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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 
8 THE TRUCKER & THE CYCLIST 

Robert Payne tells us about the day an old friend called to ask a favor. 
You see, there was this trucker . .. 

14 MR. DRUMMER '83: THEY'RE AT THE GATE 
As we go to press, the hottest studs in the country are converging on 
San Francisco to compete in America's most coveted leather title, 
Mr. Drummer 1983. One final preview before the main event. 

16 FORESKIN UPDATE 
The Sarge shares his mail on voluntary circumcision, and we look 
for some more famous overhang. 

18 SPECIAL REPORT: 
SOME OF US ARE DYING BY JOHN PRESTON 
The noted novelist looks at the national panic in a rare examination 
of things too many of us would rather ignore. Followed by 
Drummer's guide to grassroots action. 

24 DRUMBEATS Our resident puzzler offers an anacrostic of a slightly 
different persuasion. 

25 FOUR BY FOUR: SPECIAL NEW FICTION COLLECTION 
Four new writers take on four variations on familiar themes in this 
summer one-hand reader; from the everyday to the close 
encounter. 

41 TONY BRONTE: ZEUS BEEF TRUST From the studio that spends 
more time looking at biceps than the Mr. Olympia judges comes a 
tower of physical power named Tony. Pure beef, no filler. 

49 DRUMBEATS Drummer's consumer guide to top quality, lean men. 
Squeeze these charmers, if you dare. 

65 DRUM Hot time in the city and Bill Ward's creature of sensual 
habits looks for a cool place to dip his . .. wick. 

73 DRUMMER DADDIES More macho men to make a bad boy 
behave. 

73 DRUMMEDIA VIDEO A triple feature : Clones with thunder 
thighs, elegant English dinosaurs, something to warm the backside. 

75 LEATHER BULLETIN BOARD News from the farest outposts of 
leather and SM. 

77 DRUMMEDIA FILM Arthur]. Bressan's most controversial project: 
a gay youth and the man who saved his life. 

80 SWEDEN FOR LEAl ERMEN Robert Nichols tell you all: where to 
go, what to expect, how to make a trip to Sweden well worth 
considering. 

84 DRUMMEDIA BOOKS john Preston and Daniel Curzon, two giants 
waiting at your bookstore. 

86 IN PASSING 

Cover: Another hunk from the 1983 Mr. Southern California Drummer Contest 
(and this isn't even the win ner!). Photo by Rose de Castro. 
Opposite page: We don 't know why Tony Bronte isn't in our Mr. Drummer 
Contest. We may have to create a category just for him! Photo by Zeus. 

We want to draw your attention to the 
article that starts on page 18 of this issue, 
"Some of Us Are Dying," by John Preston. 
We'll wait for the mail to come in on this 
one; we already know that, unfortu
nately, a number of people are going to 
get on our case for printing anything that 
could infringe on the intense sexual com
munication that Drummer strives to bring 
you each issue. But Mr. Preston's pers
pective of the holocaust that threatens us 
all is one that needs to be in this magazine 
at this time. You can't arm yourself by 
simply closing your eyes. 

Some updating is in order. Since Mr. 
Preston spoke these words-this is a 
transcript of a speech he gave to the 
Maine State Gay Association-there have 
been developments, Foremost, more 
people have died than indicated . That's 
important. Secondly, the President has 
made a big deal out of the fact that he 
allocated $12 million for AIDS research . 
That's odious and despicable; especially 
when this piddling amount is spread over 
1Y2 years. It's less than a crumb. Billions 
are to be spent on such 'worthwhile' pro
jects as the MX missile and military aid to 
puppet dictatorships in other countries. 
The government's response to the AIDS 
crisis is one that can not be tolerated. And 
no one is going to change that response 
except us. That is our obligation, to our-

. selves, to· the gay men ·vho have already 
been killed by AIDS, an d 10 the still-living 
AIDS victims. Research and cure is no! 
our obligation, and we don't think that 
can be stressed strongly enough-it is 
clearly the duty of the federal govern
ment and all the means at its disposal. 

Following Mr. Preston's article is a small 
file of information and suggestions. We 
urge you to read and consider it carefully . 
There is always more that can be known 
and more that can be done. We just want 
you to start somewhere ... for your own 
sake. 

-John W. Rowberry 
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MALE CALL/ Dear Sir: 
BIG NIPS 

For people who dig big nipples, your 
cover man for Issue No. 62 was fantast ic! 
More, more, more of him, please! Get 
your photographer Jim Wigler to hone in 
on those tits and let's see them up-close! 

One more thing-t e rest of the 
model, hunk, et al , is hot, hot, hot! Will 
we be seeing more of him? 

HOW TO ... 

Name and address 
withheld on request 

I have been a subscriber to Drummer 
for the past three years and have always 
enjoyed your publication . It has rea lly 
helped me get in touch with my true feel
ings and inte rests and developed my fan
tasies. Now I want som e information. 

I have been wanting to pierce my nip
ples and wear barbel l studs or nipple 
retainers. The prob lem is that there is not 
a lot of information on 'do-it-yourself' 
pierc ing. In the past , you have been the 
source I have used to in t roduce myself to 
the leather world. So its ems very natural 
to make this request wi t h the hopes that 
you wil l see fit to run an article very soon 
on the materials needed, advantages and 
dangers, etc., of wearing body jewelry. 

Dorian 
Terre Haute, IN 

(Editor's Note: We're p lanning to almost 
meet your demand ... we 're working on a 
special book titled " Pierced, Shaved & 
Tattooed" which will cover every aspect 
of piercing except how to do it yourself. 
We just don ' t feel it is possible to put out 
the right kind of information on self
piercing in a book. Th e best piercing is 
that done by a professional-and we real
ize you may not live anywhere near one. 
There are two options that come readily 
to mind. Try to find a gay man that does 
commercial ear piercings-check out 
who is do ing piercings in department 
stores and boutiques around you. If he 
looks cool, find out his name. Then call 
him on the phone and explain that you 
are interested in havmg your nipples 
pierced. If he doesn 't hang up, he maybe 
very interested in doing it. The other sug
gestion would be to lo cate tattoo artists 
who do commercial work. Call them up 
and ask if they also do any piercings. If 
they say yes, describe exactly what you 
want done. Make an appointment to 
meet lhe guy, and then make the decision 
based on how you feel about his demean 
or and the condition o f his tattoo shop. 
Piercings need to be performed with sur
gical attention to cleanliness. A third pos
sibility is to hold off until you can take a 
vacation then head fo r New York, San 
Francisco or Los Angeles.) 
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CONDOM SENSE 
I want to interest you and your readers 

in what might make a cohtribution to the 
health of gay men across the country . We 
are becoming more diseased and we 
need to take precautions with our sexual 
activity. The gay lifestyle is changing. One 
change that we could make that would 
not be too disruptive-and that enjoyers 
of porn can help support-is to use an 
already ex isting precaution, the condom. 

Condoms are dismissed because gay 
men have no contraceptive needs. But 
that is only half the ir purpose. Condoms 
would prevent the exchange of semen 
during fuck ing. They would not be a 
panacea. They would not prevent dis
eases spread by kissing or contact with 
shit, like amebiasis and parasite infections 
or hepatitis. But they would certainly 
reduce the gonorrhea and syphillis 
among gay men, the consequent use of 
antib iotics, and possible damage to the 
immune system that could be linked with 
AIDS . 

Rubbers are already a fetish with some 
men. If more of us experienced them as 
sexua lly exciting or at least as something 
rather regular in having sex with a variety 
of partners, they'd be more widely used . 

The way to get them accepted is for 
porn stars to use them in their perfor
mance of sexual activity. Pornography 
among gay men is a major factor in the 
development of sexual tastes. What men 
jack off to influences what they feel. What 
men see in pornography is what they 
learn to do. 

The way to get porn producers to begin 
showing regu lar sexual hygiene practices, 
like using rubbers as part of the regular 
paraphernal ia we all have for sex, is for us 
to suggest it. 

PRISON PAL 

Toby Johnson 
San Antonio, Texas 

I want to thank you for your ConRap 
department. I have been writing a man 
whose ad was in the Con Rap column. We 
have been writing to each other for over 
three months. You insp ired me to write. 
We are establish ing a foundation and 
upon his release we are going to be 
together. 

CARDIAC ARREST 

J. Comfort 
San Francisco, CA 

Wow! Your Issue Number62 on police
men really copped the prize for some of 
your best work ever! It almost gave me 
cardiac arrest! 

All right, enough bad puns, but I just 
wanted to thank you for a trul y exciting 
issue. Cops have always been o ne of my 
favorite sexual fantasies, and Issue 62 gave 
me everything I wanted-and mo re! 

A large share of the credit mu st go to 
your photographer, Jim Wigler , w ho e 
sizzling photography really made th 
issue a collector's item. His incredible 
cover-even the ' censored' verson with 
the ' law and order issue' tag-was possi
bly the most arousing in Drummer's his
tory (and thanks for publishing the 
uncensored version inside as well), and 
his work on "Meanwhile Down in the 
Basement of the Station House" was, in 
my prejudiced opinion (prejudiced 
because I'm so turned on by cops), one of 
the hottest photo spreads ever shown . I 
really must commend Drummer for pub
lishing Jim Wigler 's work. Issues are 
always superhot when they contain his 
pictures. He really seems to know how to 
capture erotica on film, how to depict a 
fantasy and make you feel you were 
there. I think maybe it 's because he seems 
to enjoy what he's photographing, and 
the excitement becomes contagious. I 
hope you will continue to publish his 
work , because it is truly a turn-on! 

I also wanted to thank you for your 
short story, " A Cop's Lament. " I 've been 
reading your magazine (and others) for 
years, and I can't ever remember a story 
that was such a turn-on for me. I' ve read it 
so often, I think I know it by heart, and 
just the thought of it makes me get hard! 
Your opening remarks in Issue 62, titled 
" Getting Off," discuss the attraction to 
cops and ask "Why emulate your persec
utors? " But you forget-there 's also a 
great deal of fun in humiliating your per
secutors, as well-perhaps that 's why " A 
Cop's Lament" is so hot. 

And Etienne's illustration for " A Cop's 
Lament, " with the teenagers man
handling a humpy officer and sticking a 
gun up the well-packed cheeks of his cop 
ass, was a turn-on in itself. 

Once again , thanks for the great job! 
Keep up the good work, and remember 
to stick a cop or two in future issues. 

Doug Wyett 
Clawson, Michigan 

BRAVO BONDAGE 
" Bondage Confessions" by Mark I. 

Chester (Drummer No. 61) is the kind of 
story a man truly enjoys reading; this man 
definitely has his shit together . 

Thanks, Drummer, for stirring my soul 
and making my cock hard at the same 
time. 

Ken Dunlap 
San Diego, CA 



BLACK TOPS/BOTTOMS 
You may have responded to Pedro in 

Drummer (Issue 64) too harshly about his 
" unscientific" research / observations 
about black-white relationships. As a 
black man with a stronger preference for 
certain Latins and Anglos, I do care about 
" who might be more dominant on a sex
ual level," as well as "who is plowing my 
ass at a particular moment. " 

My observation is that most blacks are 
cultivated to play dominant roles in sex
ual relationships with whites-regardless 
of gender or sexual prefer nee/orienta
tion. Much of this 'conditioning ' comes 
from the media hype and images por
trayed of blacks: as viol nt, as being 
super-endowed, as ha v ing super
sustaining powers, as ... . These stereo
types, myths, fantasies, and sometimes 
realities, have been with Americans since 
the first black set foot on these shores. 

Observe any porno movie or publica
tion; it is 90% predictable that if a black 
man is featured, he will be doing the fuck
ing and playing the dominant role. We 
may be shown on our knees sucking a 
white cock, but the focus of the camera 
will be on the black cock bei ng shoved 
down the throat or ass of a w hite partner. 

As a 'switch-hitter' black man, I seldom 
find a white person inclined to perform as 
a top. In fact, if I communicate my desire 
to be fucked, most whites are turned off 
by the idea . Thus, I often turn to my black 
brothers for fulfillment of some of my 
fantasies and desires. Several years ago I 
got tired of playing/performing the 'stud' 
role and have since expanded my sexual 
expressions to include both active and 
passive roles . Wherein I e joy fantasies 
that are heightened by porno props of 
movies and magazines, notably missing 
are encounters between blacks and 
blacks. Most of the fiction and fantasies I 
find in the media are aimed at fulfilling 
the desires of whites or those blacks/ Lat
ins who have a preference for whites. 

I personally believe that limiting our
selves to any one sexual ro le or partner 
type is limiting in terms of potential sexual 
fulfillment. Yet I respect preferences, 
even when they are along the lines of 
gender, race, body type, or sexual roles . 
Wherein I am turned off by ardcore SM 
and B&D and feel-as well as fear-that 
some of the role-playing from these sex
ual activities spill into our everyday exist
ence and relationships, I support the right 
of consenting adults to do their own 
thing. 

Allen Scott 
San Francisco, CA 
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Get I 
MEMBER FACILITIES 

U.S.A. 

Club Akron, OH 
(216) 784-5424 
Club Atlanta, GA 
(404) 881-6675 
Club Austin, TX 
(512) 476-7986 
Club Baltimore, MD 
(301) 837-6529 
Club Boston, MA 
(617)426-1451 
Club Buffalo, NY 
(716) 835-6711 
Club Chicago, IL 
(312) 337-0080 
Club Cleveland, OH 
(216) 241-9509 
Club Cleveland, OH 
(216)961-2727 
Club Columbus, OH 
(614) 252-2474 
Club Dallas, TX 
(214) 821-1990 
Club Dayton, OH 
(513) 898-4233 

Club Detroit, Ml 
(313) 875-5536 
Club Ft. Lauderdale, FL 
(305) 525-3344 
Club E. Hartford, CT 
(203) 289-8318 
Club Houston, TX 
(713) 659-4998 
Club Indianapolis, IN 
(317) 635-5796 
Club Jacksonville, FL 
(904) 398-7451 
Club Kansas City, MO 
(816) 842-CLUB 
Club Key West, FL * 
(305) 294-5239 
Club Los Angeles, CA 
(213) 663-5858 
Club Miami, FL 
(305) 448-2214 
Club Milwaukee, WI 
(414) 276-0246 
Club Newark, NJ 
(201) 484-4848 
Club New Orleans, LA 
(504) 581-2402 
Club New York, NY 
(212) 673-3283 
Club Palm Springs, CA 
(714) 324-8588 
Club Philadelphia, PA 
(215) 735-9568 
Club Phoenix, AZ 
(602) 271-9011 

on ... 
Club Pittsburgh, PA 
(412) 566-1222 
Club Providence, Rl 
(401) 274-0298 
Club St. Louis, MO 
(314) 533-3666 
Club San Diego, CA 
(714) 291-2284 
Club San Francisco, CA 
(415) 392-3582 
Club South Memphis, TN 
(901) 525-2582 
Club Tampa, FL 
(813) 223-5181 
Club Toledo, OH 
(419) 246-3391 
Club Washington, DC 
(202) 488-7317 

CANADA 
Club London, ONT 
(519) 438-2625 

Club Toronto, ONT 
(416) 977-4629 

Club Vancouver, B.C . 
(604) 681-5719 

BC 
Club Bath Chain 
It's time for the Club!'M 

C B C A, t r t1 1 lll Inc 1-18 ~ 
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IM MAKING OUT WITH A WOMAN IN THE BACK OF THE CAB OF HI 

"Forget the broads, 
man-We got no use for 
your dick. You are a cock
sucker with a virgin ass. 
Your mouth is sealed, so 
let's see what else you got 
to take me with." 

"He made a sound but we 
couldn't understand him. 
Probably just saying, 
'Yes, Sir, thank you, Sir.' 
Probably." 



RUCK, A HEAVY-DUTY STUD, LOVER OF THE HIGHWAYS. 
and needed a place to "work him over." 

Since he is one of the craziest bike rid
ers we have ever known, it made me cur
ious as to where he found a trucker, but 
he simply announced he'd be right by, 
hung up, and I had to wai t to see how 
much of the story he might be willing to 
part with. 

He couldn't have called from far away, 
because he walked in very shortly, fol
lowed by a good looking redneck stud 
with the offical trucker hat on that said 
" Massey Ferguson" on the front. Mack 
didn't bother introducing the guy, who 
stood in front of my desk with his eyes on 
the floor. 

Mack pointed a thumb at is conquest 
and said, "My bike broke down and this 
asshole stopped to give me a lift. Cock
sucker was straight as a string ' till got him 
down on his knees in the cab of his frigin' 

truck. Man, he sure likes all the cock he 
can get." Mack was never subtle and 
always comes right to the point. Maybe 
that is what I like about him. 

He reached around and grabbed the 
fellow by the seat of the pants. "Don't 
you, asshole?" 

"Yes, Sir," the guy said quietly. 
" I thought this turd could use a real 

workout. Somewhere where I'd have a 
little room. He drove all the way into town 
bare-assed, but I let him put his pants on 
to come in here. " 

I thanked him for his courtesy and 
looked at the trucker a little more closely. 
He was barefoot! His pants was all that his 
Master had let him put back on. I handed 
Mack the keys to the front door of the 
Compound. 

" How about letting us take pictures of 
your whole scene, Mack?" 

Mack is an exhibitionist if ever there 
was one. He would have used Macy's 
front window if they would let him. 
"Sure. Don' t bother me none. And 
Asshole hear hasn't got any objections, 
have you?" He belted the guy in the stom
ach. The trucker doubled over, out of 
wind. When he caught his breath, he 
murmured another, " Thank you, Sir." 

We gave them a few minutes to get 
things going; I called in our photo
grapher, who got his camera, flash, and a 
lot of film gathered up and off we went to 
the Compound. When we walked into 
what had been the main training room, 
the trucker was bare-assed naked and 
down on his knees. 

"This straight motherfucker is a lousy 
cocksucker right now, but we'll see how 
fast he improves." Mack was right in the 
spirit of the Compound. The trucker, 
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"WHATEVER THRILL THE TRUCKER WAS GOING TO GET OUT OF THIS AFTERNOO 

ORUMMER12 

whatever his name, was strung up against 
the wall, had his considerable balls 
stretched and , when he became too noisy 
about it , got a ball gag in his mouth. He 
didn ' t like that either, but there wasn ' t 
much he could say about it. In fact, he 
didn't have much to say the rest of the 
afternoon and I' m sure his jaws were 
stretched sufficently to accomodate 
Mack 's demanding whanger later. 

Mack discussed him as if he wasn ' t even 
present. " Sonofabitch comes on as this 
big butch trucker, talking about his old 
lady and his kids. I was beholden to him 
for picking me up and I offered to let him 
blow me," he said modestly . 

" So how did you convince him he 
wanted to service you," I asked discreetly. 

"I reached over, turned the keys in the 
ignition off, and put ' em in my jock," he 
said as if it were an everyday occurance. " I 
just said, ' If you want these mothers, bet
ter start diggin ', and use your tongue, not 
your hands."' 

" Easy as that? " 
" Oh, it took a little more than that. But 

with the fuckin ' semi stalled right in the 
middle of Highway 101, he did what was 
necessary." A self-satisfied smile . "Didn ' t 



ARN IT" "I'LL GIVE HIM SOMETHING TO REMEMBER ME BY. 
you , cocksucker?" 

There was at least a nod and some gut
teral sounds out of the man stretched 
against the rough wooden wall. Without 
the benefit of the ball, it mi ght have come 
out, " Yes Sir, thank you, Sir." At least 
Mack interpreted it that way. 

" Is he a virgin?" 
" He ain 't no longer. Hi s ass is pretty 

damn tight, though. " Mack reached 
around and stuck a glove d finger in . 
There was an immediate reaction . " Hairy 
bastard , ain't he? " 

The guy had a light blond hair covering 
down his front . His thick pees had the 
same color hair surrounding large round 
nipples. He was sweating and the hair was 
plastered to his wet skin. I pictured him 
making out with a woman in the back of 
the cab of his truck. A heavy-duty stud, 
lover of the highways, hot and horney, 
delight of waitresses all al o ng the way. 
Right now he was spread-eagle, arms fas
tened above his head, his nearly-perfect 
body waiting for another man to use it , 
enjoy it, make of it what he would . And 
there was nothing our hero could do or 
say about it. But it had bee n his choice 
initially; and the last choice he would be 

making this evening. 
Mack massaged his captive's meat and 

it became even harder. He grasped the 
balls and pulled them down. Their owner 
tried to go down with them and suc
ceeded for the first few inches. Mack ran 
his expert hands over the fine , heavy 
thighs, the big calves and the even lightly
muscled feet . What a spe ciman. But then, 
Mack had had hundreds like this one. The 
novelty of this stud was that it preferred 
women, not men-and yet now was sub
missive enough to come begging for such 
abuse. I admired Mack's fire and verve, 
his unembarressed offering of his consid
erable sex drive. Perhaps his new con
quest had bitten off more than he could 
chew. But there was no sign of alarm or 
panic on the slave's part. The young fel 
low was proving himself a man in every 
sense of the word. You might even say he 
was somewhat enjoying it , however pain
ful it might become. 

Whatever thrill he might get out of this 
afternoon, the trucker was going to earn 
it. He was dropped back on his knees, the 
ball gag was taken off, along with his cap, 
and his head was pushed to the floor. He 
licked his master 's boots, got Mack 's balls 

rubbed in his face, had the accompanying 
cock shoved down his throat and didn ' t 
dare pull away when Mack decided to 
empty his beer-filled bladder into this 
new slave. The only pulling away was 
done by Mack, who yanked the guy's 
head away from his cock to deliver a load 
of piss over his face, chest, and belly. 
Mack hooked his boot heel back of the 
trucker 's neck, pushing the slave's face 
down to press it against the other boot. 

" What are you going to do with him," I 
asked . 

" Take him back to his rig. But I'm going 
to give him something to remember me 
by. " 

And , eventually, out they went . I can 
picture Mr. Middle America sitting at the 
wheel miles away, ass burning, cock hard , 
tits sore and humiliation written all over 
his face, staying away from the broads in 
the diners, either from some unfulfilled 
desire or a new sense of inadequacy, 
keeping his own counsel. 
Maybe he' ll meet someone else like 
Mack one of these days and continue his 
odyssey. I know he won ' t soon forget the 
afternoon he spent in the Compound . 
Nor will I. 0 
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THIY'RI AT THI POST. .. 
They are coming from all over: East, West, North and South to represent 
their areas and themselves at the big Drummer show in San Francisco, 
along with over a half-mi llion other gay people to celebrate Gay Pride 
Week . In addition to the n ight at Trocadero Transfer, there is a reception at 
The Brig on Folsom Row and an after-the-event poolside party at The 
Oasis. There will be much pressing of the flesh ; some of the contestants are 
bringing their own slaves, and those who don' t will be assigned one to 
attend them during the evening. Coulter " Colt" Thomas, Mr. International 
Leather '83 will be there along with Luke Daniel , Mr. Drummer 1982/ Mr. 
International Leather 1982. With over two thousand leathermen in attend
ence, it will be Leather 's biggest night of the year. 

