5'7", 165, If, LL, 
ws. Creative sex. Let's not worry over 
top or bottom. If your head is in the 
same place, drop a line and picture if 
possible. Also phone and your creative 
Ideas. Box 3375. 
IRANIAN, ARABIC, SPANISH, 

MEXICAN 
Tough white Italian stallion wants to 
wrestle or fight to see who rides who's 
ass! 5'10'12", 28, BB, sandy hair, brn 
eyes, 165 lbs, muscular & dominant. 
Lets see how tough you dudes are! 
Winner rides the beaten stallions ass. 
Looser is no more than a girl! P.O. Box 
11624 Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33308. 

HOT TOUGH HANDSOME M 
6'1", 27 years, 175 lbs, 8", athletic. 
Needs to be trained and dominated, 
taught how to serve by hard expe
rienced master. Leather, cowboy, levi, 
etc. Genuine only. Photo. Box 3040. 

white male for mutual tit torture. No COLORADO 
scat, If or fern . Must respect my limits. 
Send photo to Box 3355. OVERSEXED DADDY 
34; EUROPEAN SLAVE (UNCUT) Blonde, hairy, bearded. German des-

Looking well-hung masters. No age cent, Daddy, 34, 5'8", 175. Into motor
limits. I'm Gr pass, Fr act. into SM, cycles, most scenes and the outdoors. 
boots, dildos, spank, pain. (213) 851- Stable, active in the gay community, 

versatile and oversexed. Wants manly, 
5556. well-built, well-hung, devoted son: 

HOT-HORNEY-HAIRY-HUNKY trained or trainable. Physical age is not 
HUNG as important as emotional attitude. I 

L.A. Area 48, 5'9", 179 lb, br hair, blue respect limits but am good at expand
eyes, 8'h uncut, into light S&M, B&D, ing your lim its. I am patient but very 
jocks, leather, ws, tit, tic, If, jo, fantasy demanding. If you are willing to be 
trips. Open to new scenes, will answer dominated and raised properly, as well 
with phone & photo. Wanted- expe- as cuddled at night, write your qualifi
rienced top leather man into light S&M cations and send a picture. Box 3132. 
& bondage for learning experience. Box TOTAL SLAVE 
3363· Goodlooking and hung with boots and 

MASTER 42 SEEKS SLAVE leathers. Totally submissive and avail-
Under 35. No brutality, no fantasy and able to leather master. Everything goes 
no bullshit. Slave will serve Master, B/D, & S/M & C/BT. No scat. Write or 
period . Permanent and live-in. Zak call Billy (303) 456-0722. 
(213) 763-5852. 

BEARDED, LATE 30'S CONNECTICUT 
6'3", 205 lbs, 8", Tom of Finland-like, LOVE TO FUCK YOU 
ALL-LEATHER Daddy wants guys sim- I love to luck you guys 18-35, JO. I live 
ilarly endowed who are into black alone, if you 'd like to meet 111'e ·. Week
leather jackets and chaps, 501 Levis, ends go to bed nude. 6'2", 200, 8". I'm 
shiny engineers and macho-fantasy good and hot. Box 3037. 
attitude. If you get into a lather over 
leather- write! Box 3364. PISS DRINKER, FUCKEE 
___ L_O_S_A_N_G_E_L_E_S_W-/M ___ BELTEE, COCKSUCKER AWAITS YOUR 

ORDERS. DECENT BODY, YOUNG. 
47, 6', 180 lbs, HAS OPEN HOLE, needs Boxholder- CHK Box 10462, West 
heavy Dildo and ENEMA ACTION. CAN Hartford, CT 06110. 
BE MUTUAL. Box 3366. 



·MOTORCYCLE 
LEATHER MASTER 

Greenwich. Exper ienced 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 . 

MOTORCYCLE LEATHERMAN 
Let's have leather sex on and off our 
bikes. Slaves invited if you can take 
B&D, C&BT, TT, SM, WS, etc. Novice 
will be trained. Men from areas of NY, 
CT, NJ , MASS. Write me with details 
and photo. Box 3035. 

DISTRICT OF 
COLUMBIA 

THIRSTY 
MD-DC-VA. M, Cancer, 6', 35, 168 lbs., 
blond/ blue, moustache, sensuous, 
thirsty , independent , st raight 
appeanng, 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 possibl e, not 
likely, but willing to try. Told I'm good
lookmg, hot, but you decide. Recent 
photo and letter gets recent photo and 
response. Your photo returned. Sir, 
please write: Box 50602, Washington, 
DC 20004. 

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", 7V{ 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. 

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. 

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. 

ORLANDO BOTTOM 
White 31 , 150, attractive, educated, sta
ble, good cock, wants masculine, dis
crete, 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. 
IRANIAN- ARABIC OR LATINOS 

All Amer. stallion wants only stallions 
to compete for top. Sleek, lean, muse 
5'10V2", 162 lb, 28, goodlk, 7'h", moust. 
Anser if your tough, goodlk, young, 
1o·1e camp or fightin (any style), and 
want to see if your more stallion than 
me (very doubtfull). 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. 

NOVICE 
W/M TIS M/A Seeks same. Box 1058, 
Winter Park, Florida 32790. 

Bl W/M SIG. 60(45) 
6'h" CUT 5'9112 200 lbs. Large Build. 
Would Like To Become A Member In A 
St. Pete Or Tampa Club Specialist In 
C-B-T- And Greek Fun No Jokers Or 
Drug Addicts. For Add. Info. Write. 
D.K.K. 535 37th . So. St. Pete Fla 33711 , 
Or Phone (813) 327-8529 After 9:00P.M. 

LIVE SEX 
BY PHONE 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

Hi , I'm David. 
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 

R. l. JORDAN Suite #606 
1765 North Highland Ave. 
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! 

"Are you hot and 
homey and about 

to do it 
alone? 
WAIT I 

Let's do it 
together. " 

f;it.J 
(415) 775-6937 

GENEROUS OLDER MAN WANTED 
By GWM, 35, 6', 200 lb. If you are 45-70, 
attractive, educated, and would enjoy 
occasional or regular meetings for 
French , Greek and good conversation 
with a sharp young guy, write today. 
Complete discretion guaranteed. Meet 
in Tampa Bay area or some travel. Spe
cial interest 10 professional married, or 
novices who require absolute discre
tion. Box 3309. 

FEET 
W/M, 29, 150#, passive, seeks studs 
who will humiliate me, make me lick 
the sweat off his feet and spit on my 
face. Willing to try other scenes. Box 
3313. 

AMERICAN INDIAN/IRISH 
Male, 35, inexperienced but would like 
to try gentle Greek action from Black, 
Latin, or Arab guy in Tampa Bay area. 
Also willing to try a gang bang or other 
group action. Tell me about yourself. 
Box 3310. 

BONDAGE 
I'm seeking studs who would enjoy dis
ciplining my lover in my presence. He is 
28, 5'8", 155#, into bondage. Box 3314. 
DEMANDING PERMANENT HOME 
For full time novice slave young 
slender anxious Send photo details 
needs phone. Box 3325. 

STATE OF FLORIDA 
W /M, 21 , seeks w/ms, 18-22, for friend
ship, sex (French only). Must be dis
creet, straight acting , apearing . NO 
DRUGS, SMOKING, DRINKING. WEST 
PALM BEACH AREA ONLY. Box 3326. 

... WANTED +-C 

DRUMMER 57 



ROBERT PAYNE presents the Hottest 
phenomena of the '80's: 

IIIIIIMMBII 
DADDIBIJ 

TIME WAS THAT THE OLDER YOU GOT THE 
MORE YOU WERE OUT OF IT. NOT ANY MORE! 
Men are looking for older men to share their lives 
and themselves with. Robert Payne takes you inside 
the macho world of DRUMMER DADDIES and the 
men who seek them out. Case histories, actual 
experiences and photographs of the top men as well 
as the bottoms that call their masters 'Dad.' Perhaps 
IN SEARCH OF OLDER MEN will open up a whole 
new world for you. There is one way to find out. 

sa 

INITIATIONS, HAZING, SLAVERY, COLLEGE 
MEN and EROTIC SPORTS FICTION, FACT and 
FANTASY! FIRST THERE WAS THE BEST & 
WORST OF DRUMMER, THEN DRUMMER RIDES 
AGAIN, SON OF DRUMMER, AND DRUMMER 
MARCHES ON AND NOW IT'S CLASS OF '82, A 
YEARBOOK THE LIKES OF WHICH YOU HAVE 
NEVER EXPERIENCED. EVERYTHING YOU EVER 
EXPECTED OF DRUMMER, ROLLED INTO SIXTY
FOUR TURN-ON PAGES. NO COLLECTION IS 
COMPLETE WITHOUT THIS ONE. 

sa 
·---------

ALTERNATE PUBLISHING 
15 HARRIET STREET SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

0 Hot shit! Send me the new DRUMMER DADDIES 

I 
I 
I quick! 

o I'm sold! Send me CLASS OF '82 NOW! Enclosed is $, ___ or charge it to my o VISA I 
0 MASTERCARD No. Exp. --I 

I 
Signature --------------1 

NAME ---------------
ADDRESS _____________ _ 

CITY, STATE, ZIP __________ _ 
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FT. LAUDERDALE MASCULINE 
Imaginative, dominant Master seeks 
together bottom studs into FF, WS, 
bondage, S&M, C&B/T, piercing , shav
ing, etc., for 3-way with in-house slave. 
Can administer heavy discipline, but 
limits are respected . No permanent 
damage. Demanding but considerate. 
Photo and mailing address a must, 
phone optional. Am 47, 165 lbs, 7" cut 
with big balls and big hands. FF IS 
optional , but am a special delight for 
wide receivers. Box 258. 

TRUSTWORTHY, GENTLE 
LIL Master for B/D & fun. I'm 26, WM, 
tall, handsome, swimmers build. If you 
are a masculine, muscular man under 
40 send photo and letter. No fats, ferns, 
drugs. Only discreet and serious. Mar
tin, P.O. Box 455, Miami, FL 33143. 

SINCERE, YOUTHFUL 
Goodlooking, well built gwm looking 
for master/father. Must be mature 
masculine man in 30's. Must be stable & 
sensitive as well as dominant. Prefer 
clean bodybuilder types. Laughter & 
equality are essential. Martin, P.O. Box 
455, Miami , FL 33143. 

INTO ENEMAS? 
Want to correspond & meet hot 
numbers. I'm w/m 33, 5'6", 138 mostly 
enema receiver, good bottom, also 
gr/pass, tits, spanking. Will travel So. 
Fla. during X-mas holidays. Write to 
P.O. Box 446, Sin "A," Longueuil , Prov 
Quebec, Canada J4H 3Z2. 

HOUSEBOY SLAVE 
Miami Beach W/M 48 (looks 38) 6'4" 195 
lbs looking for a straight looking live-in 
houseboy slave under28. Must be mas
culine, hard body, tough, no body 
hairs, great ass. Likes to be tucked, 
verbal abuse, rough sex. No heavy 

S/M. Total commitment mind and body 
to Master-Daddy. Total loss of freedom 
demanded. Must obey and open to new 
things. Lots of TLC. No Fats, Ferns or 
Dopers. Only serious candidate write 
meaningful letter, send photos and 
phone number. Relocation expense for 
right boy. Don't apply if you don't qual
ify or you don't want a lasting relation
ship. Write: Steve, Box 8386, Miami 
Beach, FL 33119. 

FT. LAUDERDALE 
Masculine, stable, good looking top 
with firm but Qentle style seeks sub
jects for "trainmg." Reasonable limits 
respected . Applicant will include photo 
and phone in letter of application. Jake, 
Box 130051 ,2260 NW 68th Ave, Sunrise, 
FL 33313. 

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. 

MS, WM, 36, 6' 
Into B&D, S&M, C&B, whips, toys, 
boots, Fr A/P, Gr A/P, 69, susp, 501 
levis. and ball work. No FF, scat, WS, 
drugs, damage. Phone a must. Travel. 
Box 3276. 

ATLANTA PISSSLAVE WANTED 
36, 6'1 ", 1751bs, uncut, blond, muscular 
wants to subject well built B or W, 21-
35, to his raunchy imagination, .who 
will suck his cum/piss soaked jock dry. 
Wis. light s/m, j/o, leather, fatigues. 
All photos get mine, phonenumber 
must. Box 3315. 

Iettish for tall, tight, polished boots. I 
am booted and breeched top, white, 60, 
6 feet, 165 pounds. Into leather, light 
S&M, motorcycling, boot worship, uni
forms and wearing riding clothing in 
public with similarly clad partner. Your 
photo gets mine. Near Chattanooga. 
Box 3155. 
YOUNG SLAVES OR HUNKY MEN 
May apply to a muscular real body
builder Master for 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. 

ATHENS W/M 
6'1", 180 red hair/beard, bodybuilder 
(42c-32w) seeks muscular topmen (not 
masters) for hot action. Ltr and foto 
gets mine. Roy, 124 Mulberry St ., 
Athens, GA 30601. 
SLEAZY ACTION· AUGUSTA, GA 
6ft, 150 lbs, short cropped hair, moust-

, ache, good body. Hot man needs good 
involved session with same. B&D, V.A., 
W.S. , whipping, shaving, top or bot
tom. Box 3345. 

COMPETITION BODYBUILDER 
Seeks mate. 6'2", 200#, 20" arms, 48" 
chest, 35. Turn your life over to me and 
together we transcend the ordinary. 
Box 3371 . 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESUL TSI 

HAWAII 
WARM DISCREET ORIENTAL 

ILLINOIS 
LONG JOHNS 

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

ENEMA/ASS SLAVES 
2 M<isters seek hot "naughty boys" 
under 30 to completely surrender their 
ass. You must be willin9 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 fashi
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. 

GERMAN MASTER 
Hairy men in need of discipline apply to 
tough but caring German (handsm, 
blond, blue, hung, uncut). Photos are 
essential. Novices OK. P.O.B. 6262, Chi
cago, IL 60680. 

CHICAGO MASTER, 29 
Wh , 6'2", 185 lbs, macho athlete wear
ing tight levis, cycle jacket & cowboy 
boots w I spurs, gives obedience train
ing to inexperienced young studs 21-30. 
Send photo and letter. Box 3287. 

CHICAGO WHITE, 35 

-BREECHES AND BOOTS- 31, wks-out, wishes w/m friends 18-35 

5'6", 145 lbs, 7" thick and cut. Wants 
other hot MEN for extended multi-scene 
action : armpits, cock, balls and hairy 
asshole worship, jocks, J/0, piss, list
ing , ball work and photo sessions. 
Body hair a plus. Out-of-town/state 
and trainees welcome. Letter with pho
tos and qualifications gets same
pronto. Box 3305. submissive partner who anywhere. 5'7", 135 lbs. Box 4191 , 

clothi and has a Honolulu, HI 96813. 

56 Widmer Street 
Toronto, Canada WITH 

MEGA-1 YSINE 
Only $5.95 Delivered 

Mega-Lysine has been clinically 
tested and proven to assist in the 
prevention and reocurrence of 
herpes virus. 
Call305-434-7200 or send to: 
NUTRITIONAL ATHLETIC PRODS. 
4627 University Dr., Davie, Fla. 33328 -------Please send me ___ bottles 

Total enclosed$--------~ 
or De.·~~~" o:E 0 a 
L'~'~'~'~'~'LL'L'~'~'~~~~JI 
Exp. Date'--------1 
Signature I 
Name ___________ _ 

Address I 
City ______ State ___ _ 
Zip, _____________ .. 

--~ 
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LONG JOH-N GUYS WANTED 
For layers, hum, B&D. JWH, 450 Briar 
#8K, Chicago, IL 60657. 

S&M MASTER 
Accepting novice trainees. If you are 
under 6', +160 lbs & 18-35, apply by 
letter w/recent photo to : R. Smrt, Suite 
134-8827, Ogden Ave ., Brookfield, IL 
60513. 

HOT COUPLE, 32 
New to scene. Top 6'1", 165. Bottom 
5'9", 155. Want to meet sinples and cou
ples into bondage, humiliation, WS, 
etc. P.O. Box 10309, Chicago 60610. 

54-5'8"-160-WHITE-ARIES 
Experienced Top- Respectful of Limits
Can be gentle or extremely sadistic 
based on slaves endurance. Like bon
dage, flogging, c/b and nipple work. 
Body hair a plus. Photo gets prompt 
reply. Box 3380. 

DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
MEET RIGHT HEREI 

INDIANA 
HEAVY BALL WORK 

Indianapolis. M, 26, 6', 180, 6Y2'' cut into 
B&D, heavy S&M. Will try anything at 
least once, but basic interest is heavy 
ball work. Turns on to Blacks, hai ry 
men, 21-45. No fats , ferns. drugs, WS or 
scat. Box 1549. 

MARION, IND, S&M M&S 
W/M water sports, B/D, C/ B, enemas 
some scat, 111 work, rubbe r, smelly 
jocks hot wax. Also will ing to try other 
things for the mutual enjoyment of 
both . Also would like to make friends 
for mutual QOOd times with at least an 
understandmg of above. Also need 
houseboy to live and work as slave. 
Have house or barn fo r play, some 
equipment. Also can travel to near 
areas. P.O. Box 485, Mari on, Indiana 
46952. 

IOWA 
EASTERN IOWA 

Goodlooking young slave, 21 , 6'0" 160 
lbs. In need of a dominant man to en
slave me. Prefer master over 40 bu any 
age alright. I will be used and abused 
but am not into brutality. Race and size 
unimportant. Box 3304. 