Finalists: (clockwise from top) Bob Bulen (Mr. Pacific Northwest 
Drummer), George Moore (Mr. Midwest Drummer) , Tim Creek
more (Mr. Rocky Mountain Drummer) , Steven Roberts (Mr. San 
Francisco Leather-Invitat ional Contestant), john Garger (Mr. East 
Coast Drummer), David Earl Lee (Mr. Southeast Drummer), Arthur 
Lopes (Mr. New England Drummer), Mark Siefker (Mr. Southern 
California Drummer2), Paul Manenti (Mr. Northern California 
Drummer), David LeBlanc (Mr. Southwest Drummer). 
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THE SARGE 
There is a guy out there who really gets 

off clipping foreskins, and his name is 
Sarge. He thinks a lot of uncut men have 

CIRCUMCISION FANTASY 
I am a twenty-two year old with an 8 

inch cock, brown hair and green eyes. I 
have a fantasy about picking up a young 
hitchhiker who, after he is in my car, 
reaches over and gropes me. He pulls out 
my cock, plays with it, and asks if we can 
go someplace. I take him to my apart
ment. He ties me to the bed, plays with my 
foreskin: pulling, chewing, tearing-then 
tells me it has to go, shows me his cock, 
which is clipped, then pulls out a sharp 
razor and cuts off my foreskin. 

TIGHT CUT 
I need to be circumcised to make a man 

out of me. You see, I have a seven inch 
cock that many men would envy, except 
that it still has foreskin tha t covers it up 
when it 's soft. My dad ' got it ' in the mil
itary and used to tell me that the Army 
would make a man out o f me, just as they 
had with him. When I was a boy, my dad 
would sometimes let me shower with 
him. I liked to sneak peaks at his big knob 
and rod, and would dream that someday I 
would have one just like it. I went off to 
college instead of the Army, and never 
got my official U.S. Army clip job. 

When my big dick ri ses to a raging 
hard-on, the skin slides back to expose a 
fair-sized head with a large piss slit. And 
when I 'm hard, I can barely push my skin 
over my high corona. any men might 
think that I have the best o f both worlds
a large uncut prick that exposes (con
verts) to a nicely knobbed rod. My only 
problem is that I want an all-American 
man-styled circumcised cock a// of the 
time! When I show off my dick to other 
men , I want to flash a fully-exposed 
glans-soft or hard. I want the common 
experience of most men-having the 
foreskin clipped off. I want to be a cir
cumcised man. 

Of course, I have some favorite styles of 
cut cocks. I' d really like to be clipped so 
that a dark ring of scar tissue encircles my 
shaft, something to prov that I ' got it ' just 
like my buddies I reali ze that the ' ring 
boys' were probably branded by the 
Gomco clamp-someth ing adult men 
rarely get to experience because of possi
ble surgical complications. After I've 
been cut, I'm sure that my cock head will 
grow fatter so that I can show a big mush
room in my jock, jeans, or jockey shorts. 

DRUMMER 16 

fantasies about being circumcised, and 
from the volume of his mail, he's proba
bly right. 

We asked Sarge to share some of his 
more unusual correspondence with us, 
and here it is: 



And I know that I'm asking for a lot more 
pain when I say that I want my frenum 
stripped along with the sk in. I have to 
confess that what I rea lly want is a 
clipped-tight cock that is taut when I'm 
erect , so that I have to rub and pull at my 
tight shaft skin and bare knob when I 
want to shoot my load . I also realize that 
I'll have to use a lot more lubrication after 
my clip job. 

Speaking about loads, I'd like to be 
clipped while some of my circumcised 
buddies watch the operatio n. They could 
celebrate my circumcision by jerking off 
as it takes place. 

KOSHER PIG 
I am a Navy vet, married w ith three kids, 

and was almost circumcised while I was in 
the service by a drunk buddy who 'had his 
way' with me. 

We both got drunk one night and he 
held a pair of manicure scissors up to my 
much redundant foreski n and talked 
about ' trimming' me. I can still see him 
playing with my cock through the open 
flaps of my 13-button tailored dress blues 
and it still gives me a hard-on to think 
about it. 

Somehow, I've always felt I should be 
sliced, like it was my ' kismet'. I always 
seem to associate myself with pigs need
ing to be made kosher. y wife 's been 
after me for years to get it 'tidied up'. So, I 
guess the time is getting inevitably near. 

Actually, I 'd like to have it done as part 
of a scene. I would like to get shitface 

drink and have some guys relieve me of 
that big, ugly foreskin for once and for all. 
Only then will I feel kosher. 

THE FLY COMES OUT 
I have often fantasized about getting 

cut. In my fantasy, I have been bound, 
rendered immobile, beaten, verbally 
abused, hooded and gagged so that I was 
completely helpless, branded into slav
ery, and finally, as the climax of it all, was 
circumcised by my Master. 

My dick is six inches long and has a 
tattoo of a rooster on it, plus a tattoo of a 
fly on the head. The fly is hidden from the 
world by my foreskin, so circumcision 
would bring it out of its closet. 

UNCUT ROADSTERS 
Adding to out tally of unclipped race car 
drivers, for all you Indy 500 fans, comes 
the following: Garry Bettenhausen, Larry 
Dickson, Caley Yarborough , Hank 
Butcher, Jack Thompson, and Ron Hor
ton. If any of you guys are cut, would you 
please drop us a line, perhaps with a 
photo as evidence? 

THE UNCUT DEAD 
No, it's not a new movie by George 
Romero; it's the latest additions to the 
growing list of uncircumcised dead 
celebrities, compliments of the Uncir
cumcised Society of America (who should 
know about these things): Clark Gable, 
John F. Kennedy, Robert Kennedy, David 
Jannsen, Audie Murphy, Victor Mature, 

Mario Lanza, Sal Mineo. Know any other 
famous uncut dead? 

FORESKIN FUCKING 
Hey, you guys, want to hear about my 

favorite way to dump my load? Too bad, 
I 'm gonna tell you anyway! 

I like to find a guy with a nice, juicy cut 
cock that has a big head and slip my fore
skin over it (I have enough loose skin on 
my 8-incher to cover a good-sized cock
head if I pull the skin straight out), put a 
wide rubber band around it-you have to 
put the rubber band around your cock
or his cock-before you slip his head into 
your skin then slide the rubber band into 
place-that's real tight. Real tight. Then I 
can gently stroke my rod while I look at 
our connected cocks, and shoot my load 
all over his cockhead, which is trapped 
under my skin. It feels great! 

I also like to piss while my dick is 
strapped onto another guy's until the skin 
on my dick swells up real full. It looks like 
a pipe with a tulip bulb in the middle. The 
piss will force the rubber band off the 
foreskin- and the other guy gets a crotch 
full of my golden water. 

I tried to do this a couple times with 
another uncut guy, but it doesn ' t work as 
well. And for a guy that is cut , it's usually 
the first time he's ever felt like he had a 
foreskin-when he feels mine covering 
his. 

Buzz 
New York, NY 
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Ntosake Shange writes about the 
" havoc wrought on the souls of people 
who aren ' t supposed to exist ." We gay 
people know that well. 

We've each had to go th rough the same 
essential dynamic: 

We discovered our sexuality in 
isolation . 

We learned to hate ou r sexuality . 
We lived with our self-hatred. 
We discovered our sexuality as 

members of a heterosexual society
often in our own heterosexual family. 
There were no socially sanctioned life
styles for us to fit into. The strength to 
defy what America called ' healthy' was 
difficult-at first impossi ble-for us to 
overcome. 

This sexual identity that everyone else 
seemed to hate could only be hated by us 
ourselves. It was the dark inner secret that 
had to be hidden, had to be suppressed if 
we were to continue livi ng. 

The burden of strangling a part of our
selves inextricably led to a general sense 
of self-hatred. How could this being who 
had such a loathsome secret be anything 
but hideous? If we succeeded in any con
text it was always weighted by the onus 
that our success was that o f a fraud. It was 
not the real us that people were appre
ciating, only that us that w e allowed them 
to see. 

These personal jud gments were 
expanded to include others. Our special 
condemnation was reserved for other gay 
people. Especially those who dared to 

by JOHN PRESTON 
exhibit the tell-tale characteristics we 
were so desperately trying not to show. 
Who is ever more vicious to a queen or a 
butch or a disco doll than a closeted 
homosexual? 

If we were unable to break the pattern 
we had ended any hope for our lives. The 
person who hates his or her self cannot 
love. That person cannot form relation
ships. That person cannot help but 
smother in hypocrisy and loneliness; that 
person often can find relief only in drugs 
or alcohol or perhaps too inevitably in 
suicide. 

How each of us found the courage and 
the strength to end that process of self
denial is beyond my ability to compre
hend . How each of us refused to accept 
the havoc of society's condemnation is a 
victory of the sou I equal to any other I 
know. 

We usually term that salvation of self as 
coming out. But during my first months in 
Maine, on a winter night a few years ago 
in a house on the water not far from Port
land, a group of gay men used a much 
better phrase. 

After dinner eight of us sat in a circle. 
Calm in one another's acceptance we 
talked about our lives since we had come 
to our senses. 

Coming to our senses was begun-or 
so it seemed form each of our stories-by 
saying ' no' to whatever it was that had 
kept us from self-affirmation. We decided 
that our souls were too valuable to be 
ruled by havoc. We, instead, insisted on 

their wholeness and even beauty. 
The conversation that night was full of 

hilarity. We were all asking one another 
how we could have been so foolish. Look 
at us now that we had gotten over it all. 
Rather than entering a world of murky 
shadows peopled by weird beings who 
would only cause hurt and pain, we were 
sitting together and enjoying one 
another. 

Not everything was perfect. Striving for 
relationships was obviously going to be 
work rather than a romantically mystical 
happenstance. A community much like 
the one we found that evening was our 
prize, not a knight on a white charger. All 
in all, though, we agreed it wasn't a bad 
outcome. 

The immensity of our personal strug
gles to come to our senses should be 
more than enough for any people to 
experience in a lifetime. But we also have 
had to learn that we do not exist in a 
vacuum. 

Ten years ago a group of people met at 
the first Symposium here in Maine. I've 
talked to some of them and have listened 
to their stories about the fear and appre
hension many of them felt at that first 
gathering. I certainly remember the same 
sensations when I went to my first gay 
meetings. 

Those emotions passed for a while and 
a sense of exhilaration took over. Our 
coming out as a group-a communal 
coming to our senses-seemed the vic
tory in and of itself. 
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We've learned that the world was not 
satisfied . It would not accept its defeat in 
its attempts to wreak havoc on our souls. 
It went on to do its ravaging on our lives. 

The examples of the struggles we faced 
ranged from the intimately devastating to 
the publicly lethal. 

Lesbian mothers wer denied their 
children. Gay men were denied their 
careers. Families rejected their offspring. 
Communities exiled their citizens. 

While we would love to luxuriate in our 
new found self-accepta nce, our new 
communal bonds are too clear to us to 
allow us to ignore a basic fact: the hatred 
directed at gay peopl e anywhere is 
directed at us ourselves as well. Just as we 
learned to hate gay peopl e when we were 
closeted, so did we have to learn to love 
them when we came to our senses. We 
had to acknowledge their struggles as our 
own battles, their defeats as our own van
quishment. When a gay politician in San 
Francisco is assassinated, it is an act of 
violence against all of us. When a 
machine gun is fired into a bar in New 
York City, we are all the in tended victims. 

We don ' t have to leave Maine to find 
that violence. It's right here . It's on the 
beaches of Ogunquit and on the streets of 
Portland. All we have to d o is listen to the 
members of the State House of Represen
tatives when they liken our morality to 
that of barnyard anima ls while they 
debate a bill to grant us minimal civil 
rights and we know that the acts of vio
lence are not random events. They are 
part and parcel of a pervasive hatred. A 
hatred directed at us. 

While we hoped for happiness, we 
instead find ourselves forced to be 
defiant and always on alert . We have been 
compelled to take as heroes people who 
fought police at Stonew all and who 
marched on City Hall in San Francisco. 

Anyone who has fough t our personal 
struggle would understandably like to 
bask in an individuality th at we have only 
now begun to savor. 

We can ' t. 
We can ' t because the world will not 

allow us the extravagance of a peaceful 
existence. We have been obliged to learn 
the full meaning of Hannah Arendt's 
words: 

If you are attacked as a Jew, you 
have got to fight back as a jew. You 
cannot say, " Excuse m , I am not a 
Jew, I am a human bei ng." 

We have not chosen to li ve our lives this 
way. We don ' t want to listen to the Right 
Wing describe us as animals. We don ' t 
want to wonder if the merchants of 
Ogunquit are talking about us when they 
say they don 't want ' that kind ' in their 
precious village. We don' t want to have to 
constantly examine every candidate for 
every office to make sure we aren't elect
ing officials who think we 're slime. 

But we must. We must, because it is a 
question of our survival and because our 
victories are too new and too fragile. We 
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must, because we cannot escape our con
nection with one another. Just as we have 
taken self-hatred and worked our magical 
alchemy to produce pride, so have we 
taken society's shunning of us as a group 
and transformed a hated population into 
a valued community. 

It is vital that we all understand what has 
gone on in the past ten years. It 's impor
tant that we understand our history and 
the context of our lives. It is even more 
essential today than a year ago. It is essen
tial , because gay men are now facing a 
crisis of such proportions that we just may 
lose everything we have gained in the last 
decade. There is a new havoc being 
wrought on our souls and on our lives and 
we have got to face it squarely and intelli
gently and courageously. 

The mysterious and frightening epi
demic labeled AIDS is spreading an 
unprecedented panic across the country. 
It is making us scared of one another, 
suspicious of one another and it is leading 
us to make unforgivable judgments on 
one another. 

AIDS is horrifying. Whatever you 've 
heard about the disease, let me tell you 
this: it's worse. However confused you 
are about its origins, let me tell you this: 
the medical community knows nothing 
about it. 

The only relevant fact about AI OS is 
this: gay men-for some unknown 
reason-are the most likely victims. 

In their excitement and their well
founded need to alert all of us to the 
danger of AIDS the media and most of the 
gay leadership and medical establishment 
have all spoken to us with great agitation . 
They thought they had to scare the beje
sus out of us to make us pay attention. 
They 've done their job well. I don 't know 
a single gay man who isn't aware of and 
actively concerned by this epidemic. 

I don ' t intend to deal with the medical 
aspects of AI OS. Information is available 
elsewhere. I will tell you that you are fools 
if you don't educate yourselves about the 
disease. 

Instead, I want to bring into balance a 
part of the effects of AI OS that's too often 
left out. I want to talk about the victims 
and how we treat them. 

I want you to know that I cannot speak 
dispassionately about this subject. I've 
just returned from New York where I 
spent time with a former lover who was 
diagnosed as having AIDS a year ago. I am 
emotionally concerned for him and 
about the way the gay community and the 
medical establishment are responding to 
him. 

In our panicked response to AIDS we 
have been all too quick to blame the vic
tim for his disease. We want him to have 
done something wrong to deserve what's 
happened to him and to convince our
selves that it couldn't happen to us. We've 
also become desperate to find cause and 
effect at work in the face of the irrational
ity of AIDS. But there is no one single 

statement anyone can make about AIDS 
that will stand up as a truth. 

Do you think all AIDS victims were 
wildly promiscuous? You ' re wrong. 

Do you think they all used drugs? 
You're wrong. 

Do you think they all live in New York 
and San Francisco? You ' re wrong. 

Do you think they were already 
unhealthy? You ' re wrong. 

Do you think you are invulnerable 
because you aren ' t like them-whatever 
that means. You are very, very wrong. 

Because many people do believe these 
easy generalizations there has been an 
obscene undercurrent of thought that 
the victims somehow are the cause of 
their own illness. No one deserves a prob
ably terminal disease. No one seeks out 
an infection that might lead to a particu
larly virulent cancer . 

It 's true that most of the information 
available to us now is aimed at showing us 
how our lifestyles might increase our sus
ceptibility to AIDS. We are told what not 
to do, or what to stop doing, or what to 
cut back on. All the wording makes it 
sound as though anyone who does con
tract AIDS has asked for it. This certainly 
isn ' t true of the men who are suffering the 
disease now. They hadn ' t this information 
years ago when they became infected. 

People like Billy, my friend , lived their 
lives as best they could. They attempted as 
much integrity and-granted
enjoyment as they thought possible. Now 
they have AI OS. In our fear we want to 
deny their suffering. In the reportage that 
is given us by the media-gay and 
straight-we are usually told about their 
plight in the most academic and dis
tanced terms. I want to personalize that 
for you and tell you just what 's happening 
to Billy . He's actually quite lucky; he has 
not contracted one of the eighteen differ
ent opportunistic diseases which receive 
so much publicity . Rather, Billy is living 
with.out any protection at all against any 
infection he might encounter. What is he 
going through? 

Billy 's temperature has not dropped 
below 100 degrees in over a year. 

He cannot go past 2:00pm-on a good 
day-without needing to sleep because 
of his exhaustion . 

A simple common cold will force him 
to stay flat on his back for two weeks. 

Billy has been defiantly self-sufficient 
since his 17th birthday. Now, at age 31, he 
hasn ' t the energy to work, nor can he 
keep any coherent schedule because of 
the omnipresent possibility of becoming 
sick. Once a successful commercial artist, 
he now survives on welfare in New York 
City. 

When he wakes, the first thing he has to 
do is to check all his body surfaces look
ing for topical infections. Any one of 
them might represent a terminal disease. 

Billy has to face every day filled with this 
reality of death. There 's no way he can 
avoid it. He belongs to an AI OS support 



group. Ten or so men gather together 
regularly to talk and to nurutre one 
another. In one week-one week-one 
member of Billy 's support group died and 
three others were hospita lized. 

Yet when I talked to hi m Billy looked 
me in the eye and told me: " I have 
decided to live." He has decided to fight. 

What has anyone done to help him? 
His friends, many of them, have 

deserted him. They are fr ightened of his 
disease and refuse to stay close to anyone 
whose death may be so imminent. 

Gay groups have raised money for 
research about AIDS, but there is no fund , 
not even in New York , to help him with 
his day to day survival. 

Only recently have any real numbers of 
gay men in the city been w illing to go to 
the victims' houses and help them with 
the most elemental chores that they often 
can not perform themselves. 

I want you to know what it's like to have 
AIDS and to listen to the medical 
establishment: 

When Billy first recovered from the 
shock of hearing his diagnosis he decided 
to educate himself as much as he could . 
He went to a panel discussion where the 
first speaker gleefully described the 
research opportunities that AIDS pres
ented as a "great moment for science." 
Imagine yourself sitting i an audience 
knowing you have a probably terminal 
disease and imagine heari g it described 
as a great moment for science. 

One major problem wi t h the medical 
response to AIDS is the quickness with 
which many people are m isdiagnosed. At 
one point Billy was told , incorrectly, that 
he had Karposi 's Sarcoma, a particularly 
ugly cancer which kills its victims. After 
the doctor told him he had two months to 
live, the only comfort the doctor could 
give was to tell Billy he did n' t have to pay 
for that office visit. 

What Billy wanted during all this was 
someone to hold him- j ust once in a 
while. He wanted some physical contact . 
But whenever he told so meone he had 
AIDS, or when he went to most of his 
friends who already knew, he was almost 
always shunned by them. In our ignor
ance we have lost our senses. In our fear 
we are losing the ability to remember that 
we have become a comm unity that needs 
to care for its members. O ur panic is leav
ing our most vulnerable members iso
lated and alone. 

It goes on. It gets so bad that Billy can 
only laugh when he descri bes some of the 
ways people react to him. 

But after a certain poi nt, no one can 
laugh . Medical professionals hate to dis
cover the limits of their omniscience. 
They cannot understand A IDS and it terri
fies them. Many gay activi sts are horrified 
by the spectre of a dis ase spreading 
through the community . Some doctors 
and some gay men are ca ll ing for forced 
isolation of all gay men exhibiting symp
toms of AIDS. If you want to be nice, you 

call these leper colonies. If you want to be 
real, you call them concentration camps. 

While men like Billy have to face a daily 
fight for their lives, they are also forced to 
react continually to the ignorance of the 
world around them. While they should be 
cared for by us, they have to watch and 
weigh our words to make sure that we are 
not going to abandon them utterly. That 
must stop. 

We have every right and every obliga
tion to examine every opportunity to 
combat this disease. We have no right to 
desert the men who have already con
tracted it . We have every obligation to 
demand that they get the best care, the 
most human convalescence and that they 
are treated with complete dignity. If we 
let ourselves or the medical establish
ment treat these men as though they are 
lepers w ith ' bad blood', then we are 
accepting a heinous definition of our
selves. Just as we could not allow the psy
chiatric establishment rule us 'sick', so 
can we not allow anyone to tell us that 
these men deserve their fate. 

All the activities that you hear about 
have a very real and important place in 
the fight that's going on against AIDS. But 
I see some of them a little differently than 
you might. I want to tell you how I view 
them : 

It is vital that we educate ourselves 
about AIDS. But usually the education is 
directed at telling you how to avoid it, 
even though no one knows any fool
proof way to do so. I want you to be 
educated, because I want each of us to 
have worked through the shit and fear 
before we have to deal with a friend or 
neighbor or lover when he comes down 
with the disease. The chances of there 
never being any native cases of AIDS in 
some states are rapidly becoming nil. We 
are not dealing with a question of " if"; we 
are dealing with a question of "when". 
And when it happens that some man in 
our community is diagnosed as having 
AIDS, I don't want that person to be 
treated as a leper, I do not want him to be 
shunted aside and ignored and feared by 
the rest of us. I want us to react to him in 
the best way we can. I want us to have 
already come to our senses about this dis
ease and be able to respond as a compas
sionate community. 

We do need to promote AIDS research . 
There is not a single question in my mind 
that we must do everything possible to 
find a cure. But every time you give to this 
cause I want you to ask why it 's our 
burden to pay this cost. A short while ago 
I picked up a newspaper and read that the 
federal government had allocated less 
that $250,000 for AIDS research. That 
same day President Reagan requested an 
additional $110 million to fight a war in 
Central America.* How dare the govern
ment price our lives so cheaply! And how 
dare you let them! There is no excuse for 

*Figures are as of May 1983. 

any gay person not to write to every Sena
tor and Member of the House and 
demand emergency funding for this 
crisis. 

And before you talk about research , I 
want you to remember the human dimen
sions of this tragedy. The victims, most of 
whom were effective, hard-working, self
accepting gay men, now are paupers, 
dependent on Medicaid and welfare. We 
must care for them somehow. 

Denying our connection with people 
who are facing death because of our own 
fear would make a mockery of our 
attempt at a communal existence. If we 
can stand up and declare ourselves proud 
to be gay, we must also show some sub
stance in our gayness. Our lives have 
been testaments that we will not allow the 
world to trivialize us. We have insisted 
that being gay is more than a sexual act. 
We have demanded that the world- and 
we ourselves- see it as a way of being, of 
relating, of loving. Now, faced with a 
monumental crisis, we are being chal
lenged as we've never been challenged 
before. We have to respond with righte
ous anger, careful caution, thorough 
preparation and, above all, with complete 
compassion . 

We must be angry at the medical estab
lishment that would reduce the suffering 
of gay men to an opportunity for exotic 
research. We are not curiosities. We are 
people who need dramatic response to a 
serious health crisis . 

We must be angry at the political estab
lishment that would try to buy off our 
health needs with token grants. 

We must be cautious that we don 't 
panic. We have to remember that we are 
facing an incomprehensible disease and 
we must not go off believing every 
untested theory or improbable hypothe
sis . We must be guarded against those 
people- gay or straight- who overtly or 
covertly suggest that this or any other dis
ease is the appropriate result of our being 
gay. 

We must prepare ourselves with as 
much knowledge as we can about AIDS 
and we must insist that our public health 
agencies, our government and our doc
tors and hospitals prepare themselves for 
the possibility of the disease showing up 
anywhere. 

And we must be compassionate. Men 
who are sitting in this room or who will be 
sunning on a beach with you , men who 'll 
stand beside you in a bar or dance with 
you may become victims. So might you , 
yourself. Your friends. Your lovers. Your 
brothers. When that happens these men 
are going to experience a havoc wrought 
on their souls unlike anything they have 
yet known. They are going to need your 
support and your caring. 

They do not need your fear, your ignor
ance, your panic. 

Billy looked me in the eye and told me 
he had decided to live. No one should 
have to fight that battle alone. 0 
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DON'T JUST SIT THERE. • • 

There are two fundam ental necessities 
in our response to AIDS: educating our
selves and demanding action from the 
government. We must shoulder the 
burden of self-education; i t is the respon
sibility of th e government to pro vide (h e 
money and direction ne ded to find a 
cure for AIDS, KS, and other STD's (Sexu
ally Transmitted Diseases). The federal 
government exists at our pleasure and is 
funded by our tax money; those two facts 
should not be forgotten . 

EDUCATE YOURSELF ... 
There currently are a nu mber of foun

dations and local projects that have 
focused on educating the public about 
AIDS or providing medical referrals . This 
is only a partial listing of o rganizations in 
larger cities (where the number of cases 
of AIDS is higher) . Beyond these, it might 
be possible to locate other groups by cal
ling local gay hotlines or gay health 
clinics. 
National Coalition of Gay STD Services, 
Box 239, Milwaukee, WI 53201 . Publishes 
Guidelines for Healthful Gay Sex Activ
Ity and a newsletter on STD projects and 
information . 
National Gay Health Foundation, Box 
834, Linden Hill , NY 11354. Publishes the 
National Gay Health Directory. 
Center for Disease Control (Center for 
Prevention Services), Technical I nforma
tion Service, 1600 Clifton d., Atlanta , GA 
30333 . The CDC has already published 
several book and booklets on all forms of 
STD's. 
The Shant/ Project, 890 Hayes Street, San 
Francisco, CA 94117. Th is is the model 
support project for AIDS victims and their 
loved ones. They provide free services on 
a wide variety of counseli ng, housing and 
special needs. (415) 558-9644. 
AIDS/KS Research & Education Foun
dation, 470 Castro Stree t, No. 207, Box 
3360, San Francisco, CA 94114. This organ
ization, while based in and dealing prim
arily with Northern C lifornia, has a 
national hotline that can refer callers to 
information sources and clinics in their 
local area. The number is (415) 864-4376. 
The Foundation does medical referrals as 
well as provide printed information on 
AIDS, KS, and special brochures on symp
toms that are not AI DS/KS-related. 
National Gay Task Force, 80 Fifth 
Avenue, Suite 1601 , New York, NY 10011. 
The NGTF has a national A IDS/ KS hotline 
with information and referrals . The 
number is (800) 221-7044 . 
National VD Hotline, (800) 227-8922, pro
vides referrals to local treatment centers 
for STD's. 
Gay Men's Health Crisis, Box 274, 132 
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West 24th Street, New York, NY 10011 . 
The Health Crisis has a hotline for local 
information and referrals. The number is 
(212) 685-4952. 
Gay Men's Health Project, 74 Grove 
Street, Room 2RW, New York , NY 10014. 
The Health Project provides information 
and referral services. The number is (212) 
691-6969. 
KS Committee of Houston, Box 1155, 
3317 Montrose, Houston, TX 77006 . This is 
an information and referral service. The 
number is (713) 666-8251. 

KNOW AIDS SYMPTOMS ... 
There are ten basic AIDS symptoms that 

occur in combinations in potential AIDS 
cases. The individual symptoms them
selves could , if only one occurs, be the 
result of a completely unrelated disease. 
It is when multiple symptoms occur that 
the patient should become concerned 
about the possibility of AIDS. 
Fever : A persistent fever of over 100° that 
las ts for weeks without explanation may 
be an AIDS symptom. 
W eight Loss : Unexpected and fairly rapid 
weight loss of more than 10'Yo of an indi
vidual 's total body weight may be an AIDS 
sy mptom. 
Lymph-Node Swelling : Swelling of the 
lymph nodes in areas other than the groin 
(ears, neck, under the chin , collarbone, 
armpits, elbow) that persists and seems to 
occur in a healthy body may be an AIDS 
symptom . 
Fatigue : It has been noted that AIDS vic
tims develop persistent, severe fatigue. 
Diarrhea: When diarrhea lasts for more 
than a week, it is extremely advisable that 
one see a doctor. 
Dry Cough/ Shortness of Breath: A cough 
that does not produce any mucous dis
charge and shortness of breath during 
ordinary daily movements can be signs of 
pneumocystis, connected to AIDS. 
Oral Thrush : A white material that devel
ops inside the mouth, with the consis
tancy of cottage cheese, and that can 
easily be scraped off, may be the yeast 
infection Candida albicans, a symptom of 
AIDS, If the infection spreads down the 
throat, it causes pain during swallowing. 
Skin Les io ns: The very visible lesions 
commonly referred to as KS are varied ; 
usually painless purplish-brown spots 
that can turn up anywhere on the body. 
AIDS victims also develop painful herpes 
ulcers, usually on the mouth or rectum. 
Night Sweats: AIDS victims develop 
severe night sweats, which on their own 
are a classic TB symptom. 
Neurological Disorders: Problems with 
the nervous system have turned up in 
AIDS victims, including severe depres-

sions, memory loss, seizures, and 
hallucinations. 

All of these individual symptoms can be 
the result of some other infection or dis
ease; but, rather than assume that as the 
case, it is advisable to consult a doctor 
over any of these symptoms. A trip to a 
local public health clinic can make all the 
difference if you do not have a private 
doctor. However, the relationship of the 
symptom to the possibility of AIDS can 
only be determined if the doctor doing 
the diagnosis is considering AIDS when 
looking at your particular symptoms. 
Bring it up to the doctor by saying, "I have 
a physical disorder that is know to be a 
possible AIDS symptom." Silence leads to 
ignorance. 

DON'T JUST SIT THERE ... 
All of the organizations listed above, 

except for the Center for Disease Control , 
exist on private donations for the most 
part. It is not your responsibility to pro
vide the money for medical research . You 
already are, through taxation , but AIDS is 
particular to the gay men 's community 
and it is your responsibility to yourself to 
help these organizations in their work. If 
yo,u use any of these services, even to 
sol icit information , consider some form 
of donation, a couple dollars-or even 
put in some time and energy in a local 
project connected with AIDS education 
and support services. If every gay man in 
the country sent one dollar to just one 
organization, then that particular group 
would not have to spend three-fourths of 
its time trying to raise money to continue 
operating. Think what that would mean if 
every gay man sent one dollar to each of 
the organizations listed here. 

DO SOMETHING ... 
The burden of responsibility for finding 

a cure for AIDS and KS and all STD's rests 
with the federal government. This is the 
very medical health threat that federal 
government, and only it, can properly 
research and eradicate. And it is towards 
such ends that the federal government 
was created, to deal with issues that affect 
the entire population. It becomes too 
easy to think that Washington DC is some 
sort of corporate entity that has no 
responsibility to anything other than the 
whims of whoever is currently heading it. 
But that is simply not the case; and there 
are some things you can do to insure that 
the federal government remembers its 
role . 

You can start by sending a note to the 
President stating that you will not tolerate 
the apathy of the federal government to 
the AIDS crisis . In a year when Mr. Reagan 



has allocated billions of your tax dollars to 
the MX missile (another health crisis, but 
an invited one) and to su pplying arms for 
the military dictatorships in Latin Amer
ica, very little money is being directed 
towards finding the cause and a cure for 
AIDS. More money was spent, imme
diately, on Legionnaires' D isease than has 
been spent on AIDS since 1980. Yet A IDS 
has claimed more fatali t ies than both 
Legionnaires' Disease an d Toxic Shock 
Syndrome combined . And the sobering 
truth is that 75% of those people diag
nosed before 1982 with A IDS have died . 
Mortal ity predictions by the CDC for gay 
men with A IDS, currently, is 51 %. * And, 

•jeanne Kass ler, M.D.; Gay Me n's Hea lth (Harper & 
Row, Publishers; 1983). Ava ilable in bot h hardcover as 
well as paperback edit ions, th is is the sanest book on 
STD's and AIDS ava ilable to th e genera l reader. 
Highly recom mended. 

PHONE SEX 
I ~~~INTERNATIONAL 

(213) 934-4 482 
ALL MAJOR CRED IT CARDS 

now that cases of A IDS are turning up in 
non-gay men and heterosexual women, 
this disease stands a very good chance of 
becoming a major international killer . 

The address of the President is : 
President Ronald Reagan 

1600 Pennsylvania Avenue 
Washington, DC 20500 

You can also write a post card to the 
Senators from your state, regardless of 
political party, and the members of the 
House of Representatives from your area. 
The same message : you will not tolerate 
the continued apathy towards the AIDS 
cris is. You might remind them that the 
people give power and the people take it 
away. 

You can go further . Some mayors have 
responded to the AIDS crisis by allocating 
local funds for the AIDS education and 

San Francisco and New York, two cities 
with large numbers of A IDS victims. AIDS 
has appeared in a growing number of 
medium-sized cities as well , and you can 
demand that your mayor earmark funds 
for AIDS services and education, that 
some provisions be made in the event 
that local AIDS victims need housing or 
special care facilities. A l l too often AIDS 
victims have been thrown out of their 
apartments by landlords or even room
mates. And , of course, A IDS victims lose 
their income. 

The most important thing to remember 
is that you are not requesting, or begging, 
o r petitioning the government to become 
immediately and actively involved in the 
AIDS crisis : it is your right. 

support services. This has occured in both:...•-.. 
.. . AND STAY HEALTHY! 

0 

65 W. IlliNOIS ST.· CHICAGO. ILL. 
(312) 644-6029 

736 Ponce Deleon N.E. Ave. 
Atlanta, Georgia 
{404) 872-0209 
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DRUMMERCROSTIC 

How to Solve: Answer the clues lettered A toT, entering the 
answers onto the numbered dashes. Then transfer the letters on 
the dashes to the squares with corresponding numbers in the 
grid. When completed, the grid will contain a quotation, read-

by Joel Hess 

ing from left to right and top to bottom. Black squares indicate 
separations between words. The initial letters of the words in the 
word list will spell out the author and the source of the quota
tion, reading down the list. (Solution on page 52) 

CLUES 

A. Residences connected by 
common walls (2 wds. ) 

B. Super queen? 

C. Heavenly 

D. Greets; salutes 

E. Cole Porter tune for a 
masochist? (3 wds.) 

F.Credulous 

G. Condition resulting 
from exposure to high 
temperatures 

H. Increases, e.g. in 
hostilities 

I. Former Superman (2 wds.) 

). Detestable; hateful 
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83 37 100 159 57 132 26 97 61 

128 53 120 146 68 180 19 

75 174 24 103 9 172 41 115 178 

59i45 8126 150 

46 84 138 5 29 137 15 154 156 80 104 

166 88 63 108 40 117 43 144 

so 92 170 64 28 118 45 12 123 177 

47 151 49 99 33 163 72 95 113 81 157 

124 56 141 96 20 122 78 3 110 168 71 

160 69 73 10 153 66 133 173 149 

K. Type of photographic 
reproduction 

L. Garments for 
Marion Brando? 

M. Extremely; dreadfully 

N. Clumsy oafs 

0 . Spontaneous acclamations 

21 162 164 52 148 34 125 4 77 136 

11 55 179 35 105 130 2 70 114 152 87 

147 67 58 13 142 38 119 

116 39 7 51 18 30 165 101 

6 36 121 86 60 42 140 94 

P. Indivisible (as an 
atomic particle) 

31 74 82 176 93 14 25 62 139 44 169 127 111 

Q. Son of Odysseus and 
Penelope 

R. Shade-providing 

S. Loss or impairment 
of memory 

T. Kinky activities for 
Mark Spitz? (2 wds.) 

1 76 98 89 17 135 79 167 22 143 

23 112 85 106 161 109 48 

134 32 171 155 91 131 90 16 102 158 107 





THE MAN by C.L. Wright 

He stands there, leanin g against the brick wall, one knee 
raised, arms folded across h is chest, staring out into night. He is 
dressed from head to toe in gleaming leather. And though he is 
standing under a streetlight, I cannot see his face; it is deeply 
shadowed by the motorcycle cap he wears. I stand in the shad
ows and watch him. He is silent and unmoving, like a statue 
carved out of the finest black marble. 

I'd gone out hoping to find such a vision . The men I had seen 
in the bars were actors compared to this. I had said no to so many 
advances that I had almost given up hope of finding anyone. In 
desperation I went to the area of the city known in the back 
rooms as the maze, a colle ction of burnt out and abandoned 
buildings. I had been prowling those dead ends and cui-de-sacs 
for over an hour with no luck and was ready to leave when, out 
of the corner of my eye, I saw him. 

I stand in the shadows and watch him. He has not seen me. A 
slight rain begins to fall. He takes no notice of it . I watch the rain 
run down his leather-encased body. I notice how it makes the 
leather glisten. The only adornment he wears are the steel studs 
that cover both his crotch and the top of his gloves. I want to 
approach him, but I wait a fe w moments more. I can feel the cold 
rain soaking through my clothes. He stands so still. He hasn't 
moved a muscle in all the t ime I've been watching him. Does he 
know I'm here? I've made no noise. The only sounds I can hear 
are the faint ones made by rain hitting the broken pavement and 
the soft one made by my shallow breathing. 

I step out of the shadows and approach him. He makes no 
acknowledgement. I walk closer. I can see his face now. His hair 
is closely cropped and a fu ll mustache curves down each side of 
his hard-planed face . I can not tell if he is looking at me; his eyes 
are covered by mirrored glasses. I am close enough to him now 
to see the rise and fall of his chest as he breathes. I run my eyes 
down his body. He wears nothing under his heavy motorcycle 
jacket. I can see his hard muscled chest and his erect nipples. 

There is a tension in the a ir between us . It feels like the stillness 
you sense just before the approach of a summer storm . I reach 
out and touch him, sliding my ·hand down the front of his chest. I 
feel the coarse fur that cove rs him. I am shocked to feel, despite 
the cold rain that runs down it, his body is warm. I grow bolder 
and reach further. I caress the studded pouch. 

Suddenly his hand flies up and grabs me by the hair. The 
quickness of his movement takes me by surprise. He bends my 
head back, not saying a word. He forces my body against his .. 
Through the worn denim of my jeans I can feel his studded 
crotch dig into my tende r flesh . I start to struggle, but I am 
helpless in his firm grip. He pulls harder and I fall limp against his 
hard body. I reach up and try to break his grip as the pain has 
started to bring tears to my eyes. But just as my hand touches his 
leather covered hand he releases me and I fall to my knees, 
breathless. 

I look up and see he has resumed the position he held when I 
first saw him. Still no sound from his lips . He looks down at me. 
In the dim light I can see my prostrate form reflected back at me. 
I think I see a hint of a smile pass his face. I feel bold again. I move 
my face closer to his studded crotch and prepare to taste the 
leather and steel that cove r him. 

But before I can do th is he moves. He straddles me as he 
presses his ass back against the wet brick wall behind him. I look 
up as he stares down at me, or rather past me at the ground. I 
follow his gaze and see he is looking at his boot. It glistens with 
drops of rain that have beaded up on the highly polished 
leather. I look up at him again but he doesn 't acknowledge my 
questioning glance. My hands start caressing his booted feet. I 
run my hands up and dow n the slick leather and feel his hard calf 
muscles inside them. I kneel down so that his boots are right in 
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front of my face. I tentatively stick my tongue out and run in 
across the toe of one of them, not knowing for sure whether he 
will allow me to do this. All of my other advances have been 
rebuffed. I stop and wait to see if he will react. Nothing. I start 
licking his boots with greater effort. I lick up all the water that 
has fallen on them. It feels refresliingly cool. I caress his boots, 
running my tongue around the sole, tasting the grit lodged 
there. 

I feel something warm splashing on my neck . I look up and see 
that he has uncovered his cock and is pissing on me. I try to catch 
some of it in my mouth. He stops. I look up questioningly. He 
looks down at his boot. I return to licking his boots. He starts 
pissing again. I feel his warm piss soaking my hair, running down 
the sides of my face and onto his boots. I lick up the piss that runs 
down, mixed with the flavor of his leather boots. I lick greedily. 
He is still silent. His indifference and the smell of the boots 
inflames me. I start chewing on the upper parts of his boots, 
grabbing the leather and the flesh beneath them with my teeth. I 
am so engrossed in servicing his boots that I don ' t hear the clank 
of metal against metal until it is too late. 

He grabs one of my arms, painfully forcing it up behind my 
back. Before I can protest, he clamps a handcuff on it. I feel the 
cold metal bite into my tender flesh. I try to rise, wanting to 
protest. He backhands me. Stunned, I feel him clamp the other 
cuff on me. I am now at his mercy . I start to open my mouth but 
stop when he raises his hand, preparing to strike me again. I 
close my mouth and lower my head, surrendering to the fact of 
being bound to and by him. 

I fall to my knees and start lickir1g his boots again , but he kicks 
me away by placing his boot on my shoulder and pushing me 
backwards. I fall back on the wet pavement, looking up in 
puzzlement. I have displeased him. I lie on my back awaiting his 
next move. He raises his black-booted foot and places it securely 
on my chest, painfully pushing me down on my bound arms. The 
heel of his boot grinds into my skin as he raises the sole over my 
face. My tongue eagerly reaches out and tries to lick the bottom, 
but he has placed it beyond my reach . I lift my head as far as I 
can, striving to taste the leather. He teases me by lifting the sole 
of his boot higher, keeping it out of the reach of my tongue. 

He reaches down and grabs the front of my shirt, roughly 
pulling me to my feet. He examines me, turning my face with the 
tip of his finger, first one way and then the other. He stops and 
grasps my chin between his thumb and forefinger, forcing me to 
look into his face. I briefly wonder if I meet his approval. He says · 
nothing, perhaps he's trying to decide what to do with me. 

Through the wet fabric of my shirt, I feel his other hand start to 
play with my nipple . I start to get hard . He stops. Grabbing the 
front of my shirt, he rips it open and exposes my naked flesh. 
Silently, he nods his approval as he starts to play with my nipple 
again. He squeezes it. Waves of pleasure and pain wash over me. 
I close my eyes and go with the feelings . He keeps increasing the 
pressure. I try to pull away, but his firm grip on my chin holds me 
to him. I open my eyes and see myself in his glasses writhing 
from the pain . I start to moan softly. 

He stops squeezing and releases my chin. Perhaps my moan
ing has displeased him . I feel ashamed that I have failed again. I 
lower my head. 

He reaches down with his gloved hand and raises my head 
with the tip of his finger. Relieved , I again look at myself in his 
eyes. 

He places both of his hands on my shoulders and pushes me 
down towards his studded codpiece. I kneel there and gaze at it 
awaiting his instructions. . 

He again runs his hand across my cheek. I feel the warm 
smoothness oft he leather brush against the stubble of my beard. 
I turn my head and kiss the palm of his glove. He closes his hand 



into a fist and places it next to my cheek. I lower my head, sure 
that I have once again displeased him. 

With his other hand he reaches down and unsnaps his 
studded codpiece. He teases me by holding it in place for a 
moment, while he caresses my cheek with his fist. He lets the 
codpiece drop and, for the first time, I see his huge cock stand
ing erect before me. I see drops on the tip of it and lean over to 
taste them. I touch the tip of my tongue to his pisshole. He tastes 
of cum and piss. The hot male aroma from his crotch arouses me. 
I feel my own cock straining against my jeans, begging to be 
freed. He must have sensed this as he raises one foot and plants it 
firmly on my crotch, pressing my cock down. 

I go further and take the head of his cock into my mouth. 
Gently, I run my tongue around the head, savoring every bit of 
it. He still makes no sound I do not know if he is pleased or not. 
He stands there as I go down on him, still caressing my cheek 
with his black gloved fist. 

I take all of him into my mouth. He grabs my head and forces 
himself further down my throat. I gag. He ignores it and thrusts 
again. I try to pull back, afraid I may not be able to handle all of 
him, but just as afraid that e'll be displeased by my not doing so 
and pull out. I swallow, taking all of him into my throat. He 
grasps my head tighter and rapes my mouth. I relax. I accept the 
brutal manhandling of my body. I look forward to receiving his 
load. I feel the energy cou rsing through his body as he fucks my 
face. I feel he is about to come. 