KANSAS 
SOCKS- FEET 

W/M , 43, 5'10", 155 seeks guy to mid-
40's for intimate friendship and shar
ing . Just broke up with lover of eight 
years. I'm into j/o and enjoy the mascu
line aroma of a guy's socked feet. Occu
pant, Box 2462, S.M., KS 66201. 

WM, 28, 6', 180 
Into rubber, beards, balds, bellies. Des
perately horny in the Emerald City Box 
3294. 

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. 

HUNKY UNCUT 26 
Novice into bondage, moderate S&M, 
T.T., rimming, body worship, seeks 
master for initiation mto leather world, 
piss, listing, ball work. Must be built 
and respect limits- huge tits and balls 
a plus. Box 3286. 
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SHORT CHUBBY SLAVE WANTED 
By Master, 49, 5'10", 145#, 6" uncut, Gr. 
act. Limits. You must be good looking. 
Apply P.O. Box 70182, New Orleans, LA 
70172. 

MAINE 
MATURE MASCULINE 

Stud , 27, short, dark hair, beard , and 
moustache, hairy muscular body seeks 
sim men to explore all aspects of B&D
S&M. Exp masters welcome. Will 
travel. Pic a must. Box 3344. 

SM SADISTIC MASTER 
40, seeks young masculine gwm maso
chist slaves for pain pleasure endu
rance B&D sex etc. No fats, old, or 
drugs, Box 65, Kittery, ME 03904. 

MARYLAND 
WANTED SLAVE/HOUSEBOY 

By Dominent MASTER put your self in 
my hands for a posiable lifetime send 

ricture and full particulars why should 
consider you. Master Stanley E 30-

2600 Insulator Drive Baltimore Mary
land 21230. 

WM, 35, HANDSOME 
Well-built, hung, needs non-live-in man 
for service and be served if deserving. 
Have good lifestyle but very straight 
image. You must be a male hunk to 
apply. Will treat you extremely well if 
you can earn it. No fucking around, I'm 
worth it. Only with photo answered. No 
well-knowns or hustlers. Box 30305, 
Bethesda, MD 20814. Local only. 

BOOTS- LEATHER 
W/M, 35, 140 lbs- Love to Service 
Boots & Leather, will worship high 
boots and the men who wear them
Verbal Humiliation- Bondage- Some 
S/M- I am man enough to spit shine 
your boots- A picture and letter will 
get me there. Box 3308. 

WHITE 55 BOTTOM 
Looking for a top. Race or etc. no prob
lem. No pain or FF or scat all else go or 
dope or drink. Love sex am bottom 
only. Box 3327. 

WANTED 
White male, clean, smooth with a 
healthy desire for daily sex, to serve 
two aggressive w I m's. Position can be 
permanent live-in. You must be under 
5'9", 18-28, obedient. Send photo 
w /your letter of application to DWS, 
6011 Chesworth Rd ., Catonsville, MD 
21228. 

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. 

I PHOTOGRAPH AND COLLECT 
Spit-shined mil itary boots & shoes and 
USMC uniforms. Would like to find a 
good buddy to swap interests & photos 
& f.os. meet for photo sessions. Box 
19 , Milton Village, MA 02187. 

GWM 40'S SEEKS MASTER 
W/S, BID gldn showers shavin8 pierc
ing. P.O. Box 563, Boston, MA 2146. 

WANTED 
Big thick-dicked daddy, w/m, good 
shape, over 34, virile, who can train a 
w/m in a blue collar job- am strong, 
virile, thick, honest, ready to work and 
learn any trade-type work that pays 
union scale. I am lrishlltal, 27, short, 
humpy, hung, eager to please boy look-

ing for an older ex per. man to train and 
look out for me. Serious only, no fats, 
ferns , alcoholics, or heavy drugs. Will 
relocate. Box 3383. 

NIPPLE FREAK - HOT NIPPLES 
Wants to correspond/exchange pho
tos/meet with guys into tits. Mine are 
really huge and always in need of a hot 
workout. Send letter and picture of 
your tits, from anywhere and I will do 
the same. Also mterested in nipple 
enlargement techniques . Let's 
exchange photos/ideas. Box 3301. 

HOUSEBOY/VALET/SLAVE 
GWM 18-23. Will trade home for ser 
vice. S&M, B&D, C&B, TT, Also canoe
ing back packing, cycling, tennis, 
photography. Letter with picture , 
phone to JL, Box 124, N. Chelmsford, 
MA 01863. 

LIVE-IN SLAVE 18-22 
Into C&B pain . Call (617) 256-2968. 

CORPORAL PUNISHMENT 
Stepdad 43 6'1 " 170 will spank disobe
dient sons 18+. Box 3350. 

COCK/BALL/ASS/TORTURE 
W /M, 30, 5'8", 1351bs, br /br moustache 
wants hot cock , ball asshole work.lnto 
weights, whips, cigars, cigarettes, 
wax, dildoes, piss, farts , shit. Willing to 
explore. Photo, phone gets same. Box 
3358. 

MlCHIGAN 
DETROIT Ai'IEA 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. 

ROCHESTER MASTER 
White, 5'10", 170 lbs ., 8", master with 
well equipped dungeon, seeks obedient 
slaves. Willing to train submissive 
novices into SM, B&D, WS, and more. 
Write Robert, 1030 Adams Road, South 
Rochester, Ml 48063. 

SLAVEBOYS 
To serve athletic W/M, 27, into C&B, 
B&D and Tits. Photo & Phone, if possi
ble to Rick , Box 15342, Detroit, Ml 
48215. 

MUSCULAR BEARDED 
LEATHER MAN 

Southeastern Michigan. Into total 
leather, boots, jockstraps. Dig long 
leather play, jo, Fr a/ p. Photo a must. 
Box 3290. 

SMOOTH SKINNED 
57" w/m with solid body interested in 
good times . Into levi and leather 
scenes , considerate and versatile , cut 
and cum a lot. Your pleasure or mine. 
Enclose photo if available . P.O. Box 
7502, Ann Arbor 48107. 

BONDAGE MASTER 
Into heavy tit and cock & ball work. 
Send your qualifications to my 
Drummer box number if you can take it. 
Box 3374. 

DETROIT LEATHER COUPLE 
S- 34, 140, 70" and MS- 25, 190, 75", 
seek singles or groups (20-40) for SM, 
TT, B&D, WS sessions. We are looking 
for partner(s) who can satisfy our 
needs in individual or group sessions. 

We are into hot times and good man
sex. No fats or ferns . Send photo and 
phone. Box 3377. 

WANTED: A BLACK MAN 18-45 
Topman (hung only need reply) to luck 
a good looking 25 Y /0 black passive 
bottom an . Call after 6pm. 313-863-8596 
Ask for Dee. 

WANTED METRO DETROIT: 
A couple friendly, dominant, trim , in
shape studs, any size, to split me. Mar
ried , single guys to 45 must like 
3-ways, watching, being watched and 
sharing asshole. All must like to luck, 
suck, get sucked, and j/o. I'm 30, br/bl, 
5'9", 140#, nice body, 6" cut , attractive 
and I love cock. Frontal nude photos 
get mine and reply. Box 3352. 

MINNESOTA 
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. 
SLIGHT, YOUNG SLAVE WANTED 
Two masters rural Minn. No F.F. or 
scat; otherwise you will have domina
tion and pain to your limits; respect and 
concern as you earn and deserve it. 
Write now to: J&L, Box 605, Battle Lake, 
MN 56515. 

TWIN CITIES MASTER 
42- 6'1"- 160 seeks bottoms for S&M 
tit torture C&B torture-leather, hoods, 
gags, wips , chims etc. Limits 
respected. Box 3298. 

SUBMISSIVE MUSCULAR 
Young w/m 44" chest, 30" waist into 
uniforms muscle sex lite S&M, leather
levis seeks dominant bodybuilders 
muscular athletes for masters Photo, 
muscles required Can travel Box 3323. 

BLAST THOSE ABS 
Wanted! Exercise buff for rigorous 
abdominal workouts, with or without 
punishments. Let's push our guts to 
their limits, get mean with those abs! 
Me: 34, short. You: ready for gut
wrenching workouts . P.O. Box 1093, 
Minneapolis, MN 55440. 

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. 

HOTM 
6'1", 39, 165, can go either way but 
prefer bottom. Fists, hard belts, clean 
out assholes. You name it, you get it. 
Occuf.ant, P.O. Box 27872, St. Louis, MD 
6314 . 

ERIE JOHN 
One, Sir. Thank you, Sir. Once again 
you've made the summer hot. Two, Sir. 
Thank you, Sir. Your Kerouac loves 
you. More please, Sir. Thank you , Sir. 

NEBRASKA 
OMAHA AREA 

42, 57", 1451bs., nice build. Looking for 
top man. Into 50/50 relationship, shar
ing time & pleasure. Must be aggres
sive lover. Not into pain, but love & 
companionship. Long term relation
ship desired. Privacy & fiancial inde
pendence a must. Send photo & letter. 
Box 3291 . 



NEVADA 
SLAVE BOY WANTED 

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

NEW JERSEY 
NO. JERSEY 

W/M, 47, 5'11", 185. Frantic for con
stant sex with hot top man in to verbal 
abuse, heavy fucking and sucking, rim
ming, oil, titwork, porno, feet, dildoes, 
poppers, leather. No pain or bondage 
but insatiable! Box 3273. 

DARK HANDSOME NOVICE 
Dark GWM 30571351bs wants men into 
leather, uniforms. or bodybuilding. 
Handsome novice wants to fulfill fanta
sies. Must have own place. No heavy 
scenes. Photo exchange. POB 32, Leo
nia, New Jersey 07605. 

BANG OF THE MONTH CLUB 
Forming for tops 30-45 to fulfill those 
long pent up fantasies. I'm a Paul Neu
man type 5'8" 1451bs thick 8" cut. Hand
some studs bottom on a rota ing basis. 
Box 3282. 

IT HURTS SO GOOD 
When you use my body for your plea
sure! Mature, Discreet partner for hot 
French, Greek, TI/C&BT, BB worship, 
Mutual FF with WM 40, 5'8 , 160. No 
drugs, scat, fats, marks. P.O. Box 69, 
Belle Mead, NJ 08502. 

YOUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

S&M, 25 
5'7", 160, 6W' cut seeks luck buddy into 
S&M, piss B&D Bodybuild1ng, Beer 
drinking, J/0 Big Nipples and big cock. 
Photo & phone # Sir. Box 3300. 

W/M, 30'S 
Wishes to correspond with others into 
haircuts-shaves. Details & photo 
please. Box 3335. 

TOP 35, BOTTOM 32 
WM's into French, Greek , !1ts, S&M, 
whips, 501 levis, boots, amyl, smoke, 
seek others 18-35 into same. Help ser
vice top or train bottom. Photo appre
ciated. Box 3337. 

NORTHERN JERSEY 
WI m. 38, 6'2", 185 lbs hairy, 
knowledgeable, masculine, dominant 
and aggressive Master; yet quiet, 
straight acting and appearing seeks 
slave, 25-35, for permanent live-in rela
tionship. Muscular body a plus. Willing 
to train novice to my ways. Wi ll respect 
limits. No hard or ruff stuff. No drugs, 
fats , ferns, or phonies. Box 291. 

NEW MEXICO 
SANTA FE W/M 

35, 135, bearded , some experience, 
begs to be bootdog sucks lave for mus
cular, hairy, big-cocked stud who 
wants to luck and fist my tight ass. 
Seek friendship too. Box 3316 

WANTED 
Hot handsome teacher to break in 
young slim college virgin. Nill try 
Greek, French. Send photo. Everybody 
answered. Write to: Chris High, P.O. 
Box 1793, Lovington, NM 88260. 

NEW YORK 
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. 

LI-NY BONDAGE STOCKADE 
Correctional facilities for 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. 

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, B/D, etc . No scat. My 
motto: sane S/M; intense, not brutal; 
erotic, not reckless; firm but affection
ate. If your head is right, write approp
riate letter now. No I ems, fats , fakes. 
Box 185R. 

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. 
Applications without detailed resume 
and photo will not be considered . Box 
673. 

GOOD-LOOKING BLOND 
35, 5'5", 130 lbs, clean-cut guy likes to 
receive VI A and to service Marboro 
studs. Not into heavy S/M, Scat or F/F, 
but everything else goes, including 
W/S from machos. Dig big guys and 
cigar smokers. Box 3299. 

HAIRY CHESTS 
White male, 27, 190 lbs, red-brown hair 
and beard , masculine, thick 8 inches, 
wishes to meet hairy-chested males for 
mutual hot action. Any age or race. 
Send description and photo: Box 138, 
New York, New York 10458. 

NYC BODY SLAVE WANTED 
Your primary duty will be to serve your 
Master with head, heart, mouth & ass
hole. Some bondage & pain- C/B&T 
Torture, needles. catheters, electricity, 
etc. FF preferred but not essential or 
first. 30-45 yrs. under 5'11 ", over 170 
lbs. Photo essential. Detailed letters 
with phone# will receive first consider
ation. No ferns or skinnies. P.O. Box 
131, M.H. Sta. , NYC 10156. 
MEDICAL SCENE ENEMAS GIVEN 
COMPLETE physical exam leads to 
intense repeated enema treatments. 
Lots of nozzles, tubes, etc. Expect THO
ROUGH rectal examination . Restraint 
may be required. ME: 31 , 5'10", 150 lbs, 
gwm, moustache. YOU: young , clean, 
handsome. Prefer Hispanic, Arabic, 
Italian but all considered. Reply with 
any type photo (required) and descrip
tion of your fantasy. No fats, femmes, 
oldies. Box 3328. 

GWM WANTS ACCESS 
With black master to stables M/c vicin
ity for heavy sex involving horse scat, 
golden shower. Provider may partici
pate. Box 3331. 

BUFFALO MASTER 
GWM 37, seeks submissive leather 
slave to serve. Must be goodlooking 
18-39. No phone jerkoffs, no bullshit no 
ferns. Discretion. Call evenings 7-9 
(716) 876-2641. 

BLACK MAN WANTED 
Age 20-60, to "train" white honkey (32, 
6'2" , 170#, firm build, gd-lking) in disci
pline, humiliation, dominance. Give me 
a lesson in Black Power, Sir! No ferns. 
Send descrip, letter; photo if pass. Box 
3339. 

MASCULINE LEATHER HOLE 
Very handsome Leo BB, 26, 6'6", 205#, 
blond, smooth. Big hungry butt, throat 
for long, exploring sesstons. FF, 
leather, titwork , piss. toys , S&M, many 
things if approached with right atti
tude. You: hot, experienced, together. 
Hairy muscles a special turnon. Train 
me, guide me, lead me to new levels 
through trust & respect, not violence or 
humiliation . Include photo /phone. 
Your place . Box 3338. 

WANTED FFA TOP- NYC 
Horny, attractive, WM, 45. slim, 1451bs, 
6'1", brown hair & eyes. moustache 
needs to be fisted on regular basis; 
prefer long-term, permanent relation
ship. Expert leather bottom with hot 
hole who likes two fists often. Also 
light S&M, dildoes, WS, tit play. Versa
tile French-Greek alp. Interests include 
opera, ballet, theatre, travel & sex. 
Please answer with phone no. ; photo 
appreciated. Bob. Box 3340. 
EXHIBITIONIST NUDE SERVANT 

Waiter 32, u/c, slim, athletic, cute 
smooth ass, wants to be in servitude in 
leash and dog collar (groups OK). 
Seeks prolonged restraint, caged con
finement, pillory, degradation, shav
ing , public exposure, interrogations. 
verbal humiliation. No hvy pain Box 
3343. 

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 necessary, 
please indicate to us the best time(s) to 
verify the number. Commercial ads 
(Services, Models, Travel, Resorts, 
Employment, For Sale, etc.) may have 
telephone numbers included in their 
advertising 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 

LONG ISLAND WM 
Educated , professional, 46, 6', 195, with 
dominant fantasies. Seeks WM with 
submissive fantasies for mutual 
beginner's exploration. Box 3347. 

ATHLETIC BUDDY 
26, 5'9", 155 Italian, dark features, 
enjoy a straight lifestyle, sports, etc. 
Seeks masc. guys down to earth , with 
some rough edges get along with blue 
collar guys well, like, stocky, heavy 
guys, straight appearance & lifestyle 
most important. Travel. John, PO 478, 
Wheatly Heights, NY 11798. 

SUBMISSIVE BIKER 
SEEKS HOT TOP 

W/M, 28, 5'10", 1551bs. Bottom craves 
public humiliation, body worship, pro
longed bondage/restraint, and caged 
confinement. With an empathetic mas
ter, total servitude in biker's leather, 
uniforms, or naked if possible. I desire 
a master who likes good times and 
intelligent companionship- I would 
hope that this will provide the context 
for mutual trust, respect, and affection 
in which my limits may be expanded. 
Send photo, descriptions of personality 
and interests to: Box F5, Suite 325, 799 
Broadway, New York, NY 10003. 

KYRIE ELEISONI 
GWM, 30, hot, blonde, smooth, 
muscled. Yearns for big BB/wl/jock
cw types who are clear about their 
racial superiority and enjoy the hom
age due them from lesser men. This 
worthless slave strives with whole 
heart, tnind, body and soul to provide 
the worship, reverence and pleasure 
which is the natural birthright of your 
ultramasculine godliness. Especially 
proficient at oral catholic ritual grovel
ing before my lord. Incense, candles, 
manimal relics, Ill vestments, flagella
tion, obscene litanies, smoky religious 
liturgies to cleanse, annoint and excite 
your sacred body and blood; dark mar
tyr submission to the whims of your 
virile divinity. You know who you are. 
Sons of Zeus, Apollo, Hercules. Come 
let me adore you . Box 3351. 

N.Y. BONDAGE BOTTOM 
For sailors or cops in uniform. W/M, 35, 
5'11", 1;;0 lbs. (212) 263-6385 pm. 

WHITE DADDY/BLACK SON 
Austere though loving "Roman Sena
tor" seeks longlost son. Daddy is 
mature, bearded , graying, autocratic 
but just. 5'7" trim, 150#. Responsive, 
responsible, intelligent son is 20-30, 
lean, brownskin. Daddy gets alle
giance, son gets firm hand on firm ass. 
Send photo. Come along home, boy. lt's 
time for bed. Box 3353. 

TOP NEEDS BOTTOM 
To provide outlet for sadistic energies. 
34. 6'5" Masculine, Muscular S. seeks 
hunky, hung m for extensive c/bt, tt, If, 
etc. Photo and phone with letter of sub
mission will be offered to Masters Com
pany II , P.O. Box 460, Old Chelsea 
Station, New York, NY 10111. 

INTO MY ASS 
Kiss it, lick it, suck it, eat it, luck it, fist 
it! NYC. Box 3354. 

NYC NOVICE NEEDS TRAINING 
Submissive GWM, 39, 6'6", 130#, brown 
eyes, hair, mous, masculine, ~ood 
looking with hot body and insattable 
buns wants humpy u/40 patient mas
ter. Most scenes considered except 
scat or heavy pain. Your photo gets 
mine. Box 3361. 

NEW YORK CITY BOTTOM 
W/m, 5'7", 1351bs., brown hair, brown 
eyes, moustache, hairy. Hot ass, wants 
to be bound & lucked. Also into B/D, 
W/S, shaving , spanking , light S/M, 
enemas, polaroids, toys . Seeks patient 
& understanding topman to each and 
help me expand my limits. Must be 25-
40. good body, attractive. Photo & 
phone appreciated. Box 3373. 

SWEATY STUD SEEKS PIG 
Hairy levi, leather, jock, 35, 5'10", 160, 
into 1 to 1, rough action, spit, pits, piss, 
teats, c/s, wants hot muscular pig who 
can teach what he can take. No scat. 
Photo. Dick Berg , 132 W. 24 St. , NYC 
10011. 

NINE PLUS? 
I'l l deal with all of it! Masculine, Muscu
lar, 34, 6'5", 230# Expert will provide 
Exceptional oral stimulation. Photo 
with measurements and phone to BEN, 
P.O. Box 460, Old Chelsea Station, New 
York, New York 10111. 

W/M, 6/160/BRO/BRO 
You now know all you need to know 
about this insatiable top, who's always 
looking for true bottoms. short of talk, 
but long on their capability to absorb 
both unlimited verbal & physical 
abuse. Having worn both the green of 
the army, as well as the blue of the 
navy, will obviously give preference to 
former members of the military and/or 
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Issue 48 Issue 50 

ALTERNATE PUBLISHING 

Issue 51 Issue 52 

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

FIFTEEN HARRIET ST. SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 94103 

I want an subscl"iption : 0$40. o$55 First Class or Canada. 0$80 Foreign. 
Send me: o Best & Worst of Drummer $6.50 (postpaid) . oSix-Pack (circle issues below, issues 3, 6, 7, 9 not included) $17 
(postpaid) . olssue 3 $10. o Issues 6, 7, at $6 each (postpaid) . Single issues 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, 50, 51 , 52, 53, 54, 55, 56. 
Canadian prices (postpaid) : Best & Worst $7.50. No.3 $12. No. 6, 7, 8 at $7 each. Single issues are $4.50 each. Six-Pack is $20. 
Sent FIRST CLASS only. Foreign prices : Add $1 per issue to Canadian prices, sent AIR MAIL only. 

NAME--------------------------------------------------------------------------
ADDRESS ______________________________________________________________________ ~ 

CITY---------------------------------------------------------------------------
STATE/ZIP ______________________________________________________________________ _ 

S1gnature (You must be over 21 )--------------------------------------------------------

Charge to my .J VISA o MAS TE RCA RD Card No. --------------------------------------

ExplfatiOn Date -------------------------------------------------------------------

DRUMMER 63 



married slobs, who realize it is their 
preordained destiny in life to rece ive 
cock, as oppose to giving it. Box 3381. 

NORTH CAROLINA 
LEATHER HOT & TIGHT 

Warm piss drunk & given, tit act ion & 
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. Bath room 
for yellow dogs. Basement for few. 
Visit the mountains, visit the Wor lds 
Fair. Visit us. Box 1823. 

MASTER SEEKS SLAVE 
There are many men who want to be a 
slave, but cannot find the guts to do so. 
Most of you who have called or written 
wasted my time. Some of you Nere 
serious but lazy. Some of you were 
serious but afraid. All of you still seek a 
master! I still seek a slave, for love, 
obedience, punishment, and total com
mitment. I am deadly serious! And so 
are you! Now do something about it! 
Call Randy- 704-324-1465 or write 
1305 11th Ave., S.E., Box 24, Hickory, 
N.C. 28601. 

PAIN & PLEASURE MASTERS 
Rough leather duds into piss, bondage, 
ass holing, you name itl Team work or 
solos. Fuck room/toys avail able. 
Heavy leather, tit torture and abuse. 
Most always tops, but will satisfy any 
true together top. Until it hurts so 
good... motherfuckers. A'ville, N.C. 
Box 3336. 

NORTH DAKOTA 
F-M AREA 

Need a commanding master for a 
worthless slave who needs training 
and discipline on a regular basis; 
responds well to strap, enemas and 
other forms of pain. Please respond to 
Rob Jensen, Box 454, Fargo , ND 58107. 

OHIO 
CLEVELAND 

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

SEEK LOCAL FRIENDS 
Columbus SM, 34, 6', 180 lbs. , 7", Aries, 
experienced. Seeks local friends under 
30. I'm dominant, into bondage tit 
work, clamps, and cock & balls . Have 
many toys and enjoy using them. Send 
letter with photo to: Box 20422, Colum
bus, OH 43220. 

DRUMMER 54 

CLEVELAND BODYBUILDER 
Hot, W /m med student-bodybuilder, 29, 
new in Cleveland, proud, masculine, 
muscled, hung and very dominant; 
seeks hot, masculine, bottom man or 
couples for friendship, long sweaty 
workouts, and poss1ble permanent 
relationship. Photo-phone-limits to: 
SIR, P.O. Box 16416, Cleveland, OH 
44116. 

STRICT STEPDAD 
38, 6', 185 has strap and paddle for son 
who needs love and bare ass tannings. 
Letter and photo to Mr. Holm, 26241 
Lakeshore #1954, Euclid, DH 44132. 

SLAVE WANTED 
Goodlooking master wants bottom for 
action. Box 5862, Cleveland, Ohio 
44101. 

OKLAHOMA 
OK CITY DADDY 

45,170 lbs., 5'10", muscular, wants sub
missive Daddy's boys into hot scenes. 
SM, B&D, WS, shaving, and all other 
scenes considered. You name it, you 
get it. Phone-Photo to Box 2099. 

"BLACK LEATHER" COWBOY 
Rugged handsome WM 25, 150, need to 
rub my hot leather buldging crotch next 
to some other leather clad cowboy 
stud. Bury your face in my tight fitting 
leather pants or work my tight 501's 
Levis buttons open with your mouth 
while I'm wearing my chaps, jacket, 
and spurred cowboy boots. Let's rub 
leather. Photo gets mine with leather 
on. No nudes. Box 3115. 

WANTED SLAVE 

be trained and built in body, mind and 
spirit. Prefer well defined, smooth body 
but right attitude and learning capabil
ity is more important. Master is hunky 
WM 5'10", 155. Photo mandatory with 
detailed application. Box 3302. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
WEIGHT LIFTER 

PhiladeiP,hia. MS, Cancer, 43, 6'2", 210, 
white, 7' cock. Masculine Weightlifter 
with 48" chest, 34" waist. Leather /levi 
motorcyclist. Bondage and other good 
times with masculine partners desired. 
Box 23. 

YOU CAN NOW LIST 
YOUR PHONE NUMBER 

$1 VERIFICATION! 

WILKES BARRE S 
Cancer, 45, 6' , 170 pounds, white. 27 
years military service, wants prisoners 
for steel bondage, hard labor m chains, 
interrogations. Scene is of primary 
importance. Limits observed. 
Beginners trained. No ferns or fats. Box 
055. 
MUSC BLACK TOPMAN WANTED 
By attr easy-9oinQ guy, 35, for steady, 
poss perm s1tuat1on. Descrip to: Box 
2063, Phila, PA 19103. 

BONDAGE 
Young M looking for young Sin Pgh. 23, 
handsome, 6'1", slim build, loves bon
dage. Tie my hands, ankles- you're in 
command. B&D, TT, S&M but no heavy 
pain, scat or FF. Box 3348. 

GOT THE GUTS TO SUBMIT 
To a straight-razor shave in bondage? 
-Respectful requests for appointments 
(including frontal nude polaroid) will be 
considered. Philadelphia area. Box 
3378. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
SERVICE FOR LEATHER MASTERS 
G/W /M, 27, 5'10", 180 lbs, hunky, 7" 
uncut, into S&M, B&D, T /T, C/B/T, 
W /S, verbal abuse, and hot time with 
leather MEN, especially bikers. Espe
cially like chaps, boots, gloves, and 
hoods. Can go top, but prefer bottom. 
Box 3342. 

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 comfort
able 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 6ft; 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 

Tulsa Leathermaster 35 - 140 needs 
slim slave for hot action. Limits 
expanded or respected. Phone Rod at 
(918) 665-1885. No phone j/o. 

OREGON 
NEED SPANKING? 

Your naked ass redened, glowing, sen
sitive. Asshole, cock, balls ready for 
this male's use and abuse. Box 3222. 

lTLIITl'S 
STURDY BUGIS 

WANT ARRANGEMENT 
With macho Salem stud, 20-35, to ser
vice his cock regularly. Box 3223. 

BIG MAN 
TOP, 40, Good looking, hairy, bearded, 
6'1", 225 lbs, muscular will work your 
ass, cock, balls, nipples & entire body & 
mind. Into B&D, TT, W/S, FF. Recent 
photo with reply to: Pete, P.O. Box 
42476, Portland , Oregon 97242. 

SLAVE WANTED 
Mastel has private 40 acre mountain 
forest with comfortable home, very 
well equipped barn training room and 
stone walled dirt floor dungeon. Slave 
will live in leather, uniform, and naked; 

ARB II 
TillS. 
TEIAS 
DRILL JIG 
OOMPAIY 
VIRGINIA & HIGHLAND ATLANTA 872-8685 

····························-~ (LOVERBOY DOLL·: .'< 

··················.·.············i'Plil!.: GUARANTEED. You get abso- r; -- -
lutely FREE our mflatable naked ·.- ·-: 
boy doll w1th a. strateg1c" ,... _--: ~ 
6-1nch measurement when you ~{ 
send for our Swed1sh gay rna- "'-. ~ _ 
terial. Send $4 (Shipping & Handling2 :o~ 
DANIJIIPS, 3631 W. 3rd St., L.A., CA 90020 



delights.lf you're interested and got the 
balls to talk straight, shoot a no bull
shit note my way. Travel is possible. 
Box 61. 

SLAVE(S) SON? LOVER? 
Dominant, versatile, educated profes
sional, w/m 47, 5'11", 175# accepting 
applications. You must be mature, 

TEXAS masculine, well-proportioned, willing 
to serve. Any race or age. No drugs or 

EAGER TO LEAR drunks. NOVICE OK- will be trained-
Houston Area. WM, 32, 5'9", 150, willing limits respected, expanded? Send pic 
to do anything for someone who will with needs, desires, uses, work, etc. 
teach and train. Like moustaches, Hdqtrs- Houston. Naked servitude? 
trimmed beards, hairy chests and legs. Permanent live-in 8ossible, or I can 
Box 386. travel. MASTER BU . Also, opening for 

DALLAS THIRSTY AND HOT a master. Box 3329· 
43, 5'8" , 150. Heavy piss, raunchy FIND YOUR MAN HERE! 
socks, and tit action. Photo required CHOKING 
and exchanged. Box 3045. 

Gut punching, cutting, shaving , pierc-
CORPUS CHRISTl ing, piss, snot, spit. Versatile, experi-

Novice slave wants to learn more. mental, kinky, intelligent. (713) 
W/m, 5'8", 140 lbs needs outdoor type 524-4559. 
big, masculine, hung top man. Age 35-
50. Photo and phone gets same, teach I LOVE SEX 
me more. 1 am ready to please! Box W/M 39, 5'10", 160, 7". Mostly M enjoy 
3272. Hair, muscles, big cocks love to drrnk 

beer from hot dick, and get lucked 
WOOD PADDLE WHIPPINGS hard. will do anything lor the right stud. 

Dallas. Goodlooking W /M, 32, 5'10", Box 3362. 
155, looking for men who are into either 
giving or receiving licks with wood PISS- R/F- FOOT SLAVE 
paddles. Only those who are into good Italian/Nautilus. Clean-Shaven ONLY. 
school-type whippings should Dog Denny (713) 524-7629. 
respond. Box 3136. UTAH 

LEATHER IN EXILE TWO HOT HORNY TOPMEN 
W/M, 29, 5'11" , 1751bs, is more than Lookingforanewtoytoplaywith .Both 
ready for hot acton. I've been in the 36, both mean as hell . We work 
country too long and need hot leather- together, separately, and we alternate 
men to remind me about W IS , n , B&D, to handle the most recalcitrant of 
fantasy trips and more. Willing and slaves. Into bondage, whipping, spank
waiting in the8ine trees of East Texas. ing, piss, verbal abuse, and exploration 
P.O. Box 453, ueen City, TX 75525. of all fantasies. Master Larry: 6'2", b/ b. 
I'M LOOKING FOR A HANDSOME 175 lbs., good bOdy. Master Michael: 
Submissive slave to train. Be prepared 5'6", bib, 1451bs., 9'12" and thick. Appli
to give yourself totally if selected. cations will be accepted from Real 
Respond with letter and photo to Sir slaves who can handle total domina
Box 141362 Dallas, TX 75214. lion and complete control of mind and 
------------ body. Don't answer unless you mean it. 

BOUND AND GAGGED You will be used, abused and trained 
Bondage slave seeks Master who is and if you get it right you might find 
serious about total ownership and con- permanence with us. Application must 
tinual domination. Handsome bottom contain a recent photo, vital statistics, 
needs confinement under hand of skill- experience resume, and phone number. 
lui top: suspension, sensory depriva- Send to: MASTER Larry, P.O. Box 1104, 
lion, mummification, and immobiliza- Sandy, Utah 84091. 
lion in tight leather, rubber, plastic, VIRGINIA 
rope, hoods, gags, plugs, harness. 
Your slave is a hairy WM, 29, 134 lbs., BLOND, BLUE-EYED FARMER 
5'11". Box 13262, Houston, TX 77219. 5'10", 160 lb, in good physical shape 

TWO MATURE W/M wants a muscular/spirrted dude who's 
One uncut, interested in three-way in into leather/levis/boots & bondage (all 
Lubbock, TX. No S&M or leather. Photo kinds). Let's see who captures who
& phone. Lots of sucking. Both40+. Box for 2 hours or 2 weeks. Sweaty outdor 
3322. chain-gang labor, a turn-on . Box 3292. 

DALLAS BOTTOM SEEKS TOP DEMANDING DAD 
WM, 5'6", 140, 31 needs to serve. Into 35 W/M 6' 235 blue-blonde; wants 
S/M, B/D, FF, n , WS- almost any- smooth masculine well-built Daddy's 
thing. 9801 Walnut #A 114 Dallas 75243. boy who is able to be taught and 
214-669-8034. trained how to be a ~ood son.lf you are 

SPANKING willing to be domrnated and raised 
Gentleman, 58, wishes to contact properly including barebottom spank
young men 18-40 who need parental rng and woodshed discipline when 
type spankings and paddlings Write: needed, then write your sincere letter of 
Occupant, Box 10, Rockwall, TX 75087. request complete with phone number 

and proper photo 's. Permanent rela-
LOVES MATURE HAIRIES tionship with right individual. Who 

Goodlooking 6', 200#, BB seeks hairy & knows, perhaps this will be the last 
superhairy mature men- stocky- decision you ever have to make as you 
heavy builds. Beards/bald a plus. Cor- experience your hearts desire to be the 
respond/meet. Your explicit photo gets devoted son you've always needed and 
mine. Box 3349. longed to be . Box 3303. 

~ttV~ttr FREE' 
SUPER SEX PACK AGeE 
-SELECT ANY FO UR-
• 6 Hard Comics • Gay Sex No 
• Peter Pleaser • Adult PI vels 
• Suck movtes • 25 M aylng Cards 
.; Penis Creme • B Mare Snapshols 

, oy agazmes 

DC AREA 
W/M, 40, 6', 170, 7", well built and very 
experienced will take and return heavy 
strapping , fucking, C&B, and tit work. 
Only for serious and level headed 
partners interested in two way classic 
hard action. Age is not a limit but 
partners will be lean with high endu
rance. Photo required which gets mine 
in return. Box 3341. 