He pulls out. I reach blindly with my mouth, trying to bring his 
cock back inside me. He slaps me away. Is this a game, denying 
what I want most? I collapse on the ground, ablaze with fury . I lie 
there and wait to see what happens. 

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a bandanna . He grabs 
me roughly by the hair and forces it into my mouth. I try to spit it 
out but he slaps me into submission. He takes a leather strap and 
fastens it around my head, preventing me from using my tongue 
to push the bandanna out. I look up at him, eyes with attentive
ness. He pulls another bandanna out of his pocket and pours 
something on it. I smell the acrid odor of poppers. He presses it 
against my nose. I feel a warm rush pass over me. I feel light, 

LUST by Jared Scott 

"jesus Christ!" the owner of the anonymous ass cried out as I 
shoved my fat cock deeply quickly home. The metal ring which 
was pierced through my cockhead slid easily over his smooth 
interior ass flesh. He had seen it before he took me on; it was his 
problem, not mine. Every time I felt the peculiar sensations of 
that ring shifting around on the end of my prick, I gritted my 
teeth, remembering how I'd acquired it, reasserting my desire 
for vengeance. 

The MG hit a hole hidden in the grass, nearly throwing me 
out. I'd driven off the path and was cruising slowly across the 
open areas of the huge riverfront park, looking for a place 
where I could catch some rays in private. 

Something flesh colored appeared through the trees as I 
carefully steered the car. A parting in the trees revealed a man 
lying on a blanket near the water in a fairly secluded clearing. I'd 
been watching him when my right tire fell into the hole. 

I stopped the car and looked around. What the fuck, I 
thought, this place is as good as any other, although at that time I 
wasn't too pleased to have a neighbor quite so close. This was 
supposed to be my day in the sun. Each spring I endured the 
agony of lying in the sun for a few days to darken my skin just 
enough so people at the baths, or wherever, could see the 
outline of my bikini. I've always been turned on by those out
lines, I guess because they seem to focus attention on all the 
good parts. So what the hell, if it turned me on to other guys, it 
should turn other guys on to me. 

empty, as if I could float away. 
He undoes my belt, opens my fly, roughly pulls my pants to my 

knees. He flips me over my stomach. I feel the wet cold pave
ment pressing against my chest. I feel something warm running 
down one side of my chest. I twist around to see. It's blood. I 
must've landed on a piece of broken glass or something. 

Again he covers my nose with the popper-saturated ban
danna. I feel the weight of his body on mine. I feel his cock 
pressing against my manhole. I feel him forcing his way in. I feel 
him fucking me. I try to scream but the gag prevents me. He 
gives me another whiff of the bandanna as I rise higher and 
higher on the sensations his cock gives me. I feel the tempo of . 
his fucking increase. I know he is about to come. I feel as if I were 
leaving my body. I feel hot jets of come shoot up inside me. My 
ass is being filled with his fuck juice. I tighten the muscles of my 
ass, milking every last drop out of him. I feel the cold drops of 
rain burn as they hit my inflamed flesh . I hear his roar with 
pleasure as he continues to fuck my ass. I feel lightheaded. 

I . .. 
I wake up. I am still lying in the cold pavement with my pants 

down. The rain is still falling. I try to raise my head. He is gone; so 
are the cuffs. I look at my wrists and see the bruises they have left 
on my skin. I look around again; I see no one. Groggily I get to 
my feet and look down at my body. In the dark I can't see 
anything. I walk over to where he stood under the streetlight. I 
examine myself. The marks I bear, along with the warm ache I 
have in my ass, are the only things I have to know for sure he was 
even here. I pull my pants up and tuck the tatters of my shirt into 
them. I look over towards the end of the alley from where I first 
saw him. I see something lying on the ground. I walk overto it. It 
is a glove. I'm sure it's one of his. I painfully bend over and pick it 
up. I look up and see him. I walk closer and stop in shock. On the 
wall there is a poster advertising a leatherman contest at one of 
the bars. It's him. He leans against a brick wall , one knee up, 
arms folded across his chest, just as I first saw him. But the man 
on the poster wears only one glove. I look at the glove in my 
hand. They match. I look up at the face of the man in the poster. 
He smiles. 

I dragged my blanket out of the trunk and found my own small 
clearing, hidden from passersby by trees and the car. I glanced 
over to my neighbor, barely visible through a row of trees 
separating our sites. 

After spreading the blanket, I stripped off my clothes until alii 
wore was the skimpy bikini I'd sent away for a few years earlier. It 
was tiny and it was made of soft cotton, sort of like teeshirt cloth, 
and it showed me off quite well. 

I lay down on my stomach at first, feeling the heat of the sun 
soak into my skin, wishing there were an easier way to do this so I 
could get the fuck home. I raised my head and rested it on my 
folded arms and caught another glance of the flesh just through 
the trees. I was becoming intrigued, wondering if maybe I 
should go over and strike up a meeting. The park wasn't a 
hang-out for the people who most interested me, so the guy 
probably was a raving hetero. Still ... 

After an hour I turned over, sweat now pouring off my body. I 
closed my eyes to the glare of the overhead sun, scratched my 
balls through the thin fabric, and promptly went to sleep. I don't 
know how long I slept, not long probably, because when I 
awoke with a start the sun was still overhead . 

What had startled me was a nearby sound, or perhaps the 
sense of a presence. I sat up quickly to face the guy who had 
been in the clearing next to mine. He was kneeling on folded 
feet, staring inquisitively at me. I almost creamed. 

Because of the distance when I'd first seen him, I hadn't been 
able to make out much, now though ... shit! He was beautiful. I 
wish that said it all because I'm not great at describing people. 
Medium length blond hair, bright blue eyes, angular and hand-

DRUMMER27 



some face and a body that either he or nature had worked on 
overtime. He wasn ' t real muscular, just solidly defined. Now that 
I was sitting, our eyes were le vel with each other. I washed mine 
up and down his smooth, dark, tight skin drinking in what I saw 
as quickly as I could, sure he 'd get up and leave any second . 

His suit was similar to mi e in cut. .. that is, tiny ... but the 
fabric was thin nylon and it left nothing to the imaginaton. He 
had a basket on him that made me do a double-take, and that 
takes some doing. His long, fat cock was perfectly outlined by 
the thin cloth and he wore it sideways so it snaked from his groin 
around toward his cavernous asscheek. His balls, alone, filled 
the pouch of the suit to ove rflowing. 

My own equipment respo nded to the call and, as I sat before 
him, the pliant fabric of my suit did nothing to hide my interest, 
but at that point I didn 't give a shit. 

" You startled me," I said , continuing to give him the once
over. 

He said nothing, but co ntinued staring at me with sort of a 
perplexed expression on his face, as if he didn' t understand me 
or didn 't understand something. Weird. 

Then, slowly, he reached out his arm and touched my chest 
with his hand, slowly, casua lly rubbing his strong hand across my 
chest. Adrenalin shot through me. 

"Yeah , you're right," I said. "Who needs talk?" I leaned back, 
allowing him to continue e xploring my torso. He reached his 
other hand forward and began running a finger across my face as 
if he was tracing it in his mi nd: still the same strange expression 
on his face. His finger fou nd my lips and gently forced them 
apart and probed my mouth. I sucked on the digit hungrily, my 
hard-on now threatening to tear through the suit. I noticed that 
hi s own monster hadn 't changed its expression ; but then maybe 
it was one of those cocks w ich don ' t change their appearance 
that mu ch, soft or hard. 

He forced another finge r into my mouth and watched with 
interest as I sucked on both of them. 

Then , abruptly, both hands were laid on my shoulders and he 
began a gentle exploration down my chest with both hands, 
outlining my tit's and the co ntour of my pees . He encircled my 
biceps with his hands, then finally began feeling my abdomen. 

I was going wild. His hand wandered lower until he found the 
thin line of crotch hair emerging above the waist of the suit . He 
felt the wiry hair delicately, as if he were touching a flower. Then 
he slipped both hands unde r the suit and wrapped one around 
my throbbing shaft . 

"Hold it!" I said , jumping back, and looking around at the 
same time. " I love what you're doing, but we gotta find some 
place else. Too many people ... too many cops." 

He rose then, effortlessly on beautifully defined legs, and 
turned, his twin asscheeks aimed breathtakingly my way, and 
proceeded to walk back toward his own niche in the park. 
Needless to say, I was confused. I rose to follow, not caring that 
my cock was jutting out be fore me covered in what had now 
become a tent with the center pole threatening to break 
through any second. 

" Hey! " I called after him as I followed him. " I didn't mean to 
piss you off, you know, but a few precautions don't hurt any- ' 
thing. We' ll find a place." 

He ignored me and contin ued walking. I caught up with him, 
noticing that he stood an inch or so taller than me. He didn't 
seem to notice that I was next to him, but continued walking 
purposefully toward his blanket. 

Ignoring me completely, e lay on his back on his blanket, his 
beautiful body glistening in the bright sunlight, his lips slightly 
parted, revealing perfect teeth. He looked up at me as I stood 
over him and , staring into my eyes, casually reached his hands 
down to his suit and, raising his ass, pulled them completely off, 
tossing them off the blanket. 

My mouth dropped ope n, I' m sure. Freed, the cock was even 
more impressive than it had been when it was thinly veiled. His 
balls didn't hang between his thighs, they lay on the blanket 
between them! He was wea ring a gold metal cock ring and a gold 
ring through his cockhead, emerging out either side as if his 
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shaft were a hitching post. He reached down and grabbed his 
balls; with his eyes on mine, he began twisting the ample sac 
over and over until the huge nuts looked like two lemons in a 
bag. 

I' m not usually at a loss for what to do, but I was then. I looked 
around nervously expecting to see the park cops headed our 
way with a bevy of outraged citizens right behind them; but 
miraculously there was no one in sight . I sank to my knees and 
slowly began running my own hands across his own smooth, 
hard flesh , stopping at each nipple to pay them their due. He 
moaned as I squeezed and massaged each sensitive, dark tit until 
he squirmed beneath me. His freakish cock, looking too big for 
much other than admiring, rose ponderously, powerfully, until 
it lay rigidly on his abdomen, its strange ring giving it the appear
ance that it had somehow freed itselffrom something ... that it 
was now free, but had once been captive. 

I allowed one hand to continue working over his tits as he 
moaned and writhed under me. I lowered my other hand until it 
found the massive shaft. I palmed it, hefting it, trying to convince 
myself it was truly as big as it looked, that it wasn 't an illusion. I 
carefully fingered the ring, then slipped a finger through it and 
pulled outward; the massive organ rose off his stomach and I 
suddenly had a feeling of absolute power over him and his 
manhood . 

He conti,nued squirming under me, even as I played with his 
cock, tugging on the ring. I reached down and cupped his heavy 
rocks, squeezing and massaging them in an attempt to compre
hend their size. By this time I'd completely forgotten where we 
were and I quickly slipped off my own suit to free my pent-up 
equipment. 

My cock sprang up and slapped against my stomach. As if the 
sound of the slap were a signal, he sat up then knelt before me, 
his face buried in my lap. Expertly he began wash~ng my cock 
with his tongue until I thought I'd go nuts. Then carefully he 
took the cockhead into his mouth and maddeningly, slowly, 
pushed his face down on my own not-so-small shaft until , with 
one continuous, smooth gulp, he completely took it into his 
mouth and throat. I felt his well-practiced throat muscles begin 
to work squeezing and massaging my flesh deep, while his hands 
were busy with one of my tits and my balls. I couldn 't speak, 
couldn't breathe, my entire being was sitting on the highest high 
I'd ever experienced . 

His throat and cheek muscles continued their work until 
finally, with an unavoidable cry of release, I spewed my juices 
deeply into him. Charge after charge pumped out of my cock 
and into his throat. My body was wracked with spasms of electric 
energy and his mouth remained hooked into me as if he were 
drawing sustenance from my shaft. I looked down to see him 
gulping my jism hungrily and I wondered how he could have 
gone so long without breathing. just then, though, he did 
uncouple and let my still rock-hard prick slide out of his mouth . 

As soon as I was released I fell back onto the grass and lay there 
panting. I' m an expert at coming, or so I'd thought, but for some 
reason this experience was greater than any I'd ever had before. 
As I lay there, the sun glowing redly through my closed eyelids, I 
realized I needed to hire this kid or buy him or steal him or 
something: life wouldn't be the same without his talents . 

I finally opened my eyes: he was gone. 
Shit! I thought to myself, he was a fuckin ' dream . I sat up, 

feeling vulnerable again , buck-assed naked in the clearing. I 
reached for my suit and noticed, some distance away in the 
trees, his familiar naked ass walking away. Forgetting the suit, I 
ran after him. As I entered the woods and began pushing my way 
through the underbrush , trying to avoid thorny branches, I 
discovered , although I may have succeeded in hardening my 
body over the years, my feet were as tender as a baby's. 

I pushed on, keeping an eye on his ass as if it were a. beacon. I , 
must have looked like a fucking fool walking gingerly through 
the scrub-littered woods. I was gaining on him. He was walking 
slowly, purposefully. I noticed that he was carrying a small 
canvas gym bag with him and wondered what he was up to. 

He had stopped near a huge white tree. 



"Whatcha up to?" I called ahead. He turned slowly toward me 
without answering and waited for me, the bag hanging in one 
hand. His face was expressionless as I approached. I finally 
stumbled up next to him into the very small clearing that sur
rounded the huge tree. He set the bag down, unzipped it and 
pulled out a length of raw ide. Again without speaking, he took 
one of my hands and expertly tied one end of the heavy cord 
around it. My cock rose in anticipation of what could be a heavy 
scene. 

For some reason I didn' t feel like saying anything. It was as if 
we were beginning a ritual which shouldn't be disturbed by 
conversation. 

He led me to the base o the tree and pulled the tethered arm 
back around the trunk, walking around it himself. Appearing on 
the other side, he tied my other hand so that I was securely 
fastened. He stooped an tied my ankles together and then to 
the tree as well. Throughout all of this my cock remained in the 
horizontal, although his own monster swung down heavily, 
slapping against his muscular thighs as he moved, the gold rings 
catching the sunlight and reflecting sparks of light around the 
area. 

He reached into the bag and withdrew a cock-gag and casu
ally, surely forced it into my mouth and buckled it. 

He then withdrew a heavy leather cord with a turnbuckle on 
each end. He produced a heavy metal fixture which turned out 
to be a ball harness. He knelt and fastened the device on my 
balls, forcing them into a tight knot. He fastened an identical 
device around his own pendulous sac of nuts. He secured each 
end of the cord onto a ring in each of our harnesses so that we 
were now united by our balls. 

Next he produced an mstrument which looked something 
like pliers. He approache me with it and for the first time I felt 
the whisperings of fear enter my mind. As he approached, as if in 
slow motion, it suddenly occurred to me how strangely he had 
acted throughout the afternoon: his utter silence, his dispas
sionate look, his peculiar and eerie come-on to me. But it was 
too late to think about anything other than the sinister looking 
implement in his hand. 

I felt his hand grasp my still-rigid cock. He was going about his 
task mechanically, never looking me in the eyes. In the next 
instant, pain seared through my cockhead and radiated 
throughout my body. I fe t my knees weaken and my stomach 
turn: I was panicked because I didn't know what he had done 
and I feared the worst. I screamed silently into the gag. 

I finally managed to look down just in time to see him slip a 
gold ring, similar to his, through the holes he had punched in my 
cockhead. His hands were sticky red with blood and blood ran 
down my balls and thighs n thin rivulets. He bent the ring into 
shape then screwed the joining nut fast and walked back to the 
bag. 

My cock, despite its in jury, despite the blood which con
tinued to flow from it, remained perversely erect, the gold ring 
emerging from either side of the cockhead, the joining nut 
hanging low toward the ground. 

I struggled against the bonds which held me, but they had 
been expertlytied.llooked toward him to see him rooting in the 
bag again. This time he pulled out a huge butt plug with a metal 

ring attached to its outside. He lubricated it and knelt before me. 
He unceremoniously shoved my balls to one side and in a 
sudden thrust forced the monster into my tight, unprepared ass. 
I screamed again feeling as if my hole had been torn apart by the 
invasion. 

He returned to the bag, bent over and grunted slightly and I 
saw a steel ring emerge from his own asshole. He reached under 
himself and snapped the end of a leather cord onto the ass ring, 
another onto his cockhead ring and approached me. He fas
tened the appropriate rings onto my built-in fasteners so that we 
were now connected by the ass, balls and cockhead. My knees 
were shaking in anticipation of what he would do next. 

He stood and faced me, his eyes penetrating mine. Then the 
most frightening thing happened: he smiled . He continued 
smiling as he backed away from me. The ten-foot tethers were 
soon drawn up off the ground, stretched painfully between us: 
my newly-damaged cock throbbed. He bent down and placed a 
stick at the place where we stood, then turned and walked back 
to me. 

He faced me, the strange smile still on his lips. 
"So long," he said, almost inaudibly, and turned away. He 

knelt in front of me and took a runner's starting stance after 
gathering the three cords and running them between his legs. 

Like at ton of bricks, his fatalistic intentions became imme
diately apparent to me. I screamed again, pleading with him to 
stop; I don't know if he even heard my muffled pleas because by 
the time I'd started yelling he was half way across the clearing. 

I gritted my teeth awaiting the inevitable, waiting to have my 
cock and balls torn off, to have my asshole ripped out: I knew I 
was about to die and, in that split second, attempted to figure 
out why. 

Through wide open, horror-filled eyes, I saw the cords lift off 
the ground preparatory to jerking tight and destroying both of 
us. 

I admit it, I closed my eyes in that last split second and waited. 
What was so fucking peculiar though, was that my anticipation 
was a mixed one: part of it was terror; the other part was raw lust. 
I was simultaneously scared shitless and more sexually turned on 
than I'd ever been. 

I waited for the snap. 
It never came. 
After an impossibly long time, I opened my eyes. He was 

standing directly in front of me, smiling widely, nearly laughing. 
The vacant look in his face had been replaced by a look of 
intelligence and amusement. 

When he saw the shocked expression in my eyes, he did 
laugh, uproariously, as he went about the process of disconnect
ing our tethers . 

He was still chuckling as he loaded the various gadgets into 
the gym bag and began walking away, leaving me tied to the 
huge white tree. 

I was found later that day by a foul-mouthed old man who 
muttered words like ' pervert ' and 'queer' as he untied me, his 
dog sniffing my ass all the while. 

I'm still looking for the guy. I still wear his ring to remind me of 
that afternoon. I've planned our reunion carefully, down to the 
last. detail. It will be one he'll never forget. 

THE LONG NIGHT by Hank Morgan 

Even an experienced M gets nervous on his way to a new 
Master, and I' m no different. As soon as I receive my orders, the 
butterflies begin churning. On the day I'm directed to present 
myself, they start doing somersaults. 

It had been a long bus ride from San Francisco to the foothills. 
Really only about three hours; but, with my nerves peaking, I 
felt like I'd been on the bus the whole day. The Spider had told 
me to bring only the clothes I was wearing. I had nothing to read, 
nothing to do but think about my orders and wonder if this time 

I might have bitten off more than I could chew. 
I'd answered one of those "Slave Wanted" ads in Drummer. 

The advertiser said he played only for keeps. No limits would be 
accepted. A slave must trust his Master to judge what's best for 
him. Further, once the slave presented himself, he would only 
be able to leave when his Master was tired of him, and that his 
slavery would last for at least a month, maybe longer. 

For me, this was where fantasy would meet reality. And I 
didn't really know which would win. I'd always felt the need to 
become a real slave, under the control of a true Master. 
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Sure, I've been through p enty all-night sessions. And, once in 
a while, if the Master was good, I would agree to stay the 
weekend. But most Masters I had met were really only playing a 
role. In most cases, I, the submissive bottom, took charge. I set 
the limits. I controlled the abuse I was taking. I guided the Top to 
satisfy my needs. And I left when I felt like it. 

I knew that wasn't going to be the case this time. And I 
wondered if I could hack the training and control that the Spider 
had warned me I would suffer. So, when I got off the bus, and 
didn't see the Spider's black van with a silver web on the side, as 
he had described it, I was k nd of relieved. Maybe this guy was 
just a letter freak. The idea of getting back to the city didn't seem 
that bad. I felt like I'd gotten a reprieve. 

Five minutes later, as my relief was turning to anger at the 
fuckoff who had both wasted my time and built up my hopes, 
the Spider's van pulled into the parking lot and stopped on the 
far side, away from all the other cars. "Well," I thought, "Here 
goes nothing," and, as my stomach dropped out of my asshole, I 
slowly crossed the parking ot. I tried to see inside the cab, but 
the windows were tinted. A ll I saw was my reflection. 

As I opened the side door of the van, I knew that once I closed 
it behind me, I was making my last independent decision for 
quite a while, maybe forever. I was giving myself over to the 
Spider, and he had made it obvious that I wouldn't be able to 
pull the same sort of crap w th him that I had with other Masters. 

After sliding the door shut, I realized that there were no inside 
handles, just a solid steel wall behind the driver's seat. The only 
way I was going to get out of the van was when someone let me 
out. 

The Spider had instructed me to read the notice taped on the 
wall of the van. It said to open the storage compartment, strip, 
and put on what I found tf ere. 

Inside the locker was a dirty burlap potato sack, a hood with a 
padlock neck clasp, and a pair each of handcuffs and leg irons. I 
took off my clothes and-coughing from the dust and what I 
hoped was just dried dirt-pulled on the burlap bag. It had a 
neck opening and arm hoes, and hung loosely to about the 
middle of my knees. It also itched like hell. I had a feeling that 
the longer I wore it, the worse it would get. 

Next, I snapped on the leg irons. They were really more like 
fetters. They were separated by only a couple of links, making 
kicking, or even walking, just about impossible. Then, realizing 
that once I had the hood on I'd have a hard time finding the 
handcuffs, I fastened one of the cuffs around my left wrist. 

I wasn ' t too excited abou the hood. There were no eye, nose 
or mouth holes. Each side had a few small air holes punched in 
about where the ears would be. As I was putting it on, I hoped 
the air holes would be enough to breathe. The only thing I could 
see was black- no light at II. I was able to get enough air, but I 
had to work for it. 

I locked the padlock ai the back of the hood, and started to 
close the other handcuff around my right wrist. 

For the first time, the Spider spoke. "Not in the front, asshole, 
behind your back." 