WISCONSIN 
FANTASIES TO REALITY 

Madison Master. Achieve what has 
been your fantasies so far in a com
pletely totally furnished dungeon; your 
fantasy is mine to make a reality. Will 
respect all physical & psychological 
limits. Set-up for long weekend 
encounter sessions (out-of-towners). 
Masters who are into masters, who can 
handle competition are also welcome. 
Applications are also being taken for 
two slaves wanted by GWM, goodlook
ing, 40's, 156, 6'2", brown/blue, w/trim 
beard/moustache and 7" cut. Reply 
w/frank ltr/photo/phone. Only the 
very serious and dedicated need to 
reply to Box 3034. 

YOUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

BOOTS UP TO CROTCH 
WM Booted Biker 30, 57", 135, Harley & 
BMW owner, non-smoker. It drinker. 
Into 5011evis-leather-boots- all hvy & 
high heeled: logger, lineman, jump, 
engineer, cowboy and studs so attired. 
No drugs, scat, FF, raunchy crotches, 
underwear. Strt appr'g stud into soft 
side of lthr. Am voyeuristic- want to 
watch SM. maybe participate later. 
Like outdoor sex, gang bangs, discreet 
&xhibitionism: in holey jeans or cutoffs 
w/o underwear. Need rnfo on all boot 
mfrs that will make boots up to crotch. 
Anyone w I a pair of hvy lace-up or 
pull-on bootpants or buitsuit? Lkg 4 
lthr-levis-booted biker buddy. Possible 
relationship. Will correspd , all ansrd, 
ltrs w I photos first. Box 3356. 

SLAVES FOR MY HAREM 
Serious, well educated slaves need 
apply. Any age over 18, any race. Send 
a complete description of your body, a 
photo in a swimming surt. It will be 
returned if not excepted . Limits 
respected and expanded. Send all rep
Ires to. Mr. Ron, P.O.B. 15104, Mrlwau
kee, Wisconsin 53215. 

WYOMING 
TRAVELERS - HOT ASS 

29, 6', 150 lbs, w/m, 7" cut loves to 
service bi~ or x-thick meat, 18-thirties. 
Call Sam rn Laramie. 307-721-8033. No 
j/o calls. 

NATIONWIDE 
BIG HANDS, FEET AND BALLS 

6'5", 1951b., 8", 39, mustache. Faithful, 
level headed, intelligent, open minded, 
caring . Enjoy being top. Looking for a 
relationshrp with an equal or superior. 
Most scenes, light to heavy, especially 
all kinds of anal entry, heavy FF, JO, tit, 
genital work, leather, metal , rope, 
bondage, suspension , encasement, 
motorcycles, weight lifting. Can travel. 
Lets take each other all the way . Phone, 
photo, letter, gets same. Box 3307. 

ENGLISH KICKBOXING 
COMBAT SLAVE 

29, 5'11", 1451bs training to undertake 
any full combat fights and workouts 
ordered and arranged by his master. 
Seek to contact other gladiator slaves 
in training. Also respectfully any com
bat master or bout promoter prepared 
to advise on my future training and 
battle hardning program in preparation 
for a full US fighting tour in early 1983. 
Box 3320. 

WANTED 
Men to serve God in religious commun
ity (Catholic-Orthodox tradition). Ex
priests & religious welcomed. 
Hispanic-bilingual candidates also 
needed. Monastery, P.O. Box 82128, 
San Diego, CA 92138. 

HARD MALE/MALE s 
p VIDEOTAPES 

SUPER - 8 Fl LMS 
PHOTO-SETS 
DRAWINGS 
PERSONAL ADS 
STORIES 
RATTAN CANES 
HAIRBRUSHES 

Brochure-$2. 00 
(over 18 only) 

STUDI0-7 
P .0. Box 681-X 

San Luis Rey CA 
92068-0681 

A 
N 
K 
I 
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G 

DRUMMER 55 



J/0 IN A BOOKI 
Collecting material for a book. Write to 
me about your jl o: Experiences Tech
niques, Fantas1es or anything on j/o 
that interests you. Photos appreciated. 
Interested in a regular j/o newsletter? 
Let me know. Box 3382. 

CANADA 
WHISTLE WHILE YOU WORK 

I like a man who enjoys his work. One 
who smiles as he trusses me up with 
tubing , wires, hole stutters and the like. 
He whistles when testing weights on 
my tit rings . Hums as the fluids pass in 
and ou: of the butt plug. And winks at 
me, all strung up, encased from head to 
foot, knowinQ that maybe later he's 
going to get 1t too! W/m, 5'8", 160, 7" 
cut. Need I say more? Box 1577. 

VERSATILE M 
Toronto . M, Pisces, 5'10", 155, 40, blue 
eyes, uncut, wishes to meet dominant 
S, 25-55, who is versatile, respectful of 
limits, sense of humor. M has moderate 
experience, versatile, and into leather, 
toys, boots, Greek a/ p, WS, bondage, 
discipline. Have some experience asS. 
No fats, ferns, drugs, scat. Box B19. 

HIP RUBBER BOOTS 
Hairy, built , into heavy black rubber & 
leather tall boots and gear. 36 5'10", 
1651bs., 8" uncut, seeks dom or mutual 
buddy into fishermen, firemen. scat, 
piss, rimming, tit work. Photo from 
honest dude gets same. Come visit in 
country. Write: P.O. Box 13, Reserve 
Mines, Nova Scotia, BOA 1VO Canada. 

PASSIVE 35 
5'8", 160 lbs uncut. Needs training by 
experienced Leathermaster. Bikers & 
Uniformed expecially. Can travel USA 
& Canada. Photo & Phone Please SIRS. 
Box 3357. 

TWO HOT BEARDED MEN 
25 and 27 (5'11 ", 180 lbs -5'9'h", 1751bs) 
seeking contacts with hairy men. Into 
fucking, w/s, j.o., jockstraps, leather, 
dirty talk ... Visiting Montreal and 
need a place to stay, our door is open. 
Write now with photo to assure fast 
response. Box 3288. 

FOREIGN MAIL 
When answering foreign ads with 
box numbers, remember to Include 
the correct amount of overseas air
mall postage. Current rates are 40~ 
per 'h ounce. Letters without correct 
postage will be destroyed. 

AUSTRALIA 
MELBOURNE 

Know anybody here? Dominating, 
raunchy, macho topmen in leather, 
levi 's and jockstraps wanted for kinky 
times with a submissive bottom 45, 6'3" 
and 190 lbs who is into bondage, ws, tit , 
ass and c&b play. Box 3332. 

ENGLAND 
WELL-HUNG TOPMAN WANTED 

London. 28, 6'1 ", 1681bs, wants his arse 
and mouth lucked by well-hung hunky 
anyone or group, S&M and bondage 
topmen. If you are under 55, goodlook
ing, well-built and can satisfy me, write 
in detail with photo to Box 1507. 

GERMANY 
GERMAN SLAVE 

West Germany. Slave, 32, 6'2", 170 lbs, 
Blond, Moustache, Blue eyes, coming 
several times a year to the States. 
Interested in meetmg Masters, my age 
or older. Into WS, Rimming , fr a/p., get
ting spanked . I'm Greek passive, 7" 
uncut. Box 1686. 
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Your bike deseiVes personalized seiVice. 

STEPHAN and his crew can make it 
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 save some. of course. but better 

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

again. We quite often have rebuilt 'f 
equipment for resale. Drop by soonl I' 

'J,()lJilii rc; 
c;1~1 tl 

IJNI~Itll'l, ~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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FACESITTERS/FUCKERS 
Dirty, ugly, German urinal-pig is avail
able for American tops to service in 
public. Glorious rimmer and sucker. 
Try this contestant and force him. Visit
ing CA and NY. Visitors to Germany 
welcome. Box 1626. 

LIMITLESS DIRTSCENES 
Wanted by experienced male 42, 5'11 ", 
160, looking for pigs into mutual and 
top. Tit work, piss. snot, scat. puke. 
enemas , sweat, beer and trips. Also 
have a lot of rubber and leather gear. 
Like oil , mud, grease. catheter. foot and 
boots fetish. Interested in world wide 
contacts. Box 3285. 

SOUTH GERMANY 
Two hot extra hung studs, 29, 180 lbs, 
and 44, 170 lbs, into three ways with 
good looking mature (30-50) bearded 
versatile masculine men. Box 3165. 

MUNICH 
35, 6'4", 180, handsome. aggressive 
looking for bearded S/M- FF- expe
rienced studs who dig the real stuff. 
Photo gets mine. No scat. Box 3306. 

ITALY 
ACTIVE SLAVE 

Italian, 38, real sportsman, brown hair, 
green eyes, muscular. macho ty~e 
desires to service muscular master. I m 
into heavy training , whips, FF, C&B and 
tit torture. Like to receive verbal abuse. 
Prefer bodybuilder, but mainly inter
ested in right psychological approach. 
Travel in USA. Hospitality in Milan. 1 

Answer with ohoto. Box 2020. 

SCOTLAND 
OLD FASHIONED DADDY 

Scotland and London. Experienced. 
Active, W/M 37, 6'5", 225 lbs. 7'h", 
uncut seeks make contact with unruly 
all-American , 21-45. Box 3312. 

SERVICES 
Phone Sex, (415) Ego-Trip 

COUNSELING 
MID-COUNTIES HELP CENTER 

(213) 863-5817. 
Cruise by Phone, (415) Ego-Trip 

FRIENDS OF THE CENTER 
Signal Your Commitment to the future 
growth of the Los Angeles Gay & Les
bian Community Services Center by 
becoming a member of 'FRIENDS OF 
THE CENTER.' For Membership infor
mation call (213) 464-7400 Ext. 251, or 
Write: Friends of the Center. Box 38777, 
Hollywood, CA 90038. Do it today. It's 
important. 

THE CONNECTION 
The Bay Areas Exciting New Gay Play 
Line, (415) Ego-Trip 
TRY OUR PHONE CONFERENCE 

Meat Someone New, THE CONNECTION, 
(415) Ego-Trip 

ORGANIZATIONS 
CIGAR SMOKERS 

Cigar Studs is for men who smoke and 
get turned on to cigars. For application 
& information send $1 to: POB 20604, 
Seattle, WA 98102. 

MAVERICK ALLIANCE 
Mavericks are not branded! Not part of 
the herd! UNCUT men are invited to 
write P.O. Box 372, San Francisco, CA 
94101 . Photo must accompany applica
tion (does not have to include face) . For 
further info send SASE and $5 for Appli
cation & Questionnaire. Pull your skin 
today and get it out! Must sign and 
state you're 21 or over. Newsletter is 
much sought after and is limited. Mav
erick Alliance. Not for the timid of mind. 



LIKE TO FUCK? 
(OR GET FUCKED) 

American-Greek All iances: the club 
which gets Greek actives into Greek 
passives. Special discount for guys 
who are solely Greek active. Name, 
age, stamp to: POB 623AGD NYC, NY 
10013. 
TRY OUR PHONE CONFERENCE 

Meat Someone New, THE CO NECTION, 
(415) Ego-Trip 
PUT YOUR FOOT IN SOMEONE'S 

MOUTH 
Footman: 4th year of the legendary 
boot, shoe, socks, sneakers and bare 
feet club! Name, age, stamp to: Box 
623FMD, NYC, NY 10013. 

THE CONNECTIO 
The Bay Areas Exciting New Gay Play 
Line, (415) Ego-Trip 

INTERCHAIN INTERNAT IONAL 
Contact organization fo r the macho 
man. Information : Box 410, 132 West 
24th Street, New York, NY 10011 or call 
(212) 929-5078. Leave name and 
address until 11 pm EST. 

Cruise by Phone, (415) Ego-Trip 

NEED A FLOW JOB? 
Shoot the tube with the hot men of Ele
~ ant Extracts! The enema club for men 
mto shooting the tube with other enema 
men. Name, age, stamp to P.O. Box 623-
EED, NYC, NY 10013. 

OUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

WESTERN NEW YORK'S 
Newest Pen Pal Club. For information 
write: Club 201 , PO Box 201 , Buffalo, 
New York 14201 . 

Phone Sex, (415) Ego-Trip 

PISS SOMEONE OFF! 
Rainmakers: the ultimate water sports 
club for guys into giving / eceiving 
golden showers. Name, age , stamp to: 
Box 623RMD, NYC NY 10013. 

SCATMEN/RAUNCHMEN 
Get on The Shitlist a hot, dirty new 
Newsletter. $6 gets a sample of latest 
issue. Write to #2, 2408 Second Avenue, 
San Diego, CA 92101 

INTO GR, SPANKINGS 
Enemas, FF, etc? Join nationwide clb, 
dir or disc ads, stories, parties. Age & 
SASE. O.W.E., Bx 803, Santa Ana, CA 
92702 

HOT PHONE J/0 CALLS 
SASE, age to: Phone Pals Club, Box 
11097, San Diego , CA 92111 . 

MEN ON THE HUNT 
Sarge/ Rookie, Dad/son, Master/slave, 
Top/bottom, Trainer/trainee. On the 
hunt for opposites? Enroll now in 
CHI RON, the hot new recognition club, 
nationwide. Send $3 fo r InformatiOn to 
CHIRON, Box 416D, Viii Sta, NY, NY 
10014 (350 Blkr) 
FOOT FRATERNITY'S THIRD YEAR 
The largest group in the country for 
men who are into boots, shoes, sneak
ers, socks and /or barefeet. If you're 
into any of these items and / or any type 
of clothing such as leather, levis, jock
straps, gym gear, rubber and maybe 
even the busmessman look and you 
wish to meet others who are into the 
same send your name and address to 
the Foot Fraternity, P.O. Box 786, San 
Fran. CA. 94101 . Or see Drummer tssue 
no. 55. 100's of members photos and 
fantasy shots are also available. 
"W/S" CORRESPONDENCE CLUB 
For men into W/S. Name, age $1 to: 
Tom Boire, 635A Castro, San Francisco, 
CA 94114 for application. 

CHUBBY'S AND CHASER'S 
At Girth and Mirth Club. Write: 495 Ellis 
St ., #164, S.F., CA 94102. (415) 680-7612. 
WRESTLERS, BODYBUILDERS, 

STUDS 
500-MAN CLUB. FOR INFO & NEWS
LETTER $4.00 to: NYWC, 59 West 10th 
St., NYC 10011 . 

NAT'L CONTACT CLUB 
Men & Women. Low rates. SASE to: 
Dean , Box 26044, San Jose, CA 95159. 

SONS, DADS 
Diapers, spankings, w/s. Join "DPF," 
55 Sutter #457, S.F., CA 94104. 
YOU CAN HAVE YOUR ASS AND 

EAT IT TOOl 
Rear Frenchmen of America: the club 
for men who like to rim and get rimmed! 
Name, age, stamp to: P.O. Box 623 RFD, 
NYC, NY 10013. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HERE FIRST! 

GET INTO SOMEONE'S PANTS! 
Clothesman: the all clothing club for 
guys who dig jockey shorts, jock 
straps, levis, leather, uniforms etc. etc. 
Name, age, stamp to: P.O. Box 634 CMD, 
NYC, NY 10013. 

WANTED 
DRUMMER 

IS LOOKING FOR MODELS 
Leather Uniform Men 

Call Gunner at Drummer 
( 415) 864-3456 

MODELS 
NORTHERN CAL 

Cruise by Phone, (415) Ego-Trip 

PHONESEXII 
(714) 494-4871 

VISA/MC 
TRY OUR PHONE CONFERENCE 

Meat Someone New, THE CONNECTION, 
(415) Ego-Trip 

BONDAGE MASTER 
Seeks experienced and/ or respectful 
and interested trainees for extended 
training sessions in restraint and sen
sory isolation using rope, special 
leather gear, ace bandages and other 
unusual gear. Handsome/endowed 
bondage bottom (Drummer 48 center
fold) available upon request. Special 
arrangements can be made for long 
term restraint. $100 minimum . Detailed 
letter / toto to: Mark Chester, POB 42501 , 
SF, CA 94101 (415-621-6294). 

Phone Sex, (415) Ego-Trip 

THE CONNECTION 
The Bay Areas Exciting New Gay Play 
Line, (415) Ego-Trip 

MODELS 
SOUTHERN CAL 

WANT FUN IN LA? 
Stud long, thick and uncut for hire. 
Flexible. Also leather/S/M. Box 5191 , 
El Monte, CA 91734. 

YOU FOUND ONE! 
A GOOD DADDY IS HARD TO FIND. 

WANT A REAL MAN? 24 hra. 
Jack- 36, 6'3" 
(213)469-6020 

Leather & Motorcycle Cop Gear Too. 
You Need It! 

L.A. RAUNCH/FIL TH 
Toilet, verbal , etc. w/Tom; 28, 6ft, 155, 
hung/hry, hndsme, blond. Kinky! (213) 
483-3307. 

MODELS 
FLORIDA 

JERRY AND FRIENDS 
Escort & Model Service- Large Selec
tion Available- All Scenes Consi
dered. 813-541-2528. Travel unlimited. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE 

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

HUCK 
AN AMERICAN CLASSIC 

UNCUT AND LEATHER BOUND 
(212) 496-6578 

CARIBBEAN GUY 
Gives hot massage. Spanks, FF, Gr 

212-690-7305. 
Outcalls. You must try! 

"TOYS" From Jeffrey Roth ) 
" NIPPLE SUCTION CUPS " .J 

)'-.' Sucks them up and out With steady pressure. 
leaving hands & mouth tree for other duties. 
Packed in therr own leather pouch . $10 .95 

" RUSH OR HARDWARE" 
Sf/Bela/ Price - 3 bo«les for $7.95 

" BALL-SUP" 
Want to show a bigger basket? 

BALL-SUP, our black leather cockring that 
pushes all you have up and out to give you a 
really b1g bulge . It 's comfortable. tells good, 
looks hot, & one adjustable size fits all . $8 .50 

0'/'' 
v... . \ 

Our flnest quality life-like dildo 

"Super-Meat" 
in t he- shape of the mate organ 

SMALL-'" X 1Vc " -SI:95 
MEOIUM-7" X 2"· -510.95 
LARGE - t " Xl" -SU.tS 

Set of a111nree " Super Muts·onlv $25 

[] MASITRCAIUJ 0 VISA II:~~~ 
lli:1±j I I I I I I t±:f±j -·~1!!\:,~ r!.V.• / VIS4 ' I 

··, ·• .~. Butt-Plug 
'~ 
Held in place naturally by the 
sphincter muscle. this lncredi · 
ble instrument ·w ill pleasure 
you all day or n ight. 

SMALL-41'J" XI " -H.tS 
MEOIUM-SI'J"X1~"-f10.tS 

LAIIGE-4"X21'J"-f13.tS 
Set of all three " Bu"· Piugs" 

only $19 .95 

JEFFREY ROTH COMPANY 
663 Filth Avenue, Dept. 0 

New York, NY 10022 

HATFIELD 
HOUSE 

FRANK O'ROURKE 
author ut 

DRUMMER'S 
Capf1an Morgan & Pnson Punk I 

.. d '\jt•"" :)t" •t'S ,_·1 •1.l'd A<;St'~ 

•j cl t· 1" ~~ J .f:• ·-·it '-.St•! 1 t' T cl ~'f") 

S;M Action & Advtce 
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 Ysrn) 

$_ 
2.00 

12 0.33cc Ampules Iso- Butyl N1tnte 

Nol Ftw S•k To Minon -Room Odoriur Only 

Kinr:r M~" Ltd., Box J04. Cambndg~. MA 01/39 
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BARE IT if you 've 
got~ - This 

black shiny posing strap 
BODYWARE" lifts, supports and 
shows off your best assets . One 
size fits all. Black only. 
#2325 F-95 

THRUST Heavy duty 
liquid aroma. 

Super strength. Longer lasting. 
The ultimate blast. 
#1369 $5.95 ea. 2 for $10.00. 

TRIPLE 
RIPPLE 
BUn PLUGS 
A few more curves have been 
added for more stimulation. 
#247 Mtd. $10.95 
""248 Lge. $13.95 

What a cock! 13" long! Thick as 
a fist! Hard as a hard-on! Stands 
on ~s own 2 big balls! For a 
lamp, table or a prostate 
pleaser. Supple like the real 
thing . #260 $24.99 

feels like the real thing for easy 
anal insertion and hours of 
fulfilling satisfactiOn. 7Y•"· 
#249 $9.95 

POWER+ 
DELAYS 
CLIMAX 
Gives you the staying power to 
make every encounter last 
longer. Water-soluble . stainless, 
greaseless. 
#1313 Cr.me $5.49 
#1315 Spray $5. 9 

0
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METAL 
COCK RING 
Smoothly nickel plated . 
Washable , comfortable, 
durable . #21251Y•" $2.50 
#21261W' $2.95 
#21271~" $3.50 

ANAL LUBE 
A natural desens~izing lubncant 
to make anal entry slick and 
smooth . 4-oz. jar. 
#1360 Natural. •. 
#1361 HoUSplcy, $5.95 each 

ANAL BEADS 
#1918 medium $4.95 
#1919 large $5.95 

PETER 
SIPPER 
A 5" penis replica With straw for 
cock-ta1ls. Sip dnnks and "' g1ve 
head"' s1mu~aneously. Why 
sw1zzle a stick when you can 
m1x w~h th1s? #1905 $4.99 

LEATHER 
COCK RING 
w~h adjustable metal snaps for 
perfect fit. Black only. 
#2129 $4.95 

COCK 
CANDLE,· 
A real glazed wax candle shaped 
like a man-size 6" cock. With a 
w1ck at the tip of the prick. A 
bnght g1ft idea. 
#1913 $6.99 



Penis enlargement is now possible with our 
TRANS VACUUM ENLARGER - a preci
sion instrument, easy to operate, extremely 
durable and scientifically designed to make the 
male organ LONGER and THICKER. Also helps 
control premature eja culation. See results the 

first time you use your enlarger. See how really 
BIG ... how FAT .. . how LONG ... how HARD and 

STIFF your own penis con get! And it feels so 
good to use! 

The ORIGINAL TRANS VACUUM ENLARGER 
at our factory direct price $14.95 

FACTORY DIST. Dept. 0000 
7313 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Co. 90046 

HUNKY EX MARINE 
Muscular ex jock for hire. Jimmy Rog
ers. (212) 724-2800 Answering Service. 
Leave number. Will travel. 

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. 

TRAMWAY INN HOTEL 
2249 N. Palm Canyon Drive, Palm 
Springs. The Meeting Place at low 
summer rates. A cool Pool. 

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. . 

OUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

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. 

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. 

TYPESETTING 

SOUTH OF MARKET 

THE PRINTED WORD 

33 HARRIET #7 
SAN FRANCISCO 

(415) 552-1189 

(We Do Drummer) 

I#F2 - "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! 

Rare footage of sex 
stars Rick Cassidy and 
Jack Dakota seen in hot , 
aggressive, ecstatic sex ! 
Not to be missed! 

•film rMII will conllln approxlmlllly 185 h. 

All fUms available In reg. 8 mm color 
ANY ONE FILM $14.95 • ALL THREE FILMS $30 

NO PROJECTOR? 
Try our convertible &nm/super 8 

200 Ft. FILM VIEWER 
only $12 95 with the pu.rchase 

• 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. 0000 
7313 Melrose Ave . Los Angeles, Ca 90046 

I enclosed$ 0 Cash 0 Check 0 M.D. 

0 I#F1 0 I#F2 0 I#F3 @ $14.95 ea . 

0 Special! All 3 films @ $30 

VIEWER; 0 W/film .. $12.95 0 Alone . . $19.95 
Add $2 per order for postage & handling 

NAME ______________________ _ 

ADDRESS 

DRUMMER69 



The Zeus Collection turns up the heat with 
more of Ryder Knight & Mason Hawk. In
troducing Morgan Slade, & leatherman Mike 
Finley. And previewing Chuck Lake. All in 
one magazine. 

ZM-171 Mickey Squires Magazine 
48 pages 8% x 11, 16 pages of color . • . $8.50 
plus $1.00 for first class shipping/handling. 

ZM-118 JoePeduceh ZM-119 TheEroticAd-.tur• ZM-118 UniformedRepe ZM-120 Z-Cowboys 
48pegee8>!ox11, ofHercul• 41....-B%x11, 48pegee8%x11, 
18 oolor peges ....•...• • $8.50 48 pegee8%x11 ......... $8.50 b/w • oolor ............ $8.50 14 oolor peges .......... $8.50 
plu1 S 1 first cl- posqee/hendli,. piUI $1 first cl- posqee/handli,. piUI S 1 first c._ pwtege/handli,. piUI St first eta. poNfe/handll,. 

P.._ltllte that you- owr 21. Send $2.00 for our lat-' brochur• and to be piK*! on our oonflcMntial rnalllnt llat. 

DRUMMER70 



EX-GI BOTTOM NEW GAY CATALOGUE LARSEN LEATHERS EAT CHRISTIANS 
Hot JO Phone Fantasy. Ready for your Send $2.00 for our new catalogue. $1.00 (new & used motorc~cle gear) The button that says it all to the Moral 
orders , Sir! M/C & Visa. Call (213) 669- applied to ~our first order. Mercury Dis- Rt. 1, Box 4 5 Majority! White background with 
8255. Ask for Joe. tributing, 5 Twin Peaks Blvd (AP), San Christiansbur~ , VA 24073 lavender type, delux clasp-back. One 

S&M, B&D, WS, FETISHES 
Francisco , CA 94114. 1-703-38 -4668 dollar £ostpaid from: G.S.P.S., Box 

Classified ad mag with hot drawin~s YOUR ADS GET RESUL TSI THE ALTERNATE 14551, an Francisco, CA 94114. 
and stories. Send $2.50 and over 1 BACK ISSUES EROTIC NOTECARDS 
statement to : SMADS, Suite 1112, Box ANAL PLEASURE Rare back issues of America's most Bondage, Shaving, WS drawings on 
66973, Houston, TX 77006. AND HEALTH controversial and exciting gay maga- lar~e 5V2x8'h art stock cards with blank 

HOT JO PHONE FANTASY 
Dr. Jack Morin's acclaimed research zine. Number 17: First interview with instdes, protective envelopes . A mixed 

Verbal Abuse, Humiliation, etc. Low 
and guide to anal eroticism (hrdcvr, $14 The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence, dozen cards by Drummer artist Charles 
pstpd) . Alos by Dr. Morin: Men Loving complete text of Daniel Curzon's play Mus~rave for $5 (postpaid) . Musgrave, rates , M/C & Visa. Call (213) 669-8255. Themselves- 135 photos plus text Beer and Rhubarb Pie and George Bir- 25 G endale. S.F., CA 94114. Ask for Marshall. about male masturbation ($12 g,stpd) misia's How Come You Don 't Dig 

HOT S&M AUDIO TAPES and Progressive Relaxation for exual Chicks, Von Gloeden portfolio, and SERENDIPITY MAGAZINE! 

By Drummer's Frank O'Rourke. Con- Enhancement (cassette, $11 pstpd) . Boston's Gay Histor,{ Number 15: Just out! Hot new issue! Get your copy! 
tact: Hatfield House, Box 14128, San Check or MC/VISA to: Down There Robin Tyler interview, rimondi gortfo- SASE brings details: Seren~ity, Box 
Francisco, CA 94114. Press, PO Box 2086-D, Burlingame, CA lio, Nuki portfolio, Carson Me ullers 6466-M, San Francisco, CA 101 . 

THE NATIONAL MARCH 94010. (3416-22nd St., SF) biography. Either issue, while they last, USED JOCKS/SHORTS 

ON WASHINGTON EROTIC PORTFOLIO $2. (post ~aid) First class add $1 . Stud- Worn by heavily hung leather /Levi & 
A high-quality lp documentary of the The original Joe Johnson unbound store, 15 arriet St, San Francisco, CA college studs, Send SASE: Box 5191, El 
historic March on Washington for Gay portfolios of erotic male nudes. Eight 94103. Monte, CA 91734. 
Rights, including speeches, conversa- oversized lithos read~ for framing. SAN FRANCISCO GAY GUIDE GAY CONTACTS NATIONWIDE 
tions, and rallys. A moving tapestry of Original price: $45. ew remaining. 1981-82 Advocate Gay Visitor's Guide to "GOLDENROD" magazine has hundreds 
sounds and emotions. Limited availa- First 25 orders can have one of the orig- San Francisco, spectal close out sale, hottest ·gay /bi personals, wild nude 
bility. $9 (includes postage/handling) ina! portfolios for $25 postpaid from : only $3.95 each, postpaid from: The photos, addresses, phones. Plus arti-
from: Studstore, 15 Harriet, San Fran- The Studstore, 15 Harriet, San Fran- Studstore, 17 Harriet, San Francisco, cles, advice. Latest 80 p~e issue-
cisco, CA 94103. cisco, CA 94103. CA 94114 $7.00. Goldenrod, 147 est 42nd, 

ATTRACT SEX PARTNERS USED JOCKS LEATHER BIKES #603-M, NYC 10036. 
My semi-precious stone studded cock Worn for you b~ hot, hunky studs. $10. UNIFORMS VIDEO FREE SAMPLE COPY 
rin~s have qualities beyond their phys- GLM Ent. P.O. ox 5535, Bellevue, WA Send for brochure. Paradise Pictures, Gay contact publication. SASE to 
ica attributes. Said to have abilities 98006. (14702 Hwy 99, Lynnwood) P.O. Box 896, Arleta, Calif 91331. Gazabo, Box 10797, Chicago, IL 60610. 
and characteristics that can only be 

NUDEYOUTHSOFEUROP~ PLACES OF INTEREST FREE ADS ON SCNS 
termed magnetic- a Talisman as it 

Exclusive Photo Sets featuring the 200 pages of maps and ~uide to the Lists hot, lists cheap! Age & SASE: 
were. Attract sexual partners; build 

YOUTHS of North Europe! For catalog- great gay places 1n the U A and Can- O.W.E., Box 803, Santa Ana, CA 92702. 
your own sexual aura. SASE or bro-
chure to: /sample, send $2, plus signed state- ada. Information in five langua~es. The PRIVACY 

P.I.C. ment that you are over 18. THE best 2ay guide book ever pu lished. Confidential Mail Forward in~ & Receiv-
P.O. Box 3391 BRANDENBURG STUDIO, 120 Wall 1982 dition,rstpaid, $7.50 from: The ing. Code Name Fine, SAS , Orlando Studstore, 1 Harriet St., San Fran-

San Diego, CA 92103 Street, Dept. MT, New York, New York 
cisco, CA 94114. Mail Drop, Box 18039-MAN, Orlando, FL 

(3620'h 1st Ave.) 10005. 32860. 

BRAGGER. This posing strap pouch lifts and 
supports in style. Gold Lame, Silver Lame, Black 
Velvet. One size fits all. #2510 $10.95 

JUNGLE JOE. A form-fitting revealing bikini in a 
leopard print that's great for beach, bed or as 
underwear. S/MIL. #2390 $10.95 

WHOPPER. Advertise what you've got with this 
posing strap pouch emblazoned with "Home of the 
Whopper." I size. Red /Black. #2500 $10.95 

Bodyware lor Men When ~ou fiOt It, 
show It! 

.--------------
PleaS< stnd me the follow1ne Bodyware· I 
Item II Style Color S1Ze PnCl! Quant : 

--+--+--+-+-+-- I 
--+--+--+-+-+---· 
---+--+~-+~~-: 
--~-~-+~-+-- 1 
__ _L _ _L~~-L--1 

Add sales tax and $150 p&h . TotalS --~ 
0 Check 0 M 0 0 VISa 0 MasterCard I 

* I 
~ru I 
Address _______________ I 

I 
PLAYERS. Sensuous "wet-look" Cire EIIHAIICER. This Cire and fishnet THE your best asset SMUGGLER. This European designed C•ty ----------------1 
bikini style for a smooth look and brief gives you a shapely lit and plenty of support while freeing sheer brief gives total support I State sruosro"• Z•p ---l 
excellent fit. S/M/L. Black/White. lots of attention. S/M/L. your backside. S/M/l. Black/White. while it reveals all. S/M/L. : • • """"'ar 1 

L-#_2_3_I0_$;_9_.9_5 _______ BI_ac;_k_IW_h __ ite,:_ . ..::#..::2.:..:31..::5....:$..:..6 • ..:..95:.._ __ #::.2:.:3:.:2::..0 ..:$5:.:·:.:95:._ _____ ......::.B::Iac:;:k::,:IN;,:u,:de::.. . .::.#::23:::0:::.0.:.$:::6·:::95:..._ _ __,_- __!~:~::•:o~c~--- J 
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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 real:lers! lffou 
are a LEATHER FRATERNITY membe(, you wil be 
sent a special code to get you on to ad'dit10nalleyels 
of the computer circuit tor the hottest ·m~clpline 
guestionnaire you have tlver b_een subjected to. 
Simply call (415) 552-7671 to connectyourcdmputer 
with the LEATHER FRATERNITY computer. The 
instructions will flash on your screen bu keep both 
hands on the keyboard! ~~ 
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.,, tt1Y AGEN,
SAYS I ~AVE 

GREAT POTENTIAL. 
AND APPEARING 
IN pORN .MOVIES 
COULD PRE.JUDIC£ 
/!N( 140LLYWOOD 

FIL.t-1 CONTl?t>CT 

THEN He 
STUFFED HIS FAT I 

OlD" I'CTE.N"nAL INTO 
1-115 PANT'S AND OFF 

l-IE. WENT,, NO ONE 
HAS SE.EN !-liM GINCE ~ 
HOPE. HE. 1'¥-KES 17, • 
HAlE. TO 11-IINI< OF 

ALL THAT 
FOTENilAL 

GOING TO 
WASTE!' 



MIAMI'S I.EATHER BAR 
1910 Bad Road, sw 

Miami, FL 
( 305 ) 261-2367 
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RED 
HANKY 
EX PRES 

5729 CAHUENGA 
N. HOLLYWOOD 

CALIFORNIA 

>- • PLEASURE CHEST • 
0::: 
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....J 
....J 
~ 
c.:) 
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0::: 
~ 

• 

125 N.W. 1s t AVE. 

MIAMI , FLORIDA 
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~ (305) 374-0337 (j) 
> (") 
~ 0 
~ • LEVI-LEATHER BAR • 
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0 THAT SHAKESPEAREAN RAG! 
Paul Mazursky has a knack for finding 

the interesting contrast between people 
who only seem to share everything in 
common. While he has exercised a 
growing fondness for a slightly cynical 
view of relationships rif with contradic
tion (Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice, Next 
Stop, Greenwich Village, Harry and 
Tonto) he has also delved into emo
tional evolution on a slightly-grand 
scale with recent films Willie & Phil and 
An Unmarried Woman . But all that has 
come before only h ints at what 
Mazursky is capable of achieving in his 
very loose version of William Shakes
peare's The Tempest. In Mazursky's 
Tempest, all the stops have been pulled 
out as sweet madness is married to prac
tical consideration i a wedding 
attended by the fates, the furies, and the 
elements. 