I jumped, banging my head on the top of the van.lf the Spider 
looked as mean as his voice sounded, I was in a shitload of 
trouble. There was no way out. Hooded and fettered as I was, if I 
didn't fasten the cufts behind my back, the Spider would have 
no trouble doing it for me 

As soon as the cuffs were properly locked, the side door of the 
van opened. The Spider climbed in, closed the door, pushed me 
down on my stomach, and. after double locking the handcuffs, 
checked to make sute I had the hood and leg irons on tightly. I 
was completely helpless. 

"You're really a dumb sh1t," he said. "For all you know I might 
be a psycho. If I am, what are you going to do about it? The only 
way you'll know for sure is when I tire of you. Will you walk 
away, or be carried away? 

"I'll give you your rules when we get to my ranch. For now, 
just keep your fuckin' mou h shut. When we get to my place, I 
want to find you just the way you are now. Don't move a fuckin' 
inch." With that, the door slammed shut. I heard the Spider 
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climb into the cab of the van. He started up, and away we went. 
If you haven't spent at least a couple of hours, chained hand 

and foot, wearing nothing but an old burlap bag, and bouncing 
on the bottom of a van on the dirt roads of the foothills, you 
don't know what pain is all about. The Spider must have aimed 
for every pothole in the county. By the time the truck pulled to a 
stop, I knew I was covered with bruises. And the Spider hadn't 
even started on me. 

The door of the cab opened and slammed shut. Then there 
were footsteps going away from the van. The Spider evidently 
realized I wasn't going anywhere and I guess he had better 
things to do. 

I soon found out that the only thing worse than bouncing 
around on the floor of a van going over dirt roads, is lying in the 
same van, under a 95° sun, slowly baking away. Sweat and burlap 
don't mix. 

After what must have been at least another hour, I heard 
footsteps approach and the door of the van open. Without 
saying a word, the Spider reached in, grabbed my leg irons, and 
pulled me about half way out of the coach. I felt a powerful pair 
of arms go around my waist, tighten, and lift me up over one 
shoulder. Considering I'm 6'1" and weigh in at 175 pounds, it was 
obvious the Spider was no slouch. He had picked me up like a 
sack of flour. 

I felt myself being carried into a building which I later learned 
was a converted work shed behind the main house. The Spider 
dropped me, rather unceremoniously, onto the straw-covered 
floor. He refastened the handcuffs in front of me, locked a hook 
around them, and used a winch to hoist me up until I was 
straining to stand on my toes. Then, after fastening padded 
restraints on both my ankes, he undid the leg irons. 

Next, he spread-eagled my legs so that only my toes were able 
to touch the ground. I was sure that either the cuffs were going 
to cut through my wrists, or my arms were going to be pulled out 
of their sockets. Two hard facts sunk in. It hurt like hell, and I was 
at the Spider's mercy. 

"Okay," the Spider said. "You're here because I need a ranch 
hand. I learned a long time ago that there was no need to go out 
and hire someone- not with San Francisco full of assholes like 
you who'll work just for the chance to lick the sweat off my ass. 
Besides, in case you haven't noticed, I get my rocks off pushing 
people around. I like to be begged for mercy, and I've got the 
feeling you're going to do a lot of begging." 

As he was talking, he moved around behind my back. He put 
his arm on my shoulder, adding his weight to the strain against 
my wrists, put his mouth next to my ear, and, in a soft, but more 
frightening tone/ went on. I felt his body against mine, his hot 
breath blowing in my ear. I could tell just how good of shape he 
was in; he was rock solid, and had to be a couple of inches tall<:r 
than me, 6'3" at least. 

"Now that I've got your attention," the Spider said, "I reckon 
it's about time you learned the rules. Forget them once, my 
belt's going to be blood red. We won't even talk about a second 
time." 

As the Spider talked, he punctuated each phrase by tugging 
against my shoulder. Every time I groaned, he pushed harder. I 
got the message fast and kept quiet, even though by then I was 
hurting pretty bad. 

"Rule number one is that you're a slave, no more, maybe less. 
You'll always be kept in chains or some other kind of restraint. 
You'll talk only when I tell you to. You'll eat, drink, piss and shit 
only when I say it's okay. You'll always keep your head bent 
down. I catch you looking at me, I'll kick your ass twice around 
the ranch. You're here as long as I want you. I own your ass. But 
when and if I kick you out, it'll be for good. 

"Rule number two is that there aren't any other rules. As far as 
I'm concerned, you've got about as much value as the potatoes 
that came in the sack you're wearing. Screw up, and I'll beat the 
shit out of you. Understand?" 

"Yes, Sir," I yelled. Instantly, the Spider punched me in the 
kidney. "Fuck," I cried, "what the hell was that for?" 

"Look, you fucking asshote, we're not playing any slave and 
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master games. So knock off that 'yes Sir' crap. A simple 'yeah' 
will do just fine. 

"Now, I'm going to take off your hood. Remember, keep your 
eyes down. Look in my face, and your back's going to be a new 
shade of red." 

I lowered my head as the Spider unlocked the hood. Even 
though the shed was just dimly lit, it took a couple of minutes for 
my eyes to get used to the light. The first thing that came into 
focus was a cell about 6' by 4'. The floor was covered with straw, 
and the only furniture was a wooden bucket in the corner. The 
bars on the front were authentic. It was a real cell. 

"Yup, that's home sweet home. It may not look like much, but 
after a day of ranch work and an evening under my boots, it'll 
seem like the Plaza Hote ." 

The Spider was still standing behind me as he talked, so I 
couldn't get a look at h m. I felt the hoist holding my arms 
slacken a bit, and was able to regain my footing. "Now," the 
Spider said, "I'm going to take off the cuffs and ankle retraints.l 
want you to stand absolutely still." 

I didn't realize how weak I was until he removed the cuffs. All 
of a sudden my legs turned to rubber, and I collapsed to my 
knees. The Spider gave me a solid kick !n the ass and said, "You 
move when I tell you to. But, as long as you're on your knees, 
we' ll put your mouth to work." 

On the ground, with 'TIY head bowed, I couldn't see very 
much of the Spider as he crossed in front of me. What I saw, 
though, was hot. He had on a pair of black combat boots, well 
shined, but covered with a layer of dust. He was wearing a pair of 
black 101 's, and they fit his legs like a glove. 

By straining my eyes, I could see a bulge starting about halfway 
up his right thigh. It drew my eyes like a magnet, and I raised my 
head to stare directly into his crotch. The resultant punch to the 
side of my head was wor h it. God, he was hung! 

However, a respect for pain prevailed. I lowered my head and 
stared at his boots. "Start licking, asshole. We'll give you a taste 
of our good farming soil. " As I began on his boots, the Spider 
locked a wide leather collar around my neck. He fastened a 
chain to it. When I finally inished both boots, he gave the chain 
a tug, and pulled my head up so I was staring directly into his 
crotch. 

" If your mouth wasn't so fucking full of dirt, I'd let you take a 
swing on what I've got inside. But I guess I gotta wash it out first." 
With that the Spider whipped out one of the biggest pieces of 
meat I'd ever seen, and aimed it at my face. 

"Open wide, asshole. I've got some mouthwash for you. Spill 
a drop, and you ' ll be licking it off the floor." Then the Spider let 
loose with a stream of p iss- straight into my mouth. I kept 
drinking it down, half gulping and half gagging. After what 
seemed like a half hour, the flow eased. I hadn't spilled a drop. 

B·EAST by Rick Leathers 

The after-theatre crowd was settling down for a late dinner at 
Cliff House when their attention was caught by a ball of fire that 
swept down fro.m the sky and exploded into boiling mists just 
beyond Seal Rocks. Meteor? Missile? Airplane? UFO? "Some
one call the police!" 

A raccoon overturnin g rocks, searching for crabs in the 
moonlight at Land's End, paused to watch a dark object nearing 
the beach. It ran for the cover of the bushes as a shiny, black 
man-shape waded, stumbled from the water. It didn't hang 
around to learn more. 

Briefly stretching to his full seven-foot height, the creature 
scanned the beach and hil lside for signs of danger before sitting 
down on a log and per mitt ng his breathing to slow and relax. He 
didn 't seem to notice the chilled night breeze that dried the 
water from his body. His smooth, supple, hairless skin covered 
massive slabs of muscle that spoke of heavy gravities and rugged 
climates. Rich brown iris, surrounded by the gold of old ivory, 

"Not bad, punk. Hope you like my piss, cause you're gonna be 
drinking it for ~reakfast, lunch, and dinner. I guess you've 
earned a taste of the cock it came out of. Get it hard for me, 
sucker." 

Somehow, by straining, I was able to get my mouth around the 
head of his cock. I was going to give him one of my fancy 
blowjobs, but the Spider had other ideas. He grabbed me by the 
ears and started driving his cock fvrther and further down my 
throat. 

I tried to pull away, but he wouldn't let me. He was choking 
me on his fucking cock, and I couldn't do anything about it. I'd 
never been really face fucked before and I was gagging from the 
size and constant pressure. The more I struggled for air, the 
harder he drove. Then, just when I was about to pass out, he 
pulled his dripping cock out of my mouth. 

"Just an appetizer, asshole. You'll get the full course this 
evening. Now lock these on," he said, throwing a connected set 
of hand and legs irons at me. "These and that burlap sack are 
gonna be your uniform from now on." 

Once I got the irons on, the Spider grabbed my collar and 
pulled me to my feet. He dragged me to the cell, and, using the 
chain attached to my collar, padlocked me to a bolt about six 
inches off the floor. I could lie down or crouch on my hands and 
knees But there was no way I could sit up, much less stand. 

"Make yourself comfy, asshole. We've got a long night com
ing up." 

It's been four months now, and that long night hasn't ended. 
The Spider concedes I'm the best ranch hand he's ever had. But 
I'm still just a slave. He always keeps me in my irons and burlap 
sack. I've been pierced, branded, and he makes me shave totally 
every day. My diet consists of all the piss I want, and any scraps 
left over from his table. Every time I screw up, I get a session with 
his bull whip. He face fucks me in the morning, has me working 
the ranch all day. 

In the evening we usually retire to the shed, where he reminds 
me who's Master. He's had me build a complete dungeon set
up, with crosses, a stretching rack, a whipping post, and, his 
favorite, a pulley suspension system. He calls them my stations, 
and we work our way through them. It hurts like hell, but that's 
what the Spider demands. 

I usually end up on the suspension system, ass up. The Spider 
has gotten my asshole stretched so he can fuck me dry. It takes a 
while. But with him driving into me, totally suspended, swinging 
back to him, he finally shoots his load. 

Four months ago, on my way to meet the Spider, I had won
dered if one's fantasy could ever become a reality. Well, mine 
has. The Spider has made me an honest slave. I'm sure he cares 
about me, but he doesn't show it. I'm a slave. Not a friend. Not a 
ranch hand. Just a slave. 

gave his eyes a startling power, in contrast with the shiny, black 
skin. His yawn exposed sharp, white teeth and a pointed tongue. 

He rose suddenly and began working his way up the hill. Some 
decision had been made, for his path was direct and sure. As he 
faded into the dark trees, police sirens could be heard near Cliff 
House. 

"You goddamned asshole! Why did you have to act like that in 
front of my friends?" 

"Hey, lay off! You promised that we would be alone tonight. 
Why do we always have to wind up in some fuckin' bar?" 

"Oh, fuck off!" 
"I'd like to see my lover at least once in a while without every 

burnt-out bar queen in San Francisco leering at us." 
"Shit! You see me every fuckin' night at home, Ernie! What 

the hell do you want?" 
"Weeknights after work, you're too tired to fuck, too tired to 

talk, too tired to do anything but get stoned and watch TV. I 
thought that we could at least act like lovers on the weekends." 
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GREENHORN 
Steve Scott's historic and bawdy adven
ture set in the late 1800's and peopled 
with a ranch full of hot young studs with 
lust on their minds. A full-length theatri
cal motion picture starring Andy Fuller, 
Jim Rodgers, Adam Mitchell and a half
dozen other superb spec1mens of the 
wild west. 

VHS/BETA ]995 

THE VIDEO 

HAYRIDE (TROPHY 3) 
Laid out in the back of a truck, Barry, the 
owner of a Northern California ranch, 
cools his throat with a beer. It's been a 
long hot season for all the men, espe
cially for Bob, the new kid. Nighttime 
finds Bob too excited to sleep and Barry 
too horny. Hot sex on the ranch takes 
over. The four other features on this 
action packed video tape are: The Life
guard, The Handyman, Everything 
Works, and the super-hot Bruno& Shane. 

VHS/BETA 8995 

BUCKSHOJ 

EUREKA BOUND (TROPHY 5) 
Michael and Ph1ll1p spend their week
ends going to the nver and looking for 
hunky hitchhikers on the way. When they 
spot Steve by the s1dc of the road. the 
bulge 111 h1s pants looks promising. but 
when h1swhoppercock meets their eyes. 
it's on afternoon of huge dick and hot 
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dynamite video tape are: Fuckin' Farm
hand and The Homecoming. 
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Some of the mightiest stars of porn come 
together for ·four separate adventures: 
Drive Shaft features Lloyd Kasper and 
Mike Davis; Best Laid Plans shows Mike 
Davis. Josh, and Werner pounding new 
foundations: Saturday Afternoon Fever 
shows what happens to Pat and Terry 
when Josh forces himself between them: 
Chute brings you a duo of epic propor
tions: AI Parker and Toby. 
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BULLET VIDEOPAC 1 
Kyle Hazard gets invited aboard Rod Mit
chell's Houseboat and Mitchell gets 
more than a mouthful as Hazard strips 
him and works him over. Filmed in the 
Everglades (bet you don't even notice 
the scenery!). Nick, home alone one 
afternoon, digs out some photos he took 
of himself in a barn, and then you find 
out why this film is called Take Ten. twice! 
Blonde, uncut Barry walks into a horny 
leatherman On The Beach, and the 
leatherman gets a real surprise when 
Barry whips out his tool and starts 
demanding some service. Rod Mitchell 
is soaking up some rays when Jeremy 
Brent passes by on his hike in the woods, 
and When Strangers Meet, especially 
strangers with hot crotches. they 
become friends real fast! 

VHS/BETA 8995 

BULLET VIDEOPAC 2 
Bruno and Rod Mitchell working out and 
working each other over in In and Out. 
Bull Dozier stops building his deck in 
Satisfaction to soak in the hot tub and 
get a load off; Tony Busso. hiding in The 
Basement, gets off watching superhunk 
Pete Bronsky strip down and take his 
pounding problem in hand; Chuck Sam
son imagines his own Pool Party when 
blond and muscular Don Scott comes to 
clean the pool and stays to come. Plus a 
random selection of hot outtakes! 

VHS/BETA 7995 
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"Listen, you better get your slant-eyed act together quick. 
You're damn lucky to have me at all. There ain't many white men 
who'd shack up with a lap-Hawaiian in the first place. You got all 
these hula-skirt fantasies rolling around in your head and life 
just ain 't that way! If you ev r cause another scene like you did 
tonight, you ' re goin ' to fin your goddamned ass out on the 
sidewalk and the front door locked. You got that, Jap?" 

"Jesus, Ben, I just want to feel you love me." 
"You fuckin' mushy son-of-a .. . " 
Ben never got to finish his sentence. A black, leathery arm 

reached into the window of the parked car and broke his neck. 
Ernie watched, stunned, as the arm crossed over and hit him. He 
briefly saw Ben's body being dragged from the car as he slipped 
into unconsciousness. 

Ernie felt himself being sh ken awake. It was still dark outside, 
but he had no idea how long he had been out. His immediate 
worry was the black giant who was shaking him. The creature 
held his neck firmly with one huge hand and caressed his body 
with the other. Ernie's emotions were in chaos. He had just 
watched his lover killed, but in some ways that was easier that 
living with him alive. Now a thing had him and didn't show too 
much sign of letting him go. 

Years of street cruising naturally drew Ernie's attention to the 
beast's crotch. The huge, black, leathery cock lay fat and soft 
along the car seat. Fourteen maybe fifteen inches soft. Shee-it! 
Ernie reached over and stroked it. The creature responded 
immediately. He pushed Er ie under the steering wheel and 
signaled for him to drive. Th young human was too confused to 
register that this thing cou ld recognize a car's function and 
Ernie's ability to operate it. As the car headed south towards the 
Castro, Ernie reached over and fondled the beast's huge geni
tals. The log-like cock was beginning to rise in response to the 
human 's attention when the Beast pushed his hand away and 
began stroking the back of Ernie's neck. This was the first real 
affection that the young bodybuilder had received in memory 
and it was beginning to override his fear. 

" Who ... what are you?" 
The creature blinked, but made no response. 
"Ah, I guess it's my place for the night. You don't look like you 

live around here." 

Ernie pulled the car into the drive in front of the Victorian 
where he and Ben had shared a first floor flat . There was some
thing very San franciscan about going home with your lover's 
killer .. Had Ernie lived anyw ere else, he would probably have 
gone berserk. 

While Ernie tried to hold his hand still enough to unlock the 
front door, an older man looking out of his window across the 
street commented to his lo er of 30 years, "Well, Floyd, it has 
finally happened. That sweet, little Ernie has picked up a trick 
and is cheating on Ben. Looks like a big leather number. He must 
have been down on Folsom These youngsters just don't know 
how to make a relationship last. Back when we were first. .. " 

The stocky young islander locked the door behind them while 
Beast wandered through the house, looking into closets and 
cabinets. He seemed especially interested in the stereo equip
ment and was pleased when Ernie put a tape of electronic music 
on. Ernie guessed that he was pleased. He wasn't sure just how to 
tell. This whole thing was a mind-fucker.·Why wasn't he running 
like hell for help? He was alone in his home with a thing that had 
just killed his lover, and he kind of liked the big bastard. 

Just watching Beast (as Ernie had begun to call the creature) 
move was giving the kid a hard-on. Huge, solid muscles covered 
with warm, black leather-skm made Beast a fantasy out of left
handed fiction . He walked u to Ernie and made a low, rumbling 
sound in his throat. 

" Uh ... could you say that in English?" Gulp. 
Beast began pulling at th young man's clothes. 
"Oh, you want me to strip. Well. .. ah, sure. I mean, why 

not?" 
As Ernie tossed his boots, jeans and sweatshirt in the corner, 

Beast felt and caressed his body. 
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"Oh, wow. Ah ... I don't guess I need to tell you that I, ah ... 
don't have any limits. Just do what you want. " 

Beast picked Ernie up and carried him to the mattress on the 
bedroom floor, where he usually slept. The powerful , black 
fingers pinched and pulled at his tits and ball sac. Ernie got both 
hands around the huge organ and stroked it toward a log-like 
erection. The smell of the creature's groin was like something on 
the edge of every wet dream Ernie had ever had. After a few 
futile attempts to get the great, rounded cone-shaped head into 
his mouth, the smaller human settled for licking and nibbling 
along the shaft and corona. Thick ropes of lubricant oozed from 
the hole in the alien dick 's tip. Ernie lapped the goo up and 
noticed a rise in his own body temperature as he did so. 

When Ben had taken to smoking more and more dope, his 
erections had gotten fewer and fewer. In order to maintain his 
image as a top, he had trained Ernie to accept a fist up his ass. 
Ernie's own form of sex-rush came from pleasing a man and he 
had been uncomfortable just lying back in a sling and being 
fisted . Sure, it had felt good. But he wanted to serve Ben, not be 
serviced, and he had the constant fear of his colon being dam
aged. Tonight, though, as Beast held his ankles together back 
over his head and centered the point of his arm-sized black 
leather cock against the kid's asshole Ernie was damned glad he 
could take a man to the elbow. Otherwise, he would probably 
be torn in half. 

The gooey lube that dripped from the dick coated his ass and 
the head slid in with hardly any pain at all. Was the lube a muscle 
relaxant? Before Ernie could even consider this possibility, 
twenty inches of giant Beast meat slid past his rectum and re
arranged his guts ... and it felt great! The hunky little bottom 
had to work hard not to spray the room with his own sperm. 
Then the creature flexed the muscles of his arm an d started 
hip-thrusting, deep and slow. A thousand orgasms exploded in 
Ernie's head and it just kept getting better. It was like the ulti
mate bottom trip because he had no way to manipulate or 
control this top at all. He was totally a piece of fuck-meat, to be 
used and enjoyed. 

Beast pumped and groaned out his alien lust while explosions 
of pure energy seared Ernie's brain and asshole. At one point, 
Beast spread the young man's golden legs and held him by his 
cock and balls as he pistoned the welcoming hole. Ernie's cock 
spasmed and jerked time and again. He was totall y depleted of 
sperm, but the pleasure-pressure in his ass just kept gett ing 
better. He reached up to pull and finger roll the thumb-sized 
nipples of the smooth, rounded pees. Beast slapped his face 
back and forth a few times, but it seemed to be a sign of 
affection, at least Ernie took it that way. The kid needed rough 
treatment and didn' t get it very often . 

Ernie never even felt Beast's orgasm erupt along the length of 
his intestines. He had passed out long before from emotional 
exhaustion and sheer animal-pleasure overload. As the shock 
waves of his climax subsided, Beast twisted Ernie's limp form 
around so that he could hold the sleeping human against his 
chest with his giant organ still planted up his butt. Dawn was just 
beginning to color the sky over Oakland as Beast closed his eyes 
on a night that had been as strange and disturbing to him as it 
had to the humans he had encountered. 

"Hey, Venelli , what ya' got this time?" The sweating detective 
turned to see a reporter who had covered many of hi s cases in 
the past, walking toward him. 

" Shit, Banda, how do you guys get the word so fast? W e only 
found the body an hour ago." 

" Looks like another gay mugging that got out of hand," the 
reporter commented. 

" How do you know he's gay? " 
" Well, there's a bottle of amyl right by your foot, an engineer 

boot over there in the grass and that looks like either a leather 
cock ring or wrist band beside it. Just a lucky guess." 

"Yeah, well there's more to it than that. I'm going to have to 
ask you to keep a lid on this for awhile." The detective mopped 
his brow with a Kleenex and looked over at the blanket-covered 
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corpse. 
"Come on, lieutenant. hat's going on? " 
" Promise not to write anything until I give the okay? I want 

you to keep your ears open around the newsroom. There is 
something freaky here." 

" All right, all right! What's so weird about this killing?" 
The plainclothesman paused, took a deep breath and said, 

" The body was half eaten and we found eighteen inch long 
humanoid footprints ." 

"Holy shit! What 's loos in the city now?" 