Tempest is the story, cinematically 
approached from a number of direc
tions, of Phillip, a successful architect 
who realizes he no lon er likes his life. 
That includes his profession, which 
mainly consists of designing flashy gam
bling casinos; his boss, a modern-dress 
mobster with the finess of a Sherman 
tank; his wife, a great beauty of the 
Broadway stage who is so bored with her 
life that she is willing to go for a come
back at the very moment hubbie is due 
for a breakdown; his cat ; and his apart
ment, which he designed. Phillip is disil
lusioned, disenchanted, and finally
when he finds out that his wife is having 
an affair with his boss- disengaged. He 
takes his daughter, Mira da, and flees to 
Greece to find his 'soul' . 

Alonzo, his gangster boss, only wants 
him to be reasonable. Having fallen 
madly in love with Philli p's wife, Anto
nia, he can't understand why the 
building-maker doesn't j ust calm down 
and come back to work. Besides, Anto
nia wants her daughter back. When 
Alonzo and Antonia catch up with Phil
lip in Athens, it's the confrontation 
between the forces of i nocence and 
the forces of worldliness. Phillip flees 
again, this time with a new piece of bag
gage: Aretha, a not-very-talented 
cabaret singer who has, herself, already 
been through a number of ill-fated 
relationships. A near-deserted island 
(occupied by a lone goat-tender, Kali
banos) becomes home for the exiles, a 
home that is also para ise, sanctuary 
and finally hell. 

Fate doesn't give Phillip a chance; 
while yachting through the Greek isles a 
year later, Alonzo and company
which now includes Freddy, his son by a 
previous marriage- come near the 
island. When Phillip sees them he sum
mons up a great and terrible storm 
(that's right, folks, Phillip has power 
over the elements). He also saves the 
shipwrecked lot and in the final scene 
everyone gets what he or she wants
more or less. 

stream audiences can appreciate and 
understand. 

Tempest is a real actors' film in the 
sense that John Cassavetes and Gena 
Rowlands (Phillip and Antonia) play 
their parts with an inherent sense of 
theatre. They lead the cast in under
standing a merger between theatre and 
film, and somewhere in the middle lies 
Shakespeare's comedy. 

Don McAlpine's camera work is 
breathtaking and relentless. Mazursky 

Raul julia plays the lone resident of a Greek island who tends his goats and watches his Sony 
Trinatron in Paul Mazursky's modern comedy, Tempest. 

That's a linear description of a film 
that is anything but linear. One of the 
delights of Tempest is how cleverly 
Mazursky has constructed this complex 
and intriguing comic romance, starting 
somewhere near the end and then 
weaving his way back and forth, filling 
out the characters and plot in cohesive 
segments, without ever tipping the 
hand of the final payoff. Another delight 
is the audacity of evoking a semi
surrealistic mise en scene to an all
together realistic set of characters and 
circumstance. Another contrast in a film 
that is the epitome of social and cine
matic contrasts. Without ever going off 
the deep end, Mazursky makes his char
acters into symbols and demi-gods, 
never losing sight of the film's aim to 
create a romantic comedy that main-

has managed to meld all his cards- the 
script, the cast, the scenery- into a pro
vocative and daring enterprise which is, 
all at once, exhilarating, intelligent, and 
extremely witty. This is going to be one 
of the most original films you'll see this 
year. 

SEX, DEATH, ROCK & ROLL 
You 've probably heard some of Pink 

Floyd's 13-million seller album The Wall 
even if you don' t realize it. One cut in 
particular, " Another Brick in the Wall, 
Part II ," has been playing fairly steadily 
in discos and on the radio since it was 
released in 1980. With its fearless and 
haunting lyrics, " We don' t need no edu
cation ... we don' t need no mind con
trol," it fairly well sums up the current 
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Bob Geldorf is Pink, the quintessential burnt-out rocker in Alan Parker's dark vision, The 
Wall, based on the Pink Flo yd album. 

rift between the establishment and the 
counter-culture. While generation gaps 
are a historical constant, in these times 
they have assumed the ir most deadly 
guise. The nihilistic metaphors of punk 
and new wave seem to signal the apoca
lypse long touted in doo msday science 
fiction. 

In The Wall, Alan Parker's film of the 
Pink Floyd album and concert perfor
mance piece the group used on tour, 
that metaphor is at its most morose, at its 
very heart of darkness. It is surely the 
most depressing film ever made. 

The Wall covers ground that has been 
trod upon by the likes of Anthony Bur
gess (A Clockwork Ora nge) , The Who 
(Tommy), and even Ranier Werner Fass
~inder (In a Year Wtih 13 Moons) with 
v~rying degrees of intensity. Like the 
future of Burgess, the world of rocker 
Pink, the central character in this nearly
dialogueless film, i ~ a world hell-bent on 
self-destruction. Its symbols are manif-
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est in looting, violence, escapism, sex, 
drugs, blind faith . Like Tommy, Pink is 
ultimately a messianic figure created 
from the heart of his environment. The 
Wall deals with alienation from society, 
as did 13 Moons, but with a vengence. 
Pink 's alienation- which is the sole 
underlying factor to his character- is 
absolute, a prime example of stagnation 
equals death. But in The Wall everything 
equals death : a mother's love, educa
tion, individuality, sex, affection, adora
tion, even rock and roll. Pink is a pebble 
dropped down a well so dark and deep 
that all he can do is sink straight to the 
bottom, never to emerge. What The 
Wall does is show us the descent in vivid, 
unnerving, uncompromised, excessive 
detail. And if Parker knows how the 
pebble even got into the well in the first 
place, he has traded that revelation for 
ninety-nine minutes of anguish . 

Pink, played to a mesmerizing exact
ness by Bob Geldorf (lead singer for the 

Boomtown Rats), is a rock star at the end 
of his rope; as another Englishman said, 
a burnt-out case. When the film begins 
he is only one step away from oblivion . 
As the film unfolds and as he sinks to 
unimaginable depths of depression and 
self-contempt, the memories, dreams 
and fears from which his life is created 
become darker and more dangerous
merging and overlapping to the point of 
obfuscation. At rock bottom he is trans
formed into a neo-Hitlerian com
mander with absolute power over his 
equally destructive and moronic follow
ers. It is a concert in hell. 

The Wall is Alan Parker's best film, a 
work of brilliance that lingers haunt
ingly long past the time you spend 
watching it. Its horror and nihilistic 
overtones notwithstanding, it strives for 
and reaches a unique plateau of cine
matic experience, a film in a class all its 
own. 

GANDHI 
We still have something of a wait, but 

Richard Attenborough 's f ilm biography 
of Mahatma Gandhi has all the earmarks 
of be ing well worth the 20 years it has 
taken the English actor to realize this 
project . Attenborough directs 
unknown Ben Kingsley in the title role 
of Gandhi, with Candice Bergen playing 
legendary photographer Margaret 
Bourke-White, Martin Sheen as a jour
nalist who follows Gandhi 's political 
rise, Edward Fox, John Gielgud, Trevor 
Howard and John Mills supplying the 
royal and official British presence in 
India during Gandhi 's life. The film will 
premiere around Christmas in a few 
American cities, but not have its general 
release until two months later. 

Filmed entirely on location, the film 
has already generated world interest, 
not only for Attenborough 's sensitive 
and honest treatment of the Indian 
leader, but for the impact it is expected 
Gandhi will have on a whole new gener
ation of politically aware filmgoers. 

Ravi Shankar, best remembered for 
his extraordinary contributions to the 
1970s counter-culture music scene, 
composed the original score for the 
film . 

NO GIORGIO 
Luciano Pavarotti 's film debut in Yes, 
Giorgio is nothing to write home about. 
The plot is meaningless, Pavarotti 's act
ing childish , and the moments of singing 
nothing a good recording couldn 't pro
vide. It's not That Midnight Kiss, but it 
may be the kiss of death for opera films. 
There are some offensive ' fag ' stereo
types swishing around the San Francisco 
segments, but it's just one of many, 
many cheap shots. 

John W. Rowberry 



HOMOSEXUAL SPIES 
It could be argued that the last great 

outlaw image in cont mporary culture 
has been the image of t he spy : clandes
tine, identity-less, a dark and powerful 
chess piece in games of international 
intrigue the depth of which escapes 
mere mortals. Ofter'crimes', both major 
and minor, including the occasional 
murder of another secret agent or a for
eign official, are assoc iated with spies. 
His environment is in ternational ; the 
pseudo-political jet setter with a 
Walther PK .44 strapped to his chest . The 
spy moved through the landscape of 
WWII and the Cold War and the last 
decades a silent and vir ile manifestation 
of the civilized beast. 

But it could be that m this post-Viet 
Nam, post-Watergate, post-Allen Dulles 
age, the secret agent has lost some of his 
standing; a more threatening- and, 
therefore, more intriguing- symbol 
emerging from the cloak and dagger 
genre: the double-agent. 

While the number of double agents to 
have been found out since WWII are but 
a handful , their notor iety is legend. 
Douglas Sutherland, for all his other 
faults, charts the lives of England 's great 
cause celebre, the Anthony Blunt affair, 
in his revised book, The Great Betrayal 
(Penguin; 1982; paperback; 174 pgs; 
4.95) . 

In 1979 Prime Min ister Margaret 
Thatcher publicly spoke Sir Anthony 
Blunt's name in connection with the 
already-infamous 'fourth man' scandal 
that had rocked the Brit ish intelligence 
community for the past decade. This 
revelation would not only cap the grea
test spy story in history, but nearly rip 
apart the delicate fabric of the interna-

tiona! espionage network. 
Sir Anthony Blunt , knighted by the 

Queen in 1956, held three elite positions 
with the Royal Family, as Surveyor of the 
Queen's art collection, as well as of the 
King's, and as Director of the Courtauld 
Institute. He had been awarded the 
French medal of honor, and had served 
as a special envoy to Germany for the 
King of England. His entire career had 
been one of prestige and privilege. The 
revelation, while it had not come as a 
surprise to some people in the intelli
gence community, was one that could 
not easily be dismissed nor readily 
explained away. Sir Anthony Blunt had 
betrayed his country to the Soviet 
Union. 

Blunt was the fourth and final person 
named in a complex and sometimes 
unbelievable case that involved other 
well-heeled, ruling class figures. Kim 
Philby, like Blunt, was from England's 
upper class. He attended a respected 
school , became a journalist, worked as 
an agent for Ml6, headed a special sec
tion that operated against the Soviet 
U nio·n in Europe, was a liaison for the 
CIA, and headed the Ml6 bureau in Tur
key. Guy Burgess also attended one of 
the best schools, Eaton, and worked for 
the BBC, the War Office, the British 
Embassy, represented the United King
dom to the CIA, and worked in the 
News Department of the Foreign Office. 
Donald Maclean worked for the Foreign 
Office in London, the British Embassy in 
Washington and Paris, served as Secre
tary of the Atomic Energy Committee, 
was Head of Chancery in Cairo, and was 
head of the American Department of 
the Foreign Office. 

All four men were tied to the very top 
of the Embassy / Foreign Office super
structure of British intelligence. All four 
were agents for the Soviet Union during 
and after WWII. Three of the four 
defeded to the Soviet Union before 
they were formally charged with 
espionage; only Sir Anthony Blunt, who 
may have had the smallest of the four 
roles, stayed behind to face the music. 

Two, possibly three, of them were 
homosexual. Guy Burgess, after he 
defected to the Soviet Union in 1955, 
lived openly with his Russian lover, 
Toyla, in Moscow, until his natural death 
in 1963. 

Sutherland does not really know why 
this quartet of England 's finest stock 
embraced Communism and worked 
against the best interest of the English 
empire. And he does not have fond, 
much less objective, feelings about 
homosexuals. His lack of tolerance for 
and understanding of homosexuality 
drips off the page, accounting, perhaps, 
for a few of his strange skips in logic and 
reason. However, he has manged to 
gather together all the concrete facts 
about the four men and their odyssey in 
betrayal, and spliced between the 
polemic is the most fascinating espion
age story you are ever likely to read . 

But fiction can be as interesting as 
truth , witness Family Trade by )ames 
Carroll (Little, Brown Co.; 1982)- here 
the idea of a homosexual double agent 
is played to its best advantage; not only 
is the double agent a heroic character, 
but a great deal of the ideological ratio
nale behind political defection is drawn 
out in a sane, non-sensational manner. 
Family Trade, probably the finest novel 
of political intrigue since the great age 
of Jan Fleming, develops through its rich 
characterizations a romantic and heroic 
foundation for defection. The book's 
protagonist, to Donald S1.1therland 's way 
of thinking, is no less odious than Blunt, 
Burgess, Maclean or Philby- yet by the 
end of Family Trade the reader is less on 
the side of one or another political phi
losophy than he is on the side of the 
individual characters who make up this 
spider web of intrigue. It reduces the 
grand design of espionage to a more 
universal set of personaal moral 
dictates. 

Sutherland, representing the 
approach of the historian to espionage, 
succeeds in making his case. Carroll, 
acting as the myth-making novelist , suc
ceeds equally . 

Charles Musgrave 

DRUMMER 79 



THE 
CRYPT 

• 
Comef?uf. 

UlSl1l 



FRESHMAN TOILET TRAINING 
Students at West Delaware High 
School who go to the toilet during 
class are being required by some 
teachers to wear toilet seats around 
their necks or carry rolls of toilet 
paper. The teachers think that too 
many students are raising their hands 
to go to the john during class, and they 
are banking on being able to embar
rass the students enough by making 
them wear toilet seats around their 
necks that they'll do their pissing and 
shitting between classes. None of the 
parents of the students in the Man
chester, Iowa school district have com
plained. None of the students have 
complained, either. 

THE SHIT LIST 
The name really says it all, a quarterly 
little magazine for men into scat. No 
beating around the bush here, The Shit 
List contains ads from tops, bottoms, 
and mutual scat fans (along with a dose 
of water sports, FF, etc) and a few first 
person acocunts of how readers got 
into the scene (or what they got out of 
the scene). Information on The Shit 
List is discreetly sent from: Number 
Two, 2408 Second Ave, San Diego, CA 
92101. 

On a German television talk show 
recently host Joachim Fuchsberger 
asked Arnold Schwartzenegger, who 
was in the country promoting the 
European release of Conan, if the 
bodybuilder would take off his shirt 

and flex his famous muscles for the TV 
viewers. Arnold smiled and replied, "I 
have been asked so many times during 
the last 14 years to take off my shirt. I 
wish someone would ask me to take 
off my pants." Joachim didn't respond 
to Arnold's challenge, but it has been 
reported that a sudden hush could be 

.----------------~ heard all over Germany. Arnold later 

CLASSIFIED AD DEPT. 
From the pages of Der Tagesspiegel 
comes this little gem, which read as 
follows: Conservative family is looking 
for a nice and goodlooking girl, either 
employed or a student, who could 
take care of our son, age 19, 183 em tall, 
well educated; and get him out of 
homosexual influence groups. Finan
cial help will be offered. Replies to: 
XD562/ Der Tagesspiegel, Postfach, 
1000 Berlin 30, West Germany. Oh 
come on, what this boy really needs is a 
new home! 

NUCLEAR POSTAGE 
The U.S Postal Service has just told a 
congressional committee that it has 
just drafted a 400-page plan for deliv
ering mail after an atomic war in Amer
ica. The plan includes distribution of 
special change-of-address cards and a 
system for catching up with citizens 
who, in the excitement, may have for
gotten to pay their income taxes. 

QUOTE-OF-THE-MONTH DEPT. 
" The difference between the Republi
can Party and the Democratic Party is 
like the difference between having 
syphillis and gonorrhea." 

-Robin Tyler 

stripped off his shirt and pumped a few 
biceps. Moral: You only get what 
you're man enough to ask for. 

HELP THE MORAL MAJORITY 
From Impact in New Orleans comes 
this advice on how to help the Moral 
Majority spend all the money they 
have collected in their campaign to 
subvert the civil liberties of U.S. citi
zens : Call them on their toll-free line 
(800-446-5000) and have a nice, leis
urely conversation . Not only must the 
MM pay for the use of the toll-free 
number, but they are also paying the 
salaries of those upstanding Christian 
women who answer the phone. While 
you ' re at it, order a copy of their free 
book, The Keys to Daily Living. And 
order some copies for your friends; 
just tell them that you have some 
friends that would benefit by receiving 
the book . When it arrives, take out the 
postage-paid envelope in the book 
and write them a note telling them 
what you think about the book. The 
MM will have to pay the post office 
First Class postage rates for each of the 
envelopes it receives. Want other tips 
on how to help the MM spend their 
money? Check out the Freedom From 
Religion Newsletter, available from: 
Box 750, Madison, WI 53701 . 



(31 2) 248-2700 
PRIVATE ROOM $17 
SEMI PRIVATE $15 DAILY 

COMMUNITY ROOM $13 

Your Host Wayne Martin 

ABBOTT 
HOTE L 

721 W. BELMONT AVE ., 

Everybody loves us! 

Hotel El Dorado 

A renovated Victorian centrally located 
to the Folsom, Castro and Polk areas. 
Morning coffee in the skylit lounges, 

free continental breakfast, impeccably 
maintained rooms. Jo in 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 from $23.50 150 Ninth Street (415) 552·3100 
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INN ON CASTRO 
321 castro st. · san francisco 

94114 . (415) 861 ·0321 

bed and breakfast guest house 
reservations requested 

Rates Include: * *'wO lO' lh'ee) rq-tts a1 HOtel CciSCilor'fld . San r r.n: ISCo·~ 
L¥ICin"taftt to .. EXQJJ SNEl Y fOR GAY -.£N * * f'-' 1A8 of al -.£N'S CU.S tac• hltS lHOtsoit ""'-tJOOI 
~SI.I'dldl ) 24hou"s * * r'ee an. 'Welcome k) San ff 31"'CISCO' P ...-tv al ter ~om 
FncliiryS. N..NIO SOJAAE SAlc::oi occ:Uar ~ 
~Ga'f' bal' * *~~Be.aAI<aS i eactl n"''I'W'IQ * * S~.,....,.t(J'$ 11/XJ000 f'IP'\l'8S.,DI'-.Jr'OIIdr'i l962 

TR~TAT'OII NOT H)...LC£0 

.-"" .. (800) 227-3040 USA 
~~~~h~~~.PRoPERms. (800) 652-1880 CaM 
San Francisco. Calllornia(415) 552-7100 

RESORT 
l'OlJil SAN FRANCISCO 

HEADQUARTERS! 

At the GOUGH HAYES HOTEL 
visiting San Francisco 

18 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 thi8 side of paradise . .. 
CASTRO, POLK&. FOLSOM! 

• SAUNA • SliNDECK • RESTAliiiANT • 
• LOliNGES • WORKOliT ROOII • 

• EXTIL\-LONG FIIUI BEDS • 
- • PHONES AND T.V. • 

417 GOUGH SAN FRANCISCO 94102 

(415) 431-9131 

O·A·S·I·S 
GUEST 
HOUSE 



EAT THE MOON 
Hank, an ex-football jock , is 6', 200 lbs., 
dark brown hair and bl ue eyes. His 
specialty is face sitting and he has a rim 
chair just waiting for all you moon eat
ers , top or bottom. He also has a hot 
Italian tongue and a shaved tool. TC 
1044. 

HOT COP 
New York City cop has a large need. 
Can't hide it. Proud, imaginative, 
erotic play; long and hard. Wants to 
hear you plead directly before action 
taken. Photo enlarges my response. 
Satisfy your need at the same time. 
Travels extensively. Catch you on the 
beat tonight! Box 55, New York, NY 
10021 . 

SO YOU WANT TO BE A 
TOUGH CUSTOMER! 

Well , if you think you're tough and 
if you are willing to show off your 
stuff, our readers want to see it. 
Send a clear black and white 
photo, a short description of what 
turns you on ; include your address 
only if you want it printed. But 
include your name/ address and a 
statement that you are of legal age 
or we won't even consider your 
photo. Got that? Good! Get it up 
and send it in! 

EAT BOOTS 
What you see is what you get, and if 
you ' re sensual , masculine, and can go 
down on a pair of heavy leather boots, 
as well as share leather pleasures, then 
get in touch with TC 1046. 

EAT THE MOON II 
Denny, an Italian dog boy in Houston, 
is willing to service the needs of clean 
shaven all-American types. He's ready 
for a hot stream of piss, a super ass to 
eat , and loads to swallow. You can look 
him up under Texas in Drumbeats or 
send instructions to TC 1045. 

LITTLE BOY IN WAITING 
Okay Daddy, now you 've seen it all! 
This boy is yours for the taking if you're 
the daddy for me. See Drumbeat ad 
#3263 for details. 
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from large racks 
to small leather toys, 
books, novelties, etc. 

For a complete illustrated catalog 
send $2.- to 

R.F.M. PRODUCTS 
P.O.BOX 1021 

GLENDORA, CALIFORNIA, 91740 

20" Engineer Boots 
with Vibram Soles: $170.00 

Other Styles Available 
Catalogue 50¢ 

HOT BOOTS , 

~-) 
~ - ·~ 

SAFCO BOOTS 
Thl' best supplter (maybe even the 
btggust 1 of regulatton safety boots 
Wrtt e to Jim of Safco Boots 

Box 23764 

Yunr fantasy .JIU lmddy now 

2i:i~()\''rli\I~I{ ** * (; H n n 2 5 5 
,\,.lfo:IIU:.4\S HXI•It~SS • VI"A • .... \~ Ttill c:1\llll 

r ...... [llleltu with yom· fh·st r·all 

" ... The 
BEST ... !" 

worn by Luke Daniel 
s ince 1978 , 

Inte rna ti onal 
Mr. Lea th er, 

1982 

with the Z IPPER 
on the OUT side ' 

ava ilab le wi th brass, 
a lum inum, or the new 

BLACK 
ZIPPERS 

Send $ J. OO (U. S. 
a nd me nt io n thi s ad 

for more de ta ils 

D ESl G N E 0 
and developed by 

,h.r CU)I C'•ll.rd 

-·:·.: :- * 

TOP HARNESS #440, $90.00 
JOCK #307, $60.00 

o r YOU DRAW IT - WE MAKE IT! 
Artw ork suppl ied. Do your own 

t h ingl A d d 50.t for printing & postage. 
Ask for Page 24 

Cata logue 11< 3 now av ailable. Illustrated 
3 2 page cat alogue $5 .00 + 90.t postage 
an d handl ing. ASK FOR IT! Money is 
ref und ed on your first order over 
$30.00. Pr ice includes mailouts of new 
prod ucts. 

Visa, Chargex, 
Mastercharge accepted . 

Adults only - must be legal age 

1;~~~~ ~~~~~·~ 

HIGHT & CO. 
printers of San Francisco's 

famous EAGLE and ARENA T-shirts, 

introduces our own designed shirts. 

#1 Daddy 

#2 Daddy's Boy 

#3 Hard Core Cuddler 

#4 Choke 'em tf they can 't 

take a luck 

100% Black cotton , full cut T-shirts 

w/ white left pee logo S-M-L 

$8 + 1.50 ea. postage & handling . 

To be placed on our mailing list 

for pre-publ ished T-shirts or 

to order, Mail to : 

HIGHT & CO. 
P.O. Box 904 

San Franc isco, CA 94101 



Dial ''M'' 
for ''Murder'' 
with these exceptional , 
fully adjustable 

Pain Machines! 

"TURN-0 " 
TIT CLAMPS! 

s 19 75 .. ~~~~1,Y 
(includes Better!" 

postage) fj' ~ 
Order from 
R. Phillips 
132 W. 24th St. 
New York, NY 10011 £:,·. 

Send $2 .00 for illustrated Tit To rture Catalog . 

$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 lax 

NOTICE OF NEW PRICE! 
$1 .00 EACH 

Th e hottest item in the U.S. today ! 

COMFORTABLE RUBBER 
COCK RINGS 

#2150 MEDIUM 1'h inch 
#2151 LARGE 1:Y. inch 

#2 152 EXTRA LAR GE 2 inch 

ORDER NOW! 
YOUR COST 

9.75 PER DOZEN 

Kings Men Ltd. 
P.O. Box 304 

Cambridge, Mass. 02139 

House of Bondage 
Catalog $5.00 

,--- -----~ 

' always 1 
tan (~ J 
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lawman: Veal In lus
trous black cowhide. 
Black sateen lined. 
Welted side pockets. 
Even sizes only; 34 thru 
44.- $95. 
Black cowhide snap
away codpiece pants. 
Straight cut seamless 
knee leg will accommo
date all boot styles. 
Inseam lengths over 32 
inches. add $10 per 
inch. All waist sizes 26 
thru 36.- $280. 

Chippewa · "Choppa": 
Sal•ty biker IIHI toed 
boots. 
Top gram black western 
otl tan leather 17 mches 
htgh, avatlable tn 0 
Wtdth only, 811 SIZ8S 7 '1, 
thru 12 - $124 50 
Insured. parcel post 
shtpptng & handltng , SS 
per •tern 
All mater credtt cards 
G•ve account name, 
number & exp.ratton 
date NY res•dents add 
apphcaote local sates 
tax Sorry- No C 0.0 ·s 

Dep't.A 
Ill CHRISTOPHER ST. 
NEW YORK, NY 10014 

212 243·5339 
Open 

UNCU 
SIGN OF A NATURAL MAN 

AUREUS@ 

Say so proudly and who knows, 
you just might help save It 
fo r so mebody e lse . 

~----~-------
Pendant Pendant or Pin 
0 .8" dla. 0.65" dla . 

14K Gold S 118.50 S96. 95 
Sterllno S 42.50 $34.95 

Pendants include complimentary 18 .. chain . 

Uae your MaeterCacd or Visa 
Send for portfolio A53 

We pay po5tage- Satisfaction Guaranteed 

Aureus Phone 503·644·7889 

13999 SW Bonnie Brae Court 
Be averton, Oregon 97005 
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I've been asked why we don't give 
descriptive details on each con; well, it 
can't be done with the space available. 
You wouldn't believe the flood of mail 
that comes in. From the letters I read, I 
am not sure that they even know what 
Drummer is and the type of readership 
we have. Gay seems to be the governing 
reason. I have, however, not included 
letters from guys who have indicated 
that they were not gay. Why waste your 
postage! If you are looking for straights, 
you can better find them in other publi
cations. Well, this is it for this time! 

Again, I want to state that DRUMMER 
accepts no responsibilty for the charac
ter of any of the men on this list, but I do 
feel that if you are interested, they are 
worth exploring. 

Cliff Putnam, 245211, P.O . Box 520, 
Walla Walla, WA 99362 
Douglas Conley, 166-969, P.O . Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
John Goler, 154-595, P.O. Box 69, Lon
don , OH 43140 
Bill Tootle, 165-842, P.O. Box 69, Lon
don , OH 43140 
Robert Buckner, 165-024, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
A. Wynn, Jr. , 155-222, P.O . Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
Johnny Penry, 654, Ellis Unit, Huntsville, 
TX 77340 
Herbert Fugate, 133-640, P.O . Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
David Sidener, 17175, P.O. Box 41 , Mich
igan City, IN 46360 
Nathaniel Warfield, A-72063, P.O. Box 
87, Menard, IL 62259. 
Doug Melson, No Prison Number 
Given, P.O . Box 45699, Lucasville, OH 
45699 
Les L. Brockway, 29141-C17-SW, P.O. 
Box 520, Walla Walla, WA 99362. 
Emmette Mitchell , Box C-22649, Folsom 
Prison, Represa, CA 95671. 
Billy Wilcher, 165-734, P.O. Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
Christopher Lewis, 155-440, P.O . Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699 
Douglas Daniels, 158-915, P.O . Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699 
Tom Childress, 151-310, P.O. Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
Steve Gard , 155-839, P.O. Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
Joel Cocrel, 159-276, P.O . Box 45699, 

Lucasville, OH 45699 
Thomas C. Walker, 123651, P.O. Box 
1427, Chesapeake, VA 23320 
Edward Engle, 380989, P.O. Box 221, Rai· 
ford , FL 32083 
John L. Pawlaczyk, 159-430, P.O. Box 57, 
Marion, OH 43302 
R.L. Patch, 17081 , P.O . Box 14, Boise, ID 
83707 
Billy Morrison, 149-512, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
James Connelly, 161-353, P.O . Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
Daniel Sales, 163-071, P.O. Box 69, Lon· 
don, OH 43140 
Bobby C. Crabtree, Box 747-009200, 
Starke, FL 32091 
Claude A. Perez, 041124- E27, P.O. Box 
221, Raiford, FL 32083 
Mark Bremmer, 163-189, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
Roger Dale Stafford, 103767, P.O. Box 
97, McAlester, OK 74501. 
John Bender, 161-840, P.O. Box 69, Lon
don , OH 43140 
Edward Lee Hill , 111754, P.O. Box 37, 
Halman Station, AL 38502 
R. Carter, B-047559, P.O . Box 747, Starke, 
FL 32091 
Rick LaCroix, 16351, P.O. Box 14, Boise, 
ID 83707 
Tony L. Logsdon , 13.6-620, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699 
John Daugherty, 166-626, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
W.O. Lawrence, C014041 , P.O. Box 747, 
Starke, FL 32091 
Bob Wortham, 147740, P.O . Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
L.C. Williams, C019323, P.O . Box 747, 
Starke, FL 32091 
James F. Moodie, 140-487, P.O. Box 69, 
London, OH 43140 
Kenneth Sandlin (No Prison Number) , 
P.O. Box 45699, Lucasville, OH 45699 
James Heidenreich, 17096-A, Box 14, 
Boise, I D 83707 
B. Botwinck, 052404, P.O . Box 747, 
Starke, FL 32091 
Theodore Jackson, 161-686, P.O. Box 
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699 
Randy Agee, 156-052, P.O . Box 45699, 
Lucasville, OH 45699 
Gary J. Bell, 071394, P.O. Box 747, Starke, 
FL 32091 
Antonio Rodriguez, 037627, P.O. Box 
747, Starke, FL 32091 
Charles Ford, 071674, P.O. Box 747, 
Starke, FL 32091 



LEATHER 
BULLETIN BOARD 

The new look is here! The Stables on 
Folsom Street in San Francisco will be 
featuring the photography of one of this 
city's true artistic geniuses- Jim Wigler. 
You can see it from October 6 through 
November 9. To get a taste of jim's work 
take a look at the last issue of 
DRUMMER. Jim takes all leather lovers 
beyond the banally-accepted level of 
the hot leather man to a plateau of 
crotch-stirring fantasy. Gu nner Robin
son (DRUMMER 57 cover) is featured in 
the pictures as the ultimate top. Jim and 
Gunner have formed RAW Graphics to 
market the pictures. Expect to hear the 
fluffs again cry out about t e violence. 
The owners of The Sables have shown 
they have the ball s not to be put off by 
the screeching, weak nellies. 

More San Francisco. Chuck Slaton 
and his partners are plan ning to have 
their new watering hole, Chaps, open 
by Halloween. I stopped by there today 
and it was one big empty hole. It prom
ises to give the more establ ished places 
South of Market a lot of co mpetition. 
Time will tell and good luck, guys. 

Leather in Australia! You don ' t 
believe it? Well , you 'd fucking better. 
Take a look at the photo on this page 
from a disco in Sydney, The Midnight 
Shift, submitted by David Bestchi. I love 
it! 

Pacific Northwest Conference of 
Clubs formed. Got a letter f rom Geoff 
Mains of PNWCC and he tel ls me that a 
number of leather/ levi clubs have got
ten together to form the conference
Black Rose Leather/ Levi Clu b (Portland, 

OR), Knights of Malta, Cascade Chapter 
(Portland, OR) , Knights of Malta, Jet 
Chapter (Seattle, WA) , Knights of Malta, 
Empire Chapter (Spokane, WA), and the 
Zodiac Fraternal Society (Vancouver, 
BC) . If anyone is interested, just write 
them at P.O . Box 5178, Vancouver, Brit
ish Columbia V6B 4B2, Canada. Should 
be a hot winter in the Pacific Northwest! 

Mr. Houston Leather 1982. Steven 
Meert won the contest against some 
pretty stiff competition . He deserved it. 
If you don't believe me, take a look at 
the man in this issue. The Loading Dock 
plans to enter him in the 1983 Mr. Inter
national Leather contest in Chicago. 
Denise and Mary, owners of The Load
ing Dock, are a pair of gutsy ladies, and it 
looks like they have come up with a big 
winner! 

More San Francisco. Care and respon
sibilty are the hallmarks of any leather, 
S/ M scene. Just recently, a well
respected top was picked up by two 
leather men in the south of Market. 
Before the top knew what was happen
ing, they shot a load of crank into him. 
He was kept captive for two days of 
intense drugging and S/ M . They 
dumped him back on Folsom with deep 
slashes on his legs, and his arms and legs 
looked like a pin cushion. For my part 
this is pretty fucking irresponsible. Sure, 
I can be pretty damn fatalistic and say 
you take your chances, but my point is, 
do you have to? You can ' t expect to 
know everyone you have a scene with, 
but you damn sure can expect that he is 
not going to damage you! 

New Orleans Update. A new club, 
dedicated to the principles of sado
masochism and leather, has been organ
ized; deSade and Men is the name. It is 
not a motorcycle club or leather/ levi 
organization in the generally accepted 
sense, although they intend to support 
those clubs in the spirit of brotherhood. 
The club has 24 founding members and 
it meets the third Sunday of every 
month at 3pm at the Filling Station, for
merly known as The Closet. If you are 
interested in becoming a full member or 
an out-of-town associate member, write 
deSade & Men, P.O. Box 71426, New 
Orleans, LA 70172. 

Munich, Oktoberfest 1983. Let's hear 
some grunts and groans out there! Our 
dates are tentatively set for the biggest 
invasion of leathermen into Europe next 
year. Sept. 24 through Oct. 3, 1983. Fifty, 
yes 50, hot leather men will be going 
with Mr. Drummer 1983 to Munich, 
West Germany, for nine big days of 
tours and action. So, get your shit 
together, save the bucks and the vaca
tion time. The Germans may have to 
close their borders when the word gets 
out and all the leathermen in other 
European countries know we are on our 
way. 

Frank Hatfield 

.. tt/ 
·.· ·~~ · 8720 Santa Monica Blvd. 
· ", ;:f Los Angeles, California 90069 

· " ',;' Phone (213) 652-2385 
Send $2.00 for our illustrated brochure. 
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Again I want to thank you for pub
lishing my "History of Foreskin." You 
did a superb job of it.! 

Also, as a result of the announce
ment in issue #55 about the USA 
Newsletter, I have been SWAMPED 
with correspondence from your read
ers. Unfortunately, the announcement 
was a little premature as !have not yet 
been able to resume publishing the 
newsletter. I am answering every 
inquiry coming from your readers 
with a personal letter explaining the 
USA situation- and I am getting a 
great feedback. I have photocopied a 
few of the responses and enclosed 
them for your possible interest. 
Through such correspondence I 
gather my material. I certainly appre
ciate your listing my PO Box number 
as I am sure you seldom do that for 
your writers. 

As aresultofthe Drummerarticle,it 
looks as if I am f1n.a.lly going to get the 
USA Newsletter rolling again. At least, 
there has been some interest on the 
part of some small publishers in 
Southern California. As a result, Joe 
Tiffenbach is driving up to visit me for 
a few days discussing possibilities. 
Besides the newsletter, Joe and I have 
long discussed a collaboration on a 
book about foreskin action using the 
'personal stories I have collected. 

I have also enclosed a few letters 
coming from your readers and my 
response to them. I know this type of 
material is not quite in line with your 
general editorial policy but, judging 