Beast awoke, taking a lo g, slow two-quart piss up Ernie's ass. 
The kid loved it and snuggled back for more. He didn' t care if he 
drowned in piss or got split in half by the log inside his gut. 
Having Beast treat him lik a pet was the greatest thing that had 
ever happened to him. He just lay back and waited for direction . 
He didn't have to be responsible for anything. 

The flow of piss stopped and it felt like a python was crawling 
over Ernie's prostate as Beast pulled his cock out of the kid's 
stretched and filled fuck-chute. Just as the corona of the cone
shaped head cleared his outside sphincter, Beast rolled over on 
top of Ernie's back and shoved the whole thing back into him. 
Piss was leaking out all ov r the mattress and Ernie was crushed 
beneath the monster's weight as the black leather hips pounded 
out an other-worldly lust i side the young man. All Ernie could 
do was moan and orgasm. The pleasure was too great to permit 
him to think. 

By mid-morning, Ernie had washed down Beast and himself in 
the shower and had found what kind of food the thing liked ... 
fresh , red, raw meat. He added a trip to the meat market to his list 
of things to do today. Saturday was his big shopping and errand 
day and Beast seemed to be more interested in the stereo 
equipment than in him at the moment. 

Ernie walked over and s•roked the monster's chest and said, 
"Ah, listen, Beast, sir. I need to go out and do some shopping. I' ll 
be back later. " 

Beast merely cuffed his j w lightly and then went back to his 
examination of the stereo. 

As Ernie closed the car door and placed the key in the ignition, 
he felt a strange twinge of sadness as he saw Ben's wallet on the 
floor. Beast must have tossed it there. He took the cash from the 
wallet and pushed the leather folder under the seat. That was all 
past now. Ernie was living 1n a dream. 

He bought a newspaper outside the market and was surprised 
that no mention was made of Beast or Ben. " Well, gosh, it 
followed me home. I guess I can keep it. " 

When Ernie got home with his groceries, he found his stereo 
all over the living room f loor. It wasn' t torn up, exactly, just 
dismantled and rearranged. Beast was lying down in the bed
room resting and motioned for Ernie to come to him. He lazily 
tore the clothes off his new pet's body and began licking and 
sucking the sweat from Ern ie's smooth golden skin. Ernie was in 
ecstasy and loved the fact that he had no idea what Beast would 
do next. It briefl y occurre to him that the thing might kill or 
maim him, but it somehow felt right to be under this leather 
giant's control. The pleasure from the long, red, pointed tongue 
was too great for him to hold any thought for long and when it 
wiggled up his ass, Ernie became a brainless pleasure machine. 

After uncounted orgasms, Ernie lay exhausted and trembling 
while Beast returned to his electronic work in the living room. 

"Newsroom, Carlson speaking. " 
" Yeah, this is Lieutenant Venelli , S.F.P.D. I'd like to talk with 

Jeff Banda." 
" Hold on for a sec and I II get him." 
Placing his hand over the receiver, the reporter yelled, "Hey, 

Banda, pick up on four." 
"Banda here, who's this? ' 
"Venelli. Listen, have you heard anything about this incident 

out near Land 's End? " 
"Not a peep. Did you find out who this guy was or anything 

about him?" 
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"Nothing yet. No record of fingerprints. Of course, there 
were only three fingers left on the body and no thumbs to check 
with D.M.V. We' re sending some photos around to the gay bars, 
but you know how much those fags like to talk to cops." 

" Well , that 's your own damned fault. You guys shouldn't pick 
on the gays so much." 

"Fuck off! It's only been one day. We' ll turn up something. 
Keep in touch. " 

"Sure thing. 'Bye." 

Dusk in San Francisco is a faerie tale experience. The air turns 
cool and blue and the city seems to float in a myth . Ernie 
stumbled out of bed and wandered into the bathroom to take a 
piss. While he felt the golden stream gushing from his cock and 
gurgling into the bowl, he heard some weird sounds coming 
from the living room. After shaking the last drops off his fat little 
cock, he walked toward the sounds. He stopped in the doorway 
and came fully awake. Beast had reassembled the stereo and 
added in the microwave, the digital clock and one of the tele
phones. He was making odd, growling noises into the phone 
receiver and, at one point, Ernie thought he heard an answer 
from one of the speakers. After a while, Beast seemed satisfied 
with whatever he had done. He walked over to Ernie and 
hugged him close to his body. The kid melted. This monster 
from the black, wet dream was showing him more affection and 
attention than the hunky little islander had known in his entire 
life. He understood why some guys had deaf-mute lovers. He 
couldn 't talk to Beast, but the big bastard sure could 
communicate. 

Beast released Ernie when he heard the phone ringing. Ernie 
left reluctantly to answer it. 

"Hello." 
"This is Lieutenant Venelli, S.F.P.D. Is this the residence of Ben 

Patterson? " 
" Yeah, Ben's my lover." 
"Ah, uh . .. is Mr. Patterson there? " 
"Naw. He hasn 't been home for a couple of days. We had a 

fight and he walked out. " 
"Was it a physical fight? " 
" Naw. He didn ' t hit me or nothin' . He just got pissed and 

walked out. He's done it before." 
"Uh huh. I'd like to come over tomorrow and ask you some 

questions. Will you be home around noon?" 
" Ah, sure. Is anything wrong?" 
" just routine questions. See you at noon." 
"Hey, Beast. We've gotta get you out of here. The cops are 

coming out tomorrow. Shit. Where can I hide you? " 
Beast seemed to catch the urgency in Ernie's voice and helped 

when the kid started pushing the electronic mess on the floor 
behind the couch. Ernie found a large piece of soft leather and 
cut out a crude pair of shorts for Beast. He laced up the sides and 
crotch with thongs and fitted them on him. 

"It's dark outside, babe. Let's get you into the car and out of 
this neighborhood." 

He had already called to reserve a room at the one place in San 
Francisco where a seven-foot tall, heavily muscled, black leather 
skinned, twenty-inch cocked, non-human would not seem out 
of place- The Slot. It was a hotel , a bath house, a fuck-hole, a 
pit. It was the place Ernie sneaked off to when he needed the 
rough treatment he couldn ' t get from Ben. 

The clerk at the check-in window freaked when he saw Beast. 
Ernie whispered to him, " It's a costume. He's a politician and 
can 't afford to be recognized. I called for a room . My name is 
llipipi , Ernie llipipi. " 

When Ernie handed him the money for a room and a fat joint 
of sensamilla, the kid seemed ready to accept anything. Beast 
followed his human pet up to the second floor. Ernie shut the 
door of the room and removed the improvised leather shorts 
from Beast. 

" Well , babe ... welcome to fuck-city. You can do just about 
anything you want to the guys you meet here. just don't leave 
this building, okay?" 



Beast had been licking his lips for the last few minutes, so Ernie 
got some raw meat from the ice-chest he had brought along. 
The meat was gone in three gulps and the alien seemed sud
denly restless. 

"Come on. I'll give you a tour of the place." 
With Beast right behind him, Ernie locked the room door and 

began examining the occupants of the halls along the two floors. 
In one room, a slender young man, barely out of his teens, was 
obviously tripping on high-octane acid. He took one look at 
Beast and blew away. T e next room sported a sling, occupied 
by a masturbating bodybuilder who was fingering his rectum. 
Ernie recognized him as a bartender at The Nail. With his reputa
tion for liking two fists t once, Ernie figured he could handle 
Beast's giant cock. 

"Hey, is this Hallowee n?" Even bartenders can be surprised . 
Ernie stroked the man 's huge pees and said, " Just lie back and 

enjoy it. He'll make yo r asshole feel real good." 
Beast slid into muscleman's butt in one, long Crisco'd lunge. 

The bartender fought down the cramps in his gut and the 
impending orgasm in his groin with all his might. Beast just 
grasped the chains on the sling and slung his victim back and 
forth along the length of his ram. All the impaled human knew 
was that he was having the wildest sex of his life and he prayed 
that it would never end . 

Ernie figured it wou be safe to check out the rest of the 
building while Beast was playing on the swing. 

In the hallway, Ernie saw Frank, an older man whose shaved 
head, strange sense of humor and talent with a whip had made 
him one of the most feared and desired tops on Folsom. Ernie 
knelt at Frank's feet and laid his cheek on the older man's boot. 
"Sir, please, sir, I need pain, sir. " 

Frank reached down nd patted the muscle-boy's head as he 
would a puppy. "Just fo llow me, kid. I've got some real nice 
screams for you." 

At The Slot, Frank always took the end room with its built-in 
equipment. He liked to use his full range of gear when he 
whipped ass. He pushed Ernie to his knees, after he locked the 
door, and slipped a leather hood over the younger man's head. 
The tight, soft hide molded to his skull, while Frank snapped the 
eye covers and mouth p lug ito place. Ernie was trembling as his 
head adjusted to its sightless, leather-smelling, gagged, sweaty 
prison. 
· Frank pulled the kid to his feet and tied his wrists to rings set in 

the ceiling. Something cool and soft hit Ernie's groin , then a 
scraping sensation. His crotch was being shaved. Ernie could feel 
the long even strokes of the straight razor as it removed"the wiry, 
black hairs from his genitals. Frank was famed for his even style. 
No nicks, no scrapes, no accidents. Just a smooth even trip that 
got heavier and heavier. 

When the last of the shaving cream had been wiped from 
Ernie's now hairless groin, Frank patted rubbing alcohol over 
the freshly razored skin. Ernie danced on his tiptoes as the cold 
stinging registered in his brain . 

Frank had picked up a new toy on a recent trip to Houston and 
this seemed to be just the bottom to try it out on . A simple 
leather jockstrap may s em harmless enough, but when it is 
lined with half-inch needle spikes, it can bring true agony. Ernie 
could feel his mind relaxing to accept the pain as Frank crushed 
the spikes into his shaved crotch and adjusted the straps that 
would hold it on tight. This was what Ernie wanted ; to have a 
man hurt him, pay total ttention to him, control him and use 
him. 

Now Frank was ready for his whip; a heavy, leather cat-o
nine-tails with twenty inch straps was just the right size to use in a 
small area. It gave thew ipper room for a full swing, without 
losing control of exactly where it would land. The first lash 
caught Ernie across the right shoulder. From there, Frank sys
tematically covered the heavily-muscled backside with red welts 
from neck to knees. By the twentieth lash, Ernie was moaning; 
by the fiftieth, he was screaming. His mind was a red blur of pure 
sex-pain and his hard, throbbing cock was working itself into the 
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takes it from there. If you like your 
action raunchy whi le a hot 

marine squats on your face, then 
you'll get wet overhearing these 
marines. 895 

MUSCLE BUILDER ORGY 
Five hot bodybuilders after a 
sweaty workout, stripping down to 
sweat-drenched jock straps, eye
ing each other, their hands reach
ing out to feel each other's 
biceps, pushing hard muscle 
against hard muscle. If you get 
turned on by pumped muscles, 
this tape's for you! 895 

HOT HUNG TRUCKER 
Teamster Bob picks up a hitch
hiker at a truckstop in the Califor
nia desert. Bob has a kink in his 
neck and the hitchhiker suggests 
a massage. Bob's leather jacket is 
the first thing to come off, then his 
dirty, greasy jeans. When the 
jeans hit the floor of the truck cab, 
you'll find out why this tape is 
called "Hot Hung Trucker!" 

895 

MASTER MARIO 
AS THE D.l. 
Military discipline at its most 
severe as Master Mario shows a 
couple of marine recruits who's 
boss! Loaded with strong verbal 
abuse and body worship. 

MASTER MARIO 
IN GREASE MONKEYS 
Master Mario and his buddy Steve 

apprehend a voyeur in the men's 
room of their body shop. They get 
out the axle grease for a gang 
bang you won't soon forget! 

995 

THE COMMANDER SPEAKS 
" I am your big brother, your 
daddy, your commanding officer. 
I am every big man you ever saw 
in your whole fuckin' life and beat 
off over. Your tongue is going to 
be my shower. Your mouth is 
going to be my toilet. Smell what 
a man is like between his legs." 
That's just the start of the verbal 
abuse and humiliation the Com
mander is going to heap on you! 

895 

~---------------------------------THE STUDSTORE 
17 Harriet Street 
San Francisco, CA 94103 
Send me the following tapes. 

TITLE 

Total (Add 51 postage) I 

PRICE 

NAME ____________________ ___ 

ADDRESS ------------------
CITY, STATE, ZIP----------------
Charge it to my o VISA o MASTERCARD 
No. Expires. _____ _ 
Signature ___________________ _ 

(I am 21 Or over) 
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spikes of the leather jock for even more. This is what Ernie lived 
for; beyond all boredom, beyond all doubt, blinding pain made 
him know that he was totally alive. 

Tossing the sweat-soaked cat into the corner, Frank grasped a 
three foot bamboo rod about the diameter of his little finger. It 
sang through the air as e turned Ernie's butt cheeks to ham
burger. The kid was wh impering in a kind of mindless ecstasy 
now. The red blur of h s inner vision was that of a sacrificial 
animal being tortured u on the stone. 

Ernie was so engrossed in the pain that he didn't know exactly 
when the topman rammed his dick up the islander's ass. It was 
unlubricated and the stabbing pain in his gut matched the fire in 
his skin. Ernie shoved his butt back for more. Frank was near to 
his own climax when the kid arched his own back and filled the 
spiked jock with blood- flecked cum. As Frank's dick exploded 
deep in Ernie's colon, the hunky islander was slipping into 
unconsciousness. Even out cold, Ernie llipipi was a happy man. 

When he awoke hours later, the room was empty. Ernie stood 
under the cold water in he shower for an eternity to wash the 
ache out of his flesh . 

By 11:30 the next morning, Ernie had left Beast sleeping 
peacefully in his room at The Slot, come home, and straightened 
out his apartment. Lieutenant Venelli rang the doorbell at pre
cisely noon. 

"Hi. C'mon in ." 
"Ah, do you and Patterson live here alone?" 
"Yeah." 
" Has he contacted you since I called? " 
" No, not a word. " 
"Do you mind if I look around?" 
"Well, I ... ah .. . " 
Venelli began poking around the apartment without waiting 

for an answer. He came up short when he found the electronic 
chaos behind the couch . 

"What the fuck is all this? " 
" Ah . . . Ben liked to play with gadgets." 
"Okay, I know you're hiding something. Spill it. What the hell 

is going on here?" The lieutenant was just trying to frighten 
Ernie into saying something that might be useful in solving this 
case. Ernie didn' t know that and panicked . He bolted into the 
kitchen and out the back door. The frightened young man was 
half way down the alley when Venelli pulled out his gun and 
yelled, "Stop, or I' ll shoot! " 

The gun discharged harmlessly into the air as a black, clawed 
hand crushed the cop's neck. Ernie looked back in time to see 
him die. He spun around and raced back to where Beast was 
standing over the fallen body. 

"Oh, fuck . I've got to get you out of here, babe. Cops don' t 
like things like that. How the hell did you find your way back 
here, anyway? " 

Ernie was tugging on Beast's arm when he heard an odd, 
crackling sound above him. A large, dark object was slowly 
descending toward them. Beast pulled the kid aginst his chest 
and rumbled low in his throat as the pick-up-truck-sized craft 
stopped a few feet from the ground. An oval door slid open and 
Beast walked on board. Ernie could hear police sirens rapidly 
approaching. Beast turned in the doorway and looked Ernie in 
the eye. He slowly reached out his hands to the trembling young 
human. Ernie didn't even bother to think. He ran to his new 
Master and leaped through the door as the craft took off, 
straight upward . The kid was too busy snuggling in Beast's arms 
to care where they were going. He was just happy to have found 
a place where he belonged. 

Beast stroked the back of Ernie's head, then slid his hand 
around the young human's throat and broke his neck cleanly at 
the shoulders. As the alien craft leveled out and began its home
ward journey, Beast sunk his teeth into Ernie's still-warm flesh 
and relaxed to enjoy his in-flight dinner. 

D 

Nobody Does Titd Better! (or in as many ways!) After 5 Years of intensive tit work on all you hot and humpy Hunks, 
we're coming up for air only long enough to say a very heartfelt "thanks!" 

AND to make an important Anniversary announcement: 

From the Tit Torture Catalog: 

The "Big Daddy" of tit clamps 

NOBODY 
DOES IT BETTER 

A. Ph illilps 
132 W 24th St. 

add $1.50 postage 
& handling 

New York, N.Y. 10011 U.S.A. 

has got himself 

Comes 
with 

a brand new "boy"! 

removable 
black 
vinyl 
tips . 

This "Daddy's Boy" is a real chip 
off his Poppa's block! He is all 
chrome, with removable black 
vinyl tips ... elegant, perfectly 
put together, and just as evil as 
Daddy is ... (and just as 
adjustable!) 

The big difference here is in 
the price. "Daddy's Boy" can be 

had at the retail price of only $6. 
("Daddy", himself, is available
At a Special Anniversary rate of 
$12.95 (add $1 .50 for shipping 
and handling) 

Dealer inquiries welcome. 
Samples on request. 

Note: We will not be undersold 
by imitators. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------=UM~~~------• 



THE 
lEATHER 
NBTEBBDI 
by Larry Townsend 

Larry, 
I enclose a photo. In addition to one 

side of my face being disfigt.red by a birth 
defect, I'm also quite skinny (a condition I 
prefer in other people), an due to a nat
ural (not dietary-produced, deficiency I 
have a blotchy complexion on my chest 
and back. In short, I'm hardly a 'cutie'. 

Although 'lookism' is supposed to 
reign supreme, I do manage to trick (not 
enough), but never in my preferred role/ 
scene-Greek passive in bondage. The 
men who want to trick want me as Top, or 
as bottom limited to French no bondage. 
I find this strange, because my ass is in far 
better shape than the rest of me. 

I can't see why Tops should object to 
my admittedly un-hot fools in this one 
respect and not the others Comments? 
Ideas? 

Tony, Alberta 
Dear Tony, 

Admittedly, your face is not your for
tune, but as in the case of almost anyone 
who does not qualify as a Colt model 
there always seems to be 'someone out 
there' who is going to respond positively 
to the very qualities that yoL perceive as a 
turn-off for others. Many guys who are 
not able to attract the partners they want 
strictly on the bases of their physical 
attributes are able to do so by letting 
other guys get to know them well enough 
to respond to the person within the shell, 
rather than just the exterior flesh. It's eas
ier said than done, of course, but if any 
guy begins to perceive his ~ex partner as 
more than 'a piece of meat for the even
ing', he also tends to relate better to that 
other person's needs. I real y don't know 
what else to suggest to you, ut from your 
letter you seem to have a good mind, and 
that could prove your salvation. I don't 
mean to give you a bullshit answer, but as 
I'm sure you already know, vours is not an 
easy problem to solve. 

Dear Larry, 
I've been into leather SM for a year and 

a half. There's no part of a good Topman's 
body I won't lick, suck, eat, or worship. I 
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love raunch. I enjoy having a big fist fill 
my asshole almost as much as /like being 
strapped until my ass is bloody. I'm very 
good looking with a trim, strong body 
(weightlifting). When I go out cruising I'm 
dressed in tight black leather. Once I'm in 
a bar, I usually have no problem finding a 
good scene, and I've been told I'm a good 
bottom by any standards. The problem is 
that I'm a woman, not 'straight' or 'gay', 
but just a person who is into hot leather 
SM action-the kind you can only find 
with gay leather guys. I try not to intrude 
where I'm not wanted, but I'm friendly 
and responsive to anyone I meet, and I've 
got a lot of hot leather friends who take 
me into places where women are not usu
ally allowed. 

I would really like to get into places like 
the Mineshaft (NY), The Brig (SF), or to be 
included on something like the Hellfire 
Inferno run. Can you tell me: 1) how I 
might go about doing this? 2) what my 
legal rights to be allowed into a leatherbar 
might be? 3) could I join something like 
FFA? 

I'm sure your first reaction is to say' no', 
but give me the benefit of the doubt. I've 
paid some pretty heavy dues, so to speak. 
I'm not a dyke or a 'fag hag', looking to 
turn some guy around. I really like you 
guys and what you do, and genuinely 
want to be a part of it. 

(name withheld) 
Dear Female Friend, 

Although you originally requested that 
I not use your letter in this column, I 
wrote you back and you agreed that I 
could. I do this mainly because I would 
like comments from readers. I know that 
my initial reaction was negative, but I 
then had some second thoughts when I 
considered the situation from your stand
point. I really can feel for you. I know 
several women who are more of less in a 
position similar to yours, and because I 
know .them, I feel differently about them 
than I would if I were in a leather bar and 
happened to glance up to find an 
unknown woman standing next to me. I 
have tried to decide how I would feel if I 
went to Inferno and found a woman 
there. Since you are obviously a very spe
cial case, I'm going to withhold any more 
of my opinions and let the readers 
respond. What do you think, guys? 

Dear Sir, 
I am not sure if you can help me directly 

or not. I have a project in mind, and 
would like some guidance. I want to make 
a reasonably believable dog costume for a 
man; i.e., by adding such items as fur, 
paws, tail, snout, to make him as close as 
possible to a dog. I want to do this to allow 
the enactment of an SM theme, with a guy 
who really wants to play the part of a 
canine in training. 

Trainer, San Francisco 
Dear Trainer, 

Yours appears to be the case where the 
mind, rather than the physical being, is 

going to play the more inportant role in 
establishing the fantasy. You run the risk 
of making a burlesque of your scene if 
you get too deeply involved in this type of 
costume. I do recall hearing a very amus
ing story' of a guy who was bound, blind
folded, and turned into a werewolf on a 
night of the full moon-this with the 
cooperation of an old English sheepdog, a 
pair of shears, and a bottle of Elmer's glue. 
However, the story is amusing rather than 
sensuous, at least in retrospect. In your 
case, the costume is going to be more 
effective from the standpoint of the Top 
(who can see it) rather than the bottom, 
who is only going to feel the effects of the 
accoutrements. But if you're determined 
to try it, I think the loose fur and glue is 
going to be more effective than some
thing which is going to totally enclose the 
body. 