from my correspondence, your read
ers might enjoy it. 

As one guy wrote, "It really took 
balls for Drummer to publish an arti
cle on foreskins ." Thanks again. 

Bud Berkeley 
PO Box 26011 

San Francisco 94126 

I am a 19 year old gay guy liviDg 
in a small Mid-western town and 
rm the only one here who llt11l has a 
foresldn. All my male friend.s talk 
about uncircumciaed penia and how 
"grou" it 18. I felt 110 terrible I 
would think twice about haviDg 
sex. l'or the last two years rve 
thought aboutbeblg circumciaed, 110 
much to the point of frustration. 
When I first flipped throqh 
Drummer ~azine and saw your 
article I said, I have to read thi81" 
When I finiahed readblg it I had 
second thoqhts about circumci-



sion. Pleue tell me how the gay 
community in San FraDciaco feels 
about foreskins. Please reply 
quickly. 

Dear 19, 
Hey, whoa! Hold it kid! Unless you 
have a medical problem with your 
tee~e foreskin stay away from the 
circumciser and point it this way (to 
San FranciSco, New York, Chicago, or 
etc.). Out here there are a lot of cocks 
of all varieties readily available and, 
like so many things in life, those that 
are rare and hard-to-find are CHOICE. 
Believe me, a 19 year old American 
foreskin is rare and hard-to-find and a 
lot of dudes out here don't consider 
your uncut penis to be "gross' but 
instead for them it is CHOICE MEAT! 
Get the hell out of town, at least for a 
WE~ekend, and take your foreskin 
someplace where it will find out what 
it's like to be appreciated. After that, 
little buddy, you'll REALLY have 
second thoughts about circumcision. 

The Valentine is a symbol for the 
testicles? You have shattered my 
innocence. How can I possibly send 
my grandmother a valentine card 
again? How did Valentine's Day get 
hung up with balls, anyway? 
Dear Innocent, 

First, what your grandmother 
doesn't know won't hurt her. Your val
entine card will always represent to 
her your testament oflove. The Valen
tine as a symbol of the male genitals 
can be found in the Egyptian Book of 
the Dead. The key to the use of the 
symbol in modern times in the word 
"testament." It is a testimony, or wit
ness, of affection. The word "testim
ony" comes from the Latin word 
"testis"- witness. The Latin word 
itself came from ancient Arabic and is 
derived from the time-honored custom 
of desert people to ''bear witness' by 
placing hands on the scrotum 
(instead of the Koran, Bible, etc.). It is 
a great honor to have one's cock and 
balls "witnessed." The romance of 
desert life is enhanced when two 
nomadic tribes cross paths. They greet 
each other by a mutual inspection of 
their genitals, palms gently cupping 
the balls. While the testicles are being 
caressed, keen Arab eyes are scrutiniz
ing the penis. They know each other 
by their circumcisions. Each tribe has 
its own tool and its own results. An 
Arab can spot an imposter penis in a 

second! And, pity the poor imposter 
who gets diScovered with a foreskin! 
Your grandmother doesn't need to 
know all this. 

I have a one inch overhang. How 
can I add another inch to it? 
Dear Overhang, 

Easy. The foreskin is made for 
stretching. After all, it has to accom
modate the rise and fall of the glans. 
Some skins are more easily stretched 
than others and the looser ones are 
the easiest. With an inch overhang I'll 
bet yours is good and loose and used to 
action. Another inch on it might be 
possible. I can think of six possible 
ways to do it: 

1) Cotton balls. After bathing in the 
morning put some oil on your glans 
and then, bringing your foreskin for
ward, stuff as many cotton balls inside 
it as you can. Cotton balls are sterile so 
they are safe and oil keeps the glans 
from chafing in case you get too dry in 
there. You will find that you can get 
more and more cotton balls inside 
each day. If necessary, you can tape 
your foreskin shut with Dermicel sur
gical tape, keeping the cotton locked 
in. It will feel great, as if your cock is 
floating in air. Keep the cotton in 
there until the next piss. 

2) Manual stretching. Cut your 
thumbnails (ouch!) and push your 
thumbs inside both sides of the fore
skin and merely pull your thumbs 
apart. Gradually, your tolerance will 
get "wider" (stretching doesn't need to 
hurt- unless you want it to). Solo 
stretching might get stale so find a 
friend with good thumbs and strong 
biceps. 

3) The Donald Duck. The chromium 
gadget, sold in medical supply houses 
as a "Vaginal Speculum" and in porno 
shops as an ass spreader, is exactly 
what some doctors use to stretch out 
tight foreskins on kids. It works! With 
a strong grip on the handle it will 
stretch out the sex-skin like you 
wouldn't believe! One variation for its 
use is to lock it into a wide position 
with the foreskin wide out over the 
duck-bills ·and then, with Dermicel 
tape, tape the instrument to your fore
skin. It will act as a weight as well as a 
stretcher. Wear it while cleaning the 
house in the nude on Saturday morn
ing and you'll have all the extra skin 
you need for Saturday night. Just 
make sure you don't catch the handle 
on something, however, unless you 

have self-circumcision on your mind. 
4) Rubber washers. Find a washer 

with a hole that is just the right size to 
pull your foreskin tip through- and 
let it dangle there. It's a comfortable 
and effective weight. It's also easy to 
pull off when you need to take a leak. 

5) Teeth. This method usually 
requires the help of a second person. 
Grab your cock at its base and push all 
the skin up front that you can get 
there. That gives your friend plenty of 
skin to suck up as he lets it stretch out 
along his set of molars. Then let him 
gently chew (I don't mean bite
although some uncuts ARE into bit
ing!). Chewing foreskin gets addictive! 
Most foreskins love it IF it is done 
right and they gradually relax and 
stretch themselves out reaching for 
the tonsils. 

6) Beating-off. Yes, masturbation is 
Mother Nature's way of keeping the 
foreskin long and loose and healthy. 
So do your homework! 

In your "historY' article you 
mentioned the aphrodisiac Ma'a
joon. I am into aphrodisiacs but that 
is a new one to me. What is it? Do 
you kow about Buphorbia? I under
stand that Arabs use that also. I 
bought a Buphorbia plant and 
smeared the sap on my cock but it 
burnt me so bad my cock peeled. 
Where can I get the same Buphorbia 
that the Arabs ue? 

Dear Peeled, 
Ma'ajoon is mentioned in the notes 

of Richard Burton's translation of the 
Arabian Nights. It is made up (accord
ing to historian Allen Edwardes) of 
hemp, milk, melted butter, poppy 
seeds, datura (a plant yielding atro
pine and other drugs) and sugar. Yes, 
STAY AWAY from our local species of 
Euphorbia. Euphorbia is a large genus 
of plants (which includes the poinset
tia) whose milk-like sap is toxic to the 
skin. Yes, Euphorbia is used in North 
Africa as an aphrodisiac, but evidently 
there is a species growing along the 
southern Sahara which is not quite as 
toxic, but when smeared on the glans 
causes the penis to swell to grotesque 
proportions. The "lucky" recipient of 
Euphorbia abandons himself to wild 
masturbation, but cannot relieve his 
irritated penis for hours! According to 
Edwardes, roaming bands of maraud
ing Arabs called "The Ghouls" are 
known to amuse themselves by smear-
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ing the substance on the penises of 
their captives. They strip them, stake 
one leg to the desert floor a.nd then 
relax to el\Joy watching their "play
things" beat the living hell out of their 
cocks. They espec1ally el\Joy watching 
captured Europeans because their 
foreskinB often rip and peel off, the 
blood supply probably cut off by the 
super-€ngorged glans. Being good 
Moslems, the Ghouls are always 
happy to assist Allah with another 
convert. Euphorbia has been available 
in certain Mid-Eastern bathhouses, 
but it is usually refused to the uncut 
adventurer. 

lly new roommate ia UDCUt and my 
triendal, all of whom are cut, are 
cruyto 11ee h1a cock. How can I haD
CUe th1a llituation d..iacreetly? 

Dear Roommate, 
Several years ~o I received a letter 

from a fellow who wanted to show off 
his uncut roommate. He invited his 
friends to a cockta.il party. He stuffed 
the hors d'oeuvre, liver pate, into his 
roommate's foreskin. It was very con
venient because all the oommate had 
to do was circulate among the sitting 
guests and they could eat the pate 
without having to bend over coffee 
tables. Very discreet! 

'1'he ll'avy circumciaed my dick 
e~t yean ago. I asked for it. I waa 
a cook, but they gave me "llhitty 
dutY' becaUM of my "dirty dick." 
Circumciaion waa ncgened 110 I 
went for it. J'ranldy , I like the 
renlta. Blow jobs are better with 
the forellldn out of the way and now 
I am really eDJoyiDg ualaexl But it 
is really true that jerldDg-otf isn't 
nearly u good without a forellldn, 
that's for nre. What I reallymiu is 
the smell of my uncut cock I I have 
become a "cheese-hound." I am 
hUDgry for UDCUta with raunchy 
coca. The problem is that moat 
UDCUt guys keep themselves too 
clean. Jockey ahorta that have been 
next to a raunchy dick for a weak 
drive me crasy, but where can I find 
them? 

Dear Dirty, 
It is true that most uncut gays res

ent the notion that just because they 
have a foreskin their penis is raunchy. 
Most of us uncut Americans have had 
cleanliness blasted into our heads to 
the point that we automatically scrub 
out our foreskinB in the shower with
out thinking. Besides, most gays are 
sexually active and get plenty of ser
vice and that keeps the works clean 
t6o. Wearing underwear for a week is 
not too conducive to good relations at 
work, either. Have you tried the truck 
stops? I understand some of those 18-

DRUMMER 90 

wheelers who haven't seen their 
wives for a week a.nd have kept their 
hands off their fat foreskinB are par
ticularly ripe- sitting there in their 
jockey shorts mile after mile . 
Hmmmml 

Thank you for your Drummer 
article. I think there is noth1Dg 
more beautitul, or :muculine, than 
a tully covered penis. I recently 
visited '1'he ll'etherl.anda with the 
expectations of haviDg a forealdn 
feast. It waa glorious but I waa 
110mewhat disappointed by aeei.Dg a 
large number of Dutchmen weariDg 
their foreakina retracted behind 
the glans. Ia th1a common among 
UDCUta? 
Dear Feast, 

Yes, until recently, many uncuts 
tried to hide their foreskinB while in 
public- at least, here in America. I 
suppose the Dutchmen do it because 
they think it is sexy that way. 
Remember in my article I mentioned 
Felix Bryke who theorized that 
retracting the foreskin and keeping it 
retracted was a basic erotic urge in all 
men. The problem is that it takes a 
certain combination of anatomy to be 
able to keep the foreskin pushed back: 
fat glans a.nd a reasonably tight fore
skin. Most uncuts couldn't keep it back 
1f they tried! I would think that if penis 
fashion trends continue in the present 
direction, those Dutchmen will soon 
do some adjusting down there and give 
up the pushed-back look for the droop. 
Droop and flop are in! 

I found your "History of l'ore
aldn" fascinating. You are ~t to 
expose the erotic factors in the 
practice of circumcision. I think 

that circumc~ion and castration ~&~m::::;:~:::.:-::.:-:.::·:: :-::·::: .:.:·· . :·:- . • u ··•••••• 
come from the same aado- ~~J[:::::::iillf~::·:;::::::::::::::::::::._:\!\i\:.::::••••:•:• ::O , .. ··················•·•·•·•··• :muochist1c urges. Ia there any evi- I! 
dence of this in your research? 

Dear Fascinating, 
Yes, most unfortunately. There is a 

file in a famous Sa.n Francisco psy
chology institute labeled "Vietnamese 
Circumcision." The file contains case 
histories of treatment some Vietnam 
vets are receiving to help them adjust 
to life without a penis. It seems that 
more than a few Americans, captured 
and under interrogation, refused to ::::::::::•:::::::::;::::;:: 
talk even though their manhood was 
being threatened- or else they talked 
but the penis was sliced off anyway. 
What does a poor guy do in this situa
tion when he doesn't have the infor
mation they are seeking in the first :: 
place? The point I am making in men- :: 
tioning "Vietnam Circumcisions" is : 
that in this case psychologists actu- : 
ally labeled cases of castration (of 
phallicide; phallectomy?) as "circum
cision." They should know! 



LETTERS 
(Continued from page 7) 

GOOD NEWS/BAD NEWS 
For years I have been aware of 

Drummer but for the most part just read 
an occasional issue. However, with the 
publication of Bud Berkeley's excellent 
articles ("The History of Circumcision," 
Drummer 54, 55, 56) I have become an 
avid fan of your magazine and intend to 
rea·d every issue. 

I followed through on one of the clas
sified ads in Drumbeats and met the guy 
who placed the ad. It completely sur
passed my wildest hopes. ince we are 
getting together on a regu lar basis, this 
could very well be a turning point in my 
life. The biggest surprise is that this 
could mean I have a new Daddy- incid
entally, several years my junior. 

However, I also sent a letter of appli
cation (and the required fee) to another 
classified ad, Maverick All iance. It has 
been a very, very long time- and I have 
never heard from them. 

But thanks for getting me started on 
something I am now very interested in. 

H.M . 
Hollywood, CA 

(Editor's Note : We try our damnedest to 
make sure that all advertisers can deliver 

MILITARY GRAPHICS 
DEPT. D BOX 228 

DUNKIRK, MARYLAND U.S.A. 20754 
Phone (301 ) 741 -521 6 

on just what they promise. The laws 
regarding mail order business (anything 
that is exchanged through the mail for 
money) say that a company must advise 
a buyer i f there is going to be a delay in 
delivery. The suggested waiting period 
is 4-6 weeks before you start complain
ing. Also the law in some states regard
ing mail order advertising stipulates that 
any business using a post office box or 
remailing service must, we repeat, must 
disclose the address at which the actual 
business is being conducted in all adver
tising. An up-front business would have 
no problem with that stipulation. Read
ers that have problems with any mail 
order advertisers in Drummer are urged 
to let us know about it.) 

HOLY SHIT! 
In Drummer issue 48 you had an arti

cle on pissing (" When Golden Showers 
Come Your Way") with pictures of guys 
pissing. It was a real turn-on, I liked it a 
lot. You should do an article on shit. I 
would love to see a turd slide out of a 
guy's asshole. Your whole magazine is 
great. 

H.H. 
Orlando, FL 

(Editor's Note: Try this issue's Tough Shit 
on for starters). 

MR. LEATHER- SAN DIEGO 
The Loading Zone in San Diego is spon
soring the Mr. Leather-San Diego Con
test on October 30th. The winner will 
represent San Diego and The Loading 
Zone in the 1983 Mr. International 
Leather Contest in Chicago. He will also 
win $150 and a trophy, plus other prizes. 
The judges will be last year's winner, 
Dave McDaniels; 1982 Mr. International 
Leather and 1982 Mr. Drummer, Luke 
Daniel , and Gunner Robinson from 
Drummer Magazine. Drummer will 
cover the event and bring you the 
results in the November issue. 

ERRATA 
We regret that in the last issue of 
Drummer we failed to note that the 
opening photograph for C.D. Arnold's 
play Delivery was taken by Mark 
Chester. 

OBIT 
Hans Fahnenruck, the publisher and 
editor of Disziplin , a German magazine 
devoted to exploring S&M, died in late 
August of cancer . Herr Fahnenruck was 
most responsible for furthering an 
understanding of S&M in Germany, 
where magazines like Drummer are dif
ficult to obtain. His publication was 
well-read and well-respected among 
the German S&M and leather 
community. 
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OPEN FROM 8 
UNTIL 10 A .~:M . 







THESE RAW 

CA 

GRAPHICS 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
5x7 FOLDED CARDS ON GLOSSY STK 
8 CARDS FOR $895 OR 4 FOR $5°0 

0 3-"BLANK" 
o 4-"BLANK" 
o 5-"BLANK" Pr ice includes shipping & handling. 

California residents + 6'h% Tax. 
o Please send me all 8 
o Please send me 4 cards 

(List by Number) $500 

0 1-"BLANK" o 6-"COCKED & LOADED" 
o 2-"GETIING o 7-"COL T .45 WI MODEL" 

HEAD" o 8-"WE MISS YOU, NOW 
THAT YOU 'RE GONE" 

Name--------
Address ------
CitY---------
State Zip, ___ _ 

(Must be 21 or older to order) 

R4W 
GRAPHICS 

480 SANCHEZ 
SAN FRANCISCO, 
CA . 94114 



THE FORTY-NINERS/Box 125/Philadelphia, PA 19105 
I'LL TRY IT. RUSH ME_ BOTILES @ $, __ _ 
ENCLOSED IS MY DCheck DM.O. DVISA DMASTER-
CARD Card No. ___________ _ 
M.C. Bank Expiration _____ _ 
Signature. _____ _________ _ 

(I certify tha t I am 21 years of age) 

NAME ______________ __ 

ADDRESS---------------

CITY ____ __.JTATE __ .~..IP _____ _ 
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