(If you would like to have Larry Townsend 
address a particular problem or issue, you 
can write to him via Drummer. If you wish 
a private response, include a stamped, 
self-addressed return envelope.) 

~~~~iifllS 
56 Widmer Street 
Toronto, Canada 
( 416) 593-0499 















HOW ABOUT AN EVEN 

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

FOR ONLY 15¢ A WORD MORE 

50C A WORD 
FOR BO H! 

NATIONWIDE 
MODELS 

Drummer is looking for lecther/uni
form men willing to model. ·415) 864-
3456. 

STILL UNCUT? 
Holding out for the right scene? Tell the 
Sarge all about it. Send de>cription, 
photo (not necessary) and circumci
sion fantasy. All get replies; t1 e chosen 
get clipped. Box 3433. 

UTAH COWBOY 
Has boots. shoes, sneaker·.. socks, 
photos of booted dudes, mise for sale. 
Sell/trade your own; Free list ,ng. Send 
GOt in stamps for info toP 0. Box 2153, 
Salt Lake City, UT 84110 (1795 matn) . 

NEW GUY ON THE BLOCK 
39 year old M. successful proffesional 
man, just breaking into the scene, 
seeks contact with individuals, groups, 
clubs, organizations in the mainstream 
of the national and/ or inte. national 
S/M community for an introduction 
into the life style. Box 3675. 

HORSEMEN 
Leather I uniform man, boots & 
breeches turned on by riding & being 
around horses. want to meet/ hear 
from same especiaMy R.G.R. See male
call issue 63 to swap experier ces. pix, 
j/o fantasies. Am wh, 44, 5'10" 160 
workout body. Box 3721. 

LONDON 43 W/M SLAVE 
Seeks meetings with UK visitors (21-50) 
into military scenes, B-D, S-M. W.S .. 
shaving. piercing particularly with 
muscled S's. This M will grovel. obey 
and expect humiliation & verbal abuse. 
Your dirty jocks worn with pride. 
Humiliating & abusive correspondence 
also begged. Ocassional visitor to U.S. 
Have motorcycle & leather gear. Sir, 
your orders awaited. Box 3696. 

CROTCH BOOTS 
Wesco's tallest for the real bootman. 
The boots worn by men with the highest 
sense of boot pleasure. 10 years ago 
few of us were booted to our balls; 
since then the news and need have 
steadily grown. Owners/ wearers of 
these SuperBoots are urged to send ltr 
and pic of self in crotch boots. Prompt 
response with details and pic. Box 
3693. 

PHONE SEX 
Connecting gay men together 
around the world. A really unique 
experience. (415)346-8747. 

HOUSEBOY/ VALET 18-25 
WANTED! Son wanting to advance with 
heir of affectionate but demanding Dad 
cal (617)256-2968 Boston. 

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. 

ALASKA 
HOT BOTTOM 

Hot bottom man into hiking, camping, 
backpacking. Would like to meet hot 

top men for fun in Alaska.l'm5'10",172 
lbs, 42, br I br, moustache, masculine, 
good build, hot buns. Would like to 
meet men 25-45, masculine, well-built, 
not fat, well-hung, who know how to 
take charge of the action. Write letter 
with photo to: P.O. Box 423, Kenai, 
Alaska 99611, or call (907)283-4879. 

ARIZONA 
PHOENIX-MASTER AND SLAVE 

Invite you to visit for lrienship and/ or 
fun & games. Box 3726. 

BOY 22. 5'11", 160 
Smooth defined ass a real smart aleck 
needs over knee spanking, your photo 
my turms, ROBERTS 1515 E. Sunny 
Slope Phoenix AZ 85020. 

ARKANSAS 
LITTLE ROCK SLAVE 

Get on your knees and wnte to this 
dominant Master. 6'2", 185 lbs, 8'/t 
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 308B 

NORTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 
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. II you're looking for a 
mutually satisfying-enduring relation
ship, this is the rare opportunity for the 
right hunk. Box 3130. 

DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
MEET RIGHT HERE! 

SWEAT AND HARLEYS 
Two men. both 35 yrs old, seek body
builders and Harley freaks for fun and 

frienship. Top is 6'5", pierced, and a 
buttlucker. Bottom IS 5'8", tattooed, 
and a cocksucker. Send Photo, Phone, 
and honest letter to box 3598. 

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. 

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. II necessary, 
please indicate to us the best time(s) to 
verily 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. 

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 threshhold and a sense 
of adventure, call Don, (415) 864-5566 
or (707) 869-0243 from 10am to 8pm 
only. 

SAN FRANCISCO 
RUSSIAN RIVER 

SM. C&BT. To tie and chew on. Don't 
forget TIT. Versatile. Your photo gets 
mine. All answered. Box 3442. 

EXTRA HUNG 
Is that you, buddy? Is your dick extra
long and/or extra-thick? II you've been 
told, "it's too big," and you know that it 
IS a whopper, if 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 

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

111\lo}fli7~7~lo) 
LVW~ LiAJ~ AD COPY (Please Print Legibly) 

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

Name -----------------------------------------

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

City/State/Zip---------------------------------
1 declare that I am over 2! years ol age and that the data m my ad is true and 
correct. 1 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 I contact through 
their publications. 

Signature 

My_ ad is_ words@ o 35¢ DRUMMER o 50¢ both DRUMMER 
& MANIFEST. I am enclosing $ Now, get busy! 



fucking a hot ass with that meat of 
yours, plus any other raunchy action 
(except FF) write with a pic. I'm for real, 
man. J.M ., P.O. Box 99688, San Fran
cisco, CA 94109. 

SOME PEOPLE SAY 
That I am a devil. I think I am an angel of 
my kind . Write me telling me how kinky 
you can get and let's get together to 
have fun. Later on we'll get into more 
serious things, of course. Hurry up! 
There are too many th ings around the 
cosmos for us to pick up. Me: WM , 40, 
5'11 ", 175. You: I hope you have a good 
mind. Box 3441 . 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESULTS! 

UNIFORMS 
Dutch/German-American, 32, 6'2", 170 
lbs ., blue eyes, blond hair, hot. Looking 
for men interested in police & military 
uniforms esp. German, jockstraps & 
tall polished boots . Respond only if you 
are hot looking & sexy & willing to sub
mit to & worship a true Aryan-Nord •c 
type. Picture is a must. RST, Apt. #2, 437 
29th St., S.F., CA 94131. 

2 6H STUDS 4 HOT 3RDS 
2 9's N2 most scenes. No hvy 
S&M/scat. Moustache, LL, VA, B&D, 
TOYS R A+. S Bay area. We R hot- U 
better B 2! Box 3484. 

W/M 40 WITH BEARD 
Looking for partners in mutual action 
for any scene particularly interested in 
C/B . TIT, FF. Attitude and willingness 
to experiment more important tha 
looks. Box 3106. 

FACESITTERS/MASTERS 
German urinal-pig 31/6'1"/190 lbs, 
wants to make his fantasies real with a 
real S F. TOP. I'm willing to spend a 
whole week of my life, day and night, 
SIR. Also available for Private-Clubs 
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and l;m willing to work for my Master, 
SIR. Please send me the date, I will 
come to S.F., SIR. Don't forget overseas 
airmail postage. Box 3461 . 

SHORT HANDSOME 
BODYBUILDER • 

San Francisco native, discreet-even 
intelligent, experienced in S&M . Expert 
at balancing pleasure with pain. Safe 
(non-damaging) genital torture, res
traints, mechanical and electrical stim
ulation to deliberately stretch your 
limits. I don't just assume a dominant 
"role"- I am sadistic, dominant, and 
no amateur. Roger (415) 864-5566. 

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 . 

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, 795 Buena Vista 
West #4, San Francisco. CA 94117. 

OUR ADS GET RESULTS! 

FLEXING AND SHOWING 
Off your muscles in bondage while 
another body builder teases and sensu
ally torments you until you come, again 
and again. From mild to heavy. Your 
limits respected. Colt types preffered. 
Write to P.O. Box 5401 , Oakland, CA 
94605. 

BAY AREA: 
BOTTOM/ SLAVE 

6', 165 lbs, WM. Looking for dominant, 
masculine Top/ Master. lnto B/D, W/S, 

want to experience more. Request 
instructions with photo/ description. 
Box 3577. 

PATRON FRIEND SOUGHT 
Gay male writer looking for assistance 
by altruistic type. Worrying about 
money and writing do not mix; between 
you and I, the romantic notion of the 
struggling writer is a nice illusion but is 
not fun to live.lf you can help, and think 
that you might want too, please let me 
know. Discretion is important. I am 
friendly , considerate, talented, sincere, 
discret. Ron, P.O. Box 22036, San Fran
cisco , CA . 94122. 

HOT COCK + 
I'm 32, 150#, 5'10", hirsute, muscular 
w/br. hair, moust. & beard , tit-ring & 
tatoo; usually top but welcome other 
tops one-to-one or? Experienced in all 
scenes esp. VA , n . Humiliation, FF 
(top) cigars, and leather. You are 
together GWM 22 to 40, flexible and 
willing to expt. w/both new & old 
scenes for max. pleasure. No blood or 
IV drugs. Your photo gets mine. Barry 
Byford 495 Ellis #2892 SF CA 94102. 

SEXUAL ABUSIVE MASTER 
W/SLAVE-DOG 

Wants 3rd and/ or 4th. I am a (G.L.) 
masculine Master (37). I own a Butch 
Sicilian son/ slave-dog (35). Though he 
is still in training, I have taken control 
over his mind instilling in him a great 
desire & need to serve, respect , obey & 
worship his Master's commands , 
leather boots , man-crotch & man-ass. 
He now works at proving he has two 
hungry holes that are total pussy. I am 
looking for another master buddy who 
owns a boy so we may together expand 
on the powerful mental dominance, 
degradation, verbal humiliation, bon
dage & sexual abuse of my/ our slave 
pussy. Other Masters invtted- other 
slaves submit respectful letter. Only 

serious replies w I photo will merit this 
experience. Box 3615. 

LEATHER/ UNIFORM J.O. 
Hot guy looking for leather/ uniform 
J.O. buddy. Must be into gloves and 
boots. Relationship desired with right 
guy. Call Jim (415)673-1284. 

SOUTH BAY AREA 
White male, 27, 6', 165 needs fantasies 
turned into realities. I need a leather 
bondage Master who will take control 
and guide me through moderate to 
heavy BID. VI A, boots, gloves, police 
uniforms, hoods, and light to moderate 
S/M. Serious training needed. If possi
ble, send photo. Box 3711 . 

I'M LOOKING 
For a long term relationship with a 
macho muscular slave into oil
sweat-kink-chains. 5'9", 175, 45. 
Phone (415)944-9984. 

BOTTOM 
GWM, 27, 6', 165 LBS, short brown hair, 
slim build: respectfully requests to be 
used by dominant Top(s) . Into: B/D, 
W/S, VA, T/T, C/B, Hoods. getting 
lucked at both ends. Please send 
instructions/ description. (Vallejo/Bay 
Area). Box 3577. 

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. 

THREE RING CIRCUS 
21overs seek playmate. We want a laid
back, head-together, nice-n-easy, 
goodtime buddy who likes to ball all 
night and get cnsco on his hands. Send 
photo and phone to Box 3732. 

TOUGH LITTLE BLOND 
Biker Stud is interviewing other blond , 
hairless, sweaty bottoms. If you 
measure-up I'll toss you to my big 



gorilla buddy (he's big and mean). Send 
photo and descriptive letter to Box 
1536. 

WHITE SLAVE 
SEEKS BLACK MASTER 

Or reverse: scat, water sports, spank
ing, total oral, verbal abuse. Funky let
ter gets reply & appointment. Box 3735. 

SEX SLAVE AVAILABLE 
To super hung masters cops military 
into huge insertion toys enemas whips 
gags non stop fucking. (415) 861-0349 
x261. 

MAN-TO-MAN 
You've got what I want! I've got what 
you need! "Even Daddies need Dad
dies." That's where I fit. Do you? My 
name is Chuck, I'm 32 years old, 57', 
135 lbs. with brown eyes, hair and 
moustache. Am considered very hand
some, with a hot body to match. You, 
30-40 years old, big, strong and hoc! 
With a mature mind, able to relate to a 
caring man. Relationship? Yes! t 
you've got the headspace to handle a 
combination, little boy/ daddy a•l 
wrapped up in one package, and are 
ready to handle the full meaning of a 
man-to-man relationship, then please 
send a recent photo and letter today! 
Only, hot; sincere responses will be 
answered. Box 3263. See Drummer #57 
page #78 for my recent photo. (415) 334-
4124. 

33, WHITE MALE, 180 
Seeks life as dog with leathered maste 
owner.lnto heavy B&D, punishment. S~ 
to be collard, caged, mind controlled 
kenneled, used, tagged & kept as dog 
for life. Never again treated as human 
Perm only. Must be able to handle 
animal safely & sanely. No games 
"Kai" c/o 540- O'Farrell 306, S.F., CA 
94102. (415)775-9120. Relocateable. 

AFFECTIONATE SLAVE 
WM wants strong caring master 35-45 
Am yng 40, 5'7", 130 LBS, trim. Enjoy 
TT, leather, VA, humil and body wor
ship. Not into hvy drugs, FFA or 
raunch. Reply Box 3734. 

BIG HOT TITS SF 
W /M, 36, 150, 6ft, ?V2 cut, w/huge over
size nipples, into sucking off hard 
greazy cocks, working over hot tits and 
balls w/clamps, weights, videos, 

tapes, mirrors, letters , photos 
exchanged. Box 3700. 

J/0--TRUE STUD ART 
Hot handsome hung young dude, 29, 6', 
165, short dark blonde hair, moust
ache, thick 8" hand rod and heavy slung 
sack. Into other studs who enjoy them
selves. Photo a must: 2269 Market, 
#333, San Francisco, CA 94114. Don't 
disappoint me- it will be your loss! 

PHONE SEX 
Connecting gay men together 
around lhe world. A really unique 
experience. ( 415)346-87 47. 

LIKES PISS IN SAN FRANCISCO 
29, 6'2" 170 LBS Bottom with smooth 
swimmers build, into W/S armpits, 
jocks. I want piss from hot masculine 
tops 21-35 with moustache or beard. I 
provide beer; you return it warm and 
tasty! Paul 415-863-9397. 
SAN FRANCISCO BONDAGE CLUB 
Safe and sane group scenes. SFBC, 
1800 Market St. #107 San Francisco CA 
94102. 

BLACK WEIGHTLIFTER 
29, 155 lb, muscular, medium build, 
primarily TOP, but versatile. Looking 
for well muscled white male 25-35. 
Most scenes considered except scat 
and WIS. Reply with photo or detailed 
description. Mike 80 Terra Vista #11, 
San Francisco, Ca 94115. 

HUNKY BODYBUILDER 
Into tits, pees, and nipples. W/M, 33, 
with big muscular torso- 44" chest, 
16" arms, large thighs and huge 
calves- seeks macho men with and 
into same for mutual workout, J/0, hot 
sweat and pleasurable times. Also into 
LL, athletic gear, jock straps and wres
tling. Travels often- in Calif. Aug. & 
Sept. '83. P.O. Box 8362, Chicago, IL 
60680. (312)785-2352. 

BONDAGE AS A WAY OF LIFE 
Dedicated Bondage Slave requires bon
dage master who is serious about the 
ownership and control of all functions 
of slave with any and all forms of devi
ces and apparatus. Slave is serious 
and willing to contribute full effort and 
resources to a sucessful lifestyle
have extensive collection of toys and 
devices. Slave 5'10" 145# 41 yrs. Box 
Holder, Box 14154, San Francisco, CA 
94114. 

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 humiliate 
this handsome-faced, overgrown piq1 

Write Box 3179. 
HOTTOUGHHANDSOMEM 

6'1", 27 years, 175 lbs, 8" , athlet1~ . 
Needs to be trained and dominated. 
taught how to serve by hard expe
rienced master. Leather. cowboy, levi, 
etc. Genuine only. Photo. Box 3040. 

SAN DIEGO TOP 
6'3"- 40- 190 into all scenes- com
plete game room- B/D S/M W/S FFA. 
Leather Hoods- wax tits- etc. 619-
420-8967. 

BIG FURRY "BEAR" 
Burly "blue-collar" type W /M (6'1"-232-
33) trim beard, thinning hair; broad 
hairy ~houlders , chest, and back; plia
ble berr belly; cut 6'h"; nice butt and 
strong legs (13E boots) seeks hot unin
hibited MEN 24-40 for sweaty lust, fan
tasy realizations , kinky and/or 
sensual good times. Stoney @ (213) 
666-3206 (Silverlake)/Box 10643, Glen
dale, CA 91209. 

HORNY-WHITE-HOT 
Seeks studs into fucking-rimming
sucking. Dildoes-S&M . W/S , Poppers
prolonged ass hole play-versatile 
(top-bottom) AM, 46, 180 lbs-6' tall
beard-moustache-Give uniforms, good 
bottom service! Box 3520. 

HOT RAUNCHY PLAYFUL 
W/M , 30, 5'8", 130, goodlooking & trim, 
pierced tits, hairy chest, moustache 
and stubble beard , works out. Seeking 
hot raunchy sessions with guys 18-40 
into fucking, sucking, listing, piss, J/0, 
spit, armpits, Crisco, hot wax, tit-play, 
amyl, fun drugs, toys, greasy JOCk
straps, wet briefs, tight faded levi 
501's, ass-play, torn underwear, levi/ 
leather, sweat, fantasies. Prefer bot
tom, but top/tradeoff also. Rough 
scenes or playful good times. Man-to
man, 3-ways or groups Write w/photo 

if possible: BOX 121 , 13624 SHERMAN 
WAY, VAN NUYS, CA 91405. Yeah' Hot 
fun' 

YOUNG HOT WHITE MASTER 
26 yrs old, 5'6", 130 lbs, Brown hair, 
green-gray eyes . mustache and nice 
body- Seeks: slaves(s) who need to be 
owned for life Also will review 
requests from slave(s) who seek less 
permanent service. Forward detailed 
letter, w/photo to: Lord Stephen, Box 
352, Garden Grove. CA 92642-0352. 

OUR ADS GET RESULTS! 

DESERT TRAINING RANCH 
Near Barstow 3+ hours from L.A. being 
developed. Tops/ bottoms, what are 
your needs, equipment, preferences. 
ideas? Playroom in a boxcar, under
ground rooms. Hard labor now for 
sons. slaves, bottoms. HEXA-D RANCH, 
Box 6269, Torrance, CA 90504. 

ANY REAL ACTION 
From dudes who know what the hell 
they can, and will put out and take. 
Really know about M/S, B/D, W/S, 
B/P, Toys, Hoods, Rimming , Potty seat , 
Humil , and?????. Let's match 90% for 
hot action. BLACKS get 1st place, 
HAIRY W/M, CHICANOS, come in 2nd, 
with PHOTO get quick reply, responsi
bility gives all one. No age or size hang 
up, lets do it, ads are for it. Box 3647. 

HOT VERSATILE FFA 
Goodlookmg hand ballerW/M, 26, 5'9", 
160# with hot receptive ass and tal
ented fists seeks men with same for 
high times and hot sessions. Box 3680. 

HOUSEBOY/ SLAVE WANTED 
By 2GWM 52, 5'7", 140 , 7" uncut; 44, 
5'4", 135, 6" cut; Both Tnm, Muscular, 
masculine. You must be Trim, cleancut, 
obedient and want urinal training, dis
Cipline, muscle control training. Full 
time, permanent, own room. Photo & 
letter to : Hose, Box 7305, Long Beach, 
CA 90807. 

LOS ANGELES, 35, 5'9", 155 
Blond ha1r, blue eyes, beard . Into ass 
action, F.F., W.S., leather, S & M, shav
ing, toys, as top only. Slaves must be 
obedient, masculme, good body, great 
ass . Also want to hear from other Mas
ters all over for ideas 3 ways Photo 
demanded w1th letter and phone 
number. Box 3669. 

DEMAND 
THE BEST! 

Always Ton and Trim has refined the art 
of indoor tanning for those people who 
demand the best and get it! Entering our 
5th year. we hove defined tanning and 
trimming for those who hove been un
familiar with these new techniques. 
Ask about our complimentary offers. 
Limited offer ... 1 0 passive exercise visits 
for only S 139.00. 

979FOLSOM/ SAN FRANCISCO 
(415} 543·3276 

always tan ... 
and now ... 

always trim 
5506 castro sueet , san frc:lcisco co 626-8505 
279 newbury street . boston. moss 2:16 4J6J 

:1101 n. fed . hwy. ft . louderdole. flo 566·6404 

We proudly offer a 10% discount to members 

of the International David Society 

Photo by Joe Altmon 



SOLUTION 
(from page 24) 

The promiscuous homosexual is a sexual 
revolutionary. Each moment of his outlaw 
existence he c nfronts repressive laws, 
repressive "morality." Parks, alleys, sub
way tunnels, garages, streets- these are 
the battlefields. 

(Joh n) Rechy, The Sexual Outlaw 

A. ROW HOUSES 
B. EMPRESS 
C. CELESTIAL 
D. HAILS 
E. YOU'RE THE TOP 
F. TRUSTING 
G. HEATSTROKE 
H . ESCALATIONS 
I. STEVE REEVES 
J. EXECRABLE 

HOT MASTER 
TAKING APPLICATIONS 

For slave(s) . Temporary or permanent 
servitude considered by hot, 29 yr old, 
5'9", 145 pound, blond/ blue eyed, dom
inant professional. Looks are impor
tant but knowing your place and 
staying ·there makes the difference. 
Limits considered but a slave's duty is 
to satisfy his master. Masculine 
mediteranean / latins a plus. Box 3658. 

SLAVE NEEDS MASTER 
Open to all his desires. Age, race unim
portant. May relocate for proper Str. 
Photo Appreciated . All answered. Box 
3656. 

S.L.O. AREA 
Young Asian Leatherman seeks friend
ship (more?) with full leather WM. Box 
1632. 

MASTER WANTED 
Into heavy B- D. Shaving , motorcy
cles, domination , outdoors; slave 
offers himself completly. Box 3613. 
EXPERIENCED KENNEL MASTER 

Seeks raw human animal for training. 
Object: obedience loyalty development. 
Will consider all breeds from street 
mutt to pedigreed hunk. Must have 
strong healthy constitution, spirit and 
basic intelligence. Not for fantasy 
seekers or hopeless wrecks. If you are 
a man who realizes that his greatest 
worth is as an animal who must have 
firm direction tempered with warmth 
understanding and necessary disci
pline; then this could be your chance to 
finally realize your full potential. Your 
responsibilities will be few; chief ly, 
house security and companionship. 
Your opportunities limited only by your 
will. The San Diego area will be home. 
Keep in mind that the best animals have 
good intuition; so follow your instincts. 
Submit photo address and phone. Box 
3581 . 

SLAVE DANNY 
Will submit to bondage, tortures , shav
ing, whipping, piercing of armpits & 
tits. For parties, photos, groups oro e 
Master. (213)846-9486. 

WANTED 
LEATHER BIKE MASTER 

Into motorcycles, shaving , branding, 
B- D, Heavy Discipline, humiliation, 
tits, whips, chains, cigars, into out
doors. Master 5:8 or taller, 140 or heav
ier, 25 years or older, White, Photo 
requested , slave offers himself 
entirely. Box 3631. 

PROFESSIONAL 
BEHAVIORAL TRAINER 

With extensive experience as a topman 

DRUMMER 52 

K. XEROGRAPHY 
L. UNDERSHIRTS 
M . AWFULLY 
N. LUMMOXES 
0 . OVATIONS 
P. UNFISSIONABLE 
Q . TELEMACHUS 
R. LEAFY 
S. AMNESIA 
T. WATER SPORTS 

offers S/M counseling, training , 
instruction, and experience. Mental 
and/ or physical. Write Box 3692. 
WANTED VERY HANDSOME 

MASTER 
By very goodlooking 33 year old, 5'11 ", 
165 lb. athletic, nice body, defined 
slave. Your hot, very handsome, mu s
cular, master. Between 25 to 35 years 
old , around 6' or taller. Hairy chested a 
plus. I'm somewhat in-experienced, but 
willing to learn. I'm ready for your plea
sure, to be stripped naked, chained, 
ready for S/M, Band D, whips, suspen
sion, TT, CBT, Ass torture, etc. No scat 
or WiS. No drugs or drunks. Am aware 
of current diseases, and am looking for 
a permanent master. Letter with photo 
to JIM , P.O. Box 20599, Long Beach , CA 
90801 . If your not real handsome, don't 
bother. 
HOT HANDSOME HANDBALLER 

Climb on top and get inside of this 
insatiable 5'9", 26, 160# dark hair, 
moustached man with deep wide 
hungry hole. Seeks similar together hot 
trim listing bud die~ for mutual plowing 
and stuffing each other, into good 
times. flexable roles expanding limits. 
Photo- phone Box 3716. 

USED JOCKS/SHORTS/LEVIS 
Worn by Heavily Hung Studs plus pies. 
Send S.A.S.E. to: Box 5191 El Monte. CA 
91734. 

MASOCHIST 
Wants to serve Sadistic Tops in Uni
form . Boots cleaned . 213-913-3819. 

BONDAGE FREAK 
Seeks experts. Hot, 28, hairy hung 
bodybuilder bottom wants hot bondage 
scenes, shaving trips. (213)848-2066 

HORNY DADDY 
Handsome 40's slim tight hard strict. 
Want bottom to use. Must be willing 
obedient physically clean & healthy. 
Cuffs- jocks, tit-work, Lt. bondage. 
Limits dtscussed and respected . 714-
499-1751. 

I LOOKING FOR 
A sincere w/m 19-30. Photo appre
ciated. Paul Loner, 1869 Morton Ave. 
Los Angeles, CA 90026. 

STAMPS AND SLAVES 
Are the world 's most popular collecting 
hobbies. As investments, few things 
have increased more dramatically in 
price in the last decade. Two Leather
men interested in both would like to 
hear from others worldwide. P.O. Box 
#20304, Long Beach, CA 90801 . 

YNG BLND STUD- BL EYES 
Hung big, trim bod, bi-sks 3-some 

w/male & female couple . Photo/ ph. 
Box 1293, Reseda, CA 91335. 

HOT HAIRY HUNG 6'2", 185, 39 
Bearded dude into uninhibited pro
longed man action, fucking, sucking, 
verbal abuse, fantasy, uniforms, jocks, 
exhibitionism, voyeurism, mirrors, 
toys, will do most anything. Send pic
ture with descriptive letter, will answer 
all . Do it now! No age, size, race hang
ups. #549, 177-F Riverside Dr.. Newport 
Beach CA 92663. 

BONDAGE BUDDY WANTED 
36 5'10'h 180 lbs- love all types of 
bondage both ways. Call Paul (805)966-
6019. Santa Barbara from 6-10 P.M. 

LUVPEACESEX FROM 
BUDDY AND MATTHEW! 

BODYBUILDER, 5'10", 195 LBS. 
Seeks other musclemen. Box 3596 L.A. 
CA 90028. 

EX-MARINE/ COACH 
6' I 175, hairy, br/bl, mustache High 
School Coach looking for older (45-65) 
MEN, ex-coaches, jocks, military 
career men a plus. Dig man to man 
action with hairy, tatoo, cigar and pipe 
smoking ex-jocks who still enjoy the 
world of sports. Pick-up your clipboard 
and send this hot coach your game 
plan. Your photo gets mine. COACH: 
3208 Cahuenga Blvd. , West #8 L.A. , CA 
90068. 

MODESTO MASTER 
PeterS. Your Ieier answering ad about 
Desert Training Ranch had no return 
add'ress. Pis write again . HEXA- D
RANCH, P.O. BOX6269TORRANCE, CA 
90504. 

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. 

COLORADO 
HOT ESCORT AVAILABLE 

5'8", 44" Chest, 32" Waist , Blonde Hair 
and Beard , Hairy Body , German
Cherokee Descent. Into Weightlifting, 
S/M , Bi D, T /T, Water Sports, Electric
ity, And Most Scenes. Very Versatile. 
Have Lived Most of My Fantasies But 
Perhaps I Can Help You Live Out Yours. 
Fly Me Anywhere For A Weekend Of 
Imaginative Adventure. Call Days Only 
Mon-Fri, 10-5, Ask For Bill , (303) 440-
4782. You Won't Regret II. 

CONNECTICUT 
MOTORCYCLE 

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

DISTRICT OF 
COLUMBIA 

MASTER WANTED 
To enjoy BD, leather, rubber, and piss. 
Me- 25, 6'2", 180. You- over30, hairy, 
preferably uncut and looking for a 
goodtime w / no commitment. Write P.O. 
Box 1165, Washington DC 20008. 

HANDBALL DEVOTEE 
170 lbs solid muscle, 5'10", 38, dark, 
bearded . lnterChain 226. I am essen
tially dominant and totally masculine 
but can be warm, loving, considerate 
and always sensual. Self-confidence 
based on intelligence, experience, 
maturity, and self-acceptance. Am my 
own man and not captive of any role. 
Years of residence in Berlin , Paris and 
Stockholm have given me European 
flexibility . Besides FF, am into all sides 
of Fr, Gr, titwork and like both intense 
one-on-ones and group scenes. Sound 
interesting? Balls in your court. B,ox 
3712. 

FLORIDA 
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. 

FT. LAUDERDALE 
Masculine, stable, good looking top 
with firm but gentle style seeks sub
jects for "training ." Reasonable limits 
respected. Applicant will include photo 
and phone in letter of application. Jake, 
Box 130051 .2260 NW 68th Ave, Sunrise, 
FL 33313. 
ATTRACTIVE, BEARDED MASTER 
36, seeks crotch, piss slaves, who 
enjoy humiliation, being used. Travel 
widely. Box 10274, Tallahassee, FL 
32302. 

WANTED: SLAVE/LOVER 
M:wh, un36, some exper lthrsex, slim 
or muse, could re-locate, educ, mature. 
S:Wh, 40, educ, finan secure, 6'3", BB, 
Handsome. completely masc & dom, 
has Full lthr & equip, boots, toys for It 
to hvy S&M , B&D, VA , CBTT, WS , GrA, 
FrP, Respect lim, but we'll expand 
them. 
M:describe self & ex per, phone#, recent 
photos, turn-ons & offs, any limits to 
S:Answer w/more info & specs , my 
pies, Plan me your area/ you vistt 
S.Fia. Mr. Sir, Box 11816, Ft. Laud., 
Fla.33339. 

CENTRAL FL- 6'4" 175# 
55 yrs . Best service to harney men on 
1-75 So of Ocala. Light TT & CBT- No 
fats- any age or race. Box 3704. 

HOT UNINHIBITED MIAMI FLA 
Levi-leather s/m daddy, yn. 40, 140, 
5'10", professional , stable, secure, 
intelligent loving dude seeks son, 
lover, friend, 25-40, intelligent, honest, 
sincere, to share life's good things and 
to mutually dedicate our lives to the 
ultimate self realization, gratification & 
happiness. Write Box 3723. 

HOT 
W/M, 31 , athletic seeks BB, cops, 
truckers, linemen, construction. 305-
523-5368. Let's talk. 

GEORGIA 
-BREECHES AND BOOTS

Seeking lean, submissive partner who 
wears English riding clothing and has a 
Iettish for tall . tight, polished boots. I 
am booted and breeched top, white, 60, 
6 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. 

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. 

HOT, HORNY WHITE MALE 
Versatile (Top or bottom) seeks others 
into fucking, listing, rimming, sucking, 
dildoes, S&M , W/S, poppers, Levis, 
leather, boots . Am 27, 150 lbs, 5ft10in. 
with short brown hair, brown eyes, 
beard, moustache. No fats, ferns , 
blacks. Bridwell, Box 12348, Atlanta, 
GA 30355-2348. 

ATLANTA S. CANCER 
25, 5'10", 170, White, 7", requires young 
obedient body slave. Must have good 
body and mind. 1338 Me Lend on Ave. 
#2, (404) 525-7749. 

HORNY WM, 32, 155 LBS 
5'11", Blue eyes. black hair needs good 
tuck. Light S&M, dildoes, enemas, 
aroma, three-ways. Versatile French/ 
Greek, rimming, FF, tit & ass play. 
Seeks like minded. Photo appreciated. 
H. Roberts, 98 Peachtree Place, Warner 
Robins, GA 31093. 

MATURE SEEKS TOP 25-40 
For daytime service in Atlanta. P 0. Box 
54064' 30308. 
MUSCULAR MASCULINE MATURE 
Discreet married bisexual with fanta
sies for discreet meeting with same 
type C.M.M. Box 1472 Lilburn Georgia 
30247. 

40% TOP, 60% BOTTOM 
Boots, whips, heavy tit/ ass work. PiP. 
TLC. Wild. 42, 6'2", 172. Seeks lean com
patriots All scenes. Fulfill phantasies. 
Multiple orgasms. Pix/ details Betje
man, P.O. Box 27528, Atlanta GA 30327. 

IDAHO 
DAD (TAURUS) 

W/M- 48- 6'4" 185 LB- Seeks 
Lean- 18-25 son/ slaveboy-lovemg, 
lasting relationship write your expec
tations & photo- R.R. Field P.O. Box 
1358- Priest River, Idaho- 83856. 

ILLINOIS 
ENEMA/ASS SLAVES 

2 Masters seek hot "naughty boys" 
under 30 to completely surrender their 
ass . You must be willing to submit to 
total complete submission. bondage, 
humiliation and to accept spankings, 
diapers, shaving and all forms o Gr /Fr 
demanded of you . And lots of old fash
ioned 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 AREA 
Professional blonde WM 6'1", 50, 180 
seeks tall handsome leather top under 
40 will compensate if nee send photo 
phone# to Box 3673. 

LONGJOHN GUYS WANTED 
Into underwear/ longjohn scenes incl. 
B&D/ HUM. Jay 606 W. Barry #179 Chi

. cago IL 60657. 
GOODLOOKING, SLENDER 

Very hot leather top, 26, seeks other 
tops or bottoms into leather. I dig the 
looks, smell. and feel of leather. Can be 
versatile. Dig chaps, levis, boots, etc. 
Illinois and surrounding states. Photo 
necessary with letter. Box 3713. 

GWM, 6'3", 180#, 8", 44, M 
Sexual topman wants his own GWM, 30 
plus, bottom friend/ slave, lover. send 
picture with reply and phone number to 
Box 214, 606 W. Barry Chicago, Illinois, 
60657. 

CHICAGO TV-MAMA 
Loves Men who are men, 18-40, Uncut, 
Latin's, Uniform's, Biker's, Trucker's, 
Master's, W/S. I'm willinQ to try any
thing once! NO FEM S/ PHONE 
FREAK'S. T. Harris 1725 N. Albany #1 
Chicago, Ill. 60647. (312)235-8305. 

INDIANA 
STUD, 22, AND DAD, 36 

Both hot, 6', 160, seek bottoms 18-22, 
punks also to help gang Dad. P.O. Box 
1063 Muncie, IN 47305. 

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. 

SERIOUS 
About Leather, raunch, muscles, 
assholes . Goodlooking bodybuilder 
5'9", 1651bs, 36, likes action and red hot 
correspondence with musclemen, tops, 
toughs, and perverts. Box 3720. 

MASSACHUSETTS 
B&D BOY SPANKING 

Step dad 43 disiplines step sons if you 
need your bottom warmed write. Hand 
Paddle Strap. Box 3677. 

IT LA ITA'S 
STURDY BUGIS 
IRE 
TEllS. 
Tll.&S 
DRILLIIG 
COMP.&IY 
VIRGINIA & HIGHLAND ATLANTA 872-8685 

I want to 
fill you up 

with my desires 
or share yours, 
anytime, from 

anywhere ..... 
we'll cum together. 

415-563-0167 

MASTERCARD AND VISA 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------~nuUA~~~·------· 



BOSTON MASTER 
30, 6' 160 LBS, muscular & handsome 
looking for slaves into sucking my 
cock, being humiliated, spanked and 
lucked. Write with a picture. Box 3701 

BOSTON-FF TOP 
Wanted by HRY BLD WM 40, 165# to join 
my lover, WM 43155# in giving me dou
ble listing. Large hands/ cock a plus 
but not nee. Box 3730. 

JOIN THE ACTION MEN 
Boston wrestling club offers member
ship listings newsletters Box service • 
more. Send S.A.S.E. to BWC GMF 1081 
Boston MA 02205 Dept. D. 

MICHIGAN 
WILL ASSUME EITHER 

Role, or both, for weekend bondage and 
discipline in wilderness setting. Box 
3725. 

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 . 

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. 

MILITARY TRAINING 
3 Military Drill instructors will adminis
ter discipine, physical training, cell 
confinement, & prolonged immobile 
restraint in a realistic military atmos
phere for weekend or week long ses
sions. Safe, sane, discreet and 
monitored confinement for Boot Camp, 
Stockade, or POW training. Mummifi
cation, sensory deprivation, controlled 
breathing situations also available, 
Individual or buddy system entry . No 
FF, Scat, Drugs. Fee required, Referen-

THE HOT LINE 

DRUMMER 54 

Any l~ind of guy you wont. 
Any l~ind of scene you wont. 

Any time you wont it. 
From the best telephone 

fantasy seNice 
in the business. 

A 24 Hour Service Owned 
and Operated by Gays 

Use your Credit Cord 
MC - VISA - AMEX - DINERS - CARTE OLANCHE 

OR 
Send check or money order to: 

THE HOT LIME 
207 South Oroodwoy, Rm . 13-J 

Los Angeles, CA 90012 

Photo Sets Available 
All Photography by 
California Guys, Ltd. 

ces available. Address Serious Inquir
ies to: Training Center Information, P.O. 
Box 672, Bridgeton, MO 63044. All rep
lies answered. (314-867-7233) 

HUGE TITS 
My tortured tits, beaten body, and 
insatiable tongue await your use. 
Good-looking, hairy chest, uncut, lots 
of fun for your pleasure. Box 3694. 

NEVADA 
G/W/M, 29, 5'10", 165 ST. APPEAR 
Looking for super hung stuff- I idolize 
cock and can play with it well. Into 
serious sucking and some verbal 
aggression . Prefer older men with 
strong mental attitudes, beliefs and 
experience lets correspond some 
before we meet. I travel to Calif., Ariz ., 
S.Utah, and upstate. Absolutely no 
relationships, sm etc. Las Vegas. Box 
3731 . 

NEW JERSEY 
NORTHERN JERSEY 

W/m, 43, 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. Will respect 
limits. No hard or ruff stuff. No drugs, 
fats , ferns, or phonies. Box 291. 

PHOTOGRAPHER-BRIGHT, 
WITTY 

Attractive, oral, 32- wants to focus 
lens, lust on trim, hairy men 18-40. Let's 
swap pix / licks. RIX, Box 597, Belle
ville, NJ 07109. 

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. 

YOU CAN NOW LIST 
YOUR PHONE NUMBER 

$1 VERIFICATION! 

LI-NY BONDAGE STOCKADE 
Correctional facilities for disciplining 
young aspiring Bondage Slaves. A 
strict but decent Custodian ses 

1%" X 9%" 

The photos above show what a dramatic 
difference the NEW MIRACLE ENlARGER 
canmakel 
As compared the figures show an Increase 
In diameter of ZS% and a DRAMATIC IN
CREASE OF 63% IN LENGTH - Q.l!&B 
ntREE FUU.INCHESI 

OUR GUARANTEE 
The BIG MAX Miracle Enlarger Is guar
anteed to add from two to three Inches to 
your penis or your money back. 
Complete the following to qualify for the 
guarantee. 
i'Opsldi P"eiitsteri9t'h- - - oa1e-;- ----
~when erect: ___ ~lf'w·--~ 
I would like to add __ Inches to my penis. 
I certify that the Information given Is true. 

Signature ------------1 
Please rush me the BIG MAX Miracle En
larger I have enclosed $19.95 plus $3 
postage & handling. BIG MAX Dept. &575 

North Wilcox Hollywood, Ca. 
a...---u·~~tt.~ll:i WANTED ___ ,. 



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. Heav1 S&M, 
pain, FF, Scat NOT approved. Pnson
er's limits & responses, both mental & 
physical, closely monitored. vlutual 
trust, respect encouraged. Long term 
slavery considered. Photo necessary, 
sent with honest dignified appl cation 
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) fo r long, 
hot sessions. Must have endurance, 
crave punishment in chains. Med •um to 
heavy S/M, BID. 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 ferns, fats , ·akes. 
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. 

MASCULINE LEATHER HOLE 
Very handsome Leo BB, 26, 6'6", 205#, 
blond, smooth. B1g hungry butt, throat 
for long, exploring sessions. 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 v1olence or 
humiliation . Include photo/phone. 
Your place. Box 3338. 

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 teach and 
help me expand my limits. Must be 25-
40, good body, attractive. Photo & 
phone appreciated. Box 3373. 

(212)672-1010 
TOP/INSATIABLE 
JKSN HTS, QNS 

W/m 6/160/bro/bro, You now know 
all you need to know about this insatia
ble top, who's always looking for true 
bottoms. short of talk, but long on the1r 
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 mamed slobs, who 
realize it is their preordained destiny in 
life to receive cock, as oppose to giving 
it. Box 3381. 

W/M 36 145 LBS 
With little experience seeks Master to 
train body and mind for His pleasure 
and enjoyment. Will consider perman
ent slavery. Prefer tall no nonsense 
Master to help reach fulfillment as obe
dient slave. Box 3432. 

MEN OVER 40 
Age and strength deserve respect. WM, 
28, 5'4", 135, dk hr, brd, hry, muse, new 
to NYC, inexp but enth, sks WM 40+ 
top/master, brd, hry, (pre!) muse for 
reg trng sessions. Spend 20 cents and 
10 minutes. I'm worth it. Box 3344. 

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. 

L•wmen: Veal In lus
trous black cowhide. 
Black sateen lined. 
Welted side pockets. 
Even sizes only; 34 thru 
44.-$95. 
Bleck cowhide onep
•w•y codpiece pants. 
Straight cut seamless 
knee leg will accommo
date all boot styles. 
Inseam lengths over 32 
tnches, add $10 per 
inch. All waist sizes 26 
thru 36.- $280. 

Chippewa "Choppa": 
S.lety biller atMt toed 
boola. 
Top graan b lack western 
o I tan leather 17 mches 
h gh. ava tllble '" 0 
w dth only, all stzes n~ 
u-ru 12- $ 124 50 
lr1sured. parcel post 
sr tpptng & handlmg . $5 
peer item 
A'l maJor cred1l ca rds 

SPITOON BOOTWIPE URINAL 
Drooling deviate dog grovels for beer 
drinkin' , cigar-smokin', ass-kickin ', 
straight men: ex-con toilet slurps cop
snot, trucker-feet, biker-butt for public 
humiliation: retarded dude 1s Daddy's 
queer-boy forever. Am real tough, real 
dirty, real hung short lean blond 
w/stash . Filthy letter w/pix gets same, 
Sir! First ad . NYC Metro. Box 3535. 

MID-HUDSON VALLEY 
Masculine, bearded , master 33, 6', 160 
lbs, with hot dungeon and thick cock 
will restrain you and explore your lim
its if you 're hot. trim, and under 35. 
Reply with Photo and Phone#. J. Miller, 
156 Wall St. Kingston , NY 12401 . 

NEW YORK CITY 
I am 33, 5'7", 140 lbs, brown hair and 
brown eyes, submissive bottom man, 
into most scenes except heavy pam, 
scat and F/F. Seek top man, 30-40. Box 
3373. 

CAPTIVE MUSCLEMEN 
(Zeus publ. bondage- coercion 
scenes) Seek athletic/ masc./ muse. 
B.S.'s Into elaborate verbal , rough, 
man-to-man B&D, leading to your 
cock/ balls/ tits/ ass being chained, 
whipped. clamped , stretched, oiled, 
waxed , used any way your master/ 
captor sees fit. forcing you to admit 
what you really are/ want/ beg for. 
Mirrors, rack, filthy dungeon await 
your capture & humiliation as Her
cules/ Tarzan by strong, demanding, 
imaginative gladiator/ sex master. 
Photo, phone, address, detailed des
cription of what you 're man enough for 
required . Apply now for night of your 
life. No hustlers/ fakes/ ferns. Box 
3566. 

HOT PISS SLAVE 
W/M , 32. 5'8" , 160 lbs, muscular, seeks 
uncut piss master. Also bondage. 
Novice to S/M: no heavy pain, must 
respect limits Hungry ass into toys. No 

SCAT. heavy SM. Reply with photo 
(required) + description of your fanta
Sies. Box 3564. 

CLASSY B&D 
NYC/WORLDWIDE 

Be stylish. Assume Correctional Cus
tody of an mtelligent. attractive, adult, 
Anglo-Saxon. pukka batman who'll 
stand at attention when not confined 
and securely restramed . Strict disci
pline and expert training will widen my 
horizons and heighten your satisfac
tion , S1r. Tie me, try me. Appointments 
open for preliminary Interrogation, 
plus imposition of nonjudicial punish
ment (Article 15 UCMJ) at Office Hours. 
Box 3092. 

LONG ISLAND/QUEENS 
WM. 46, 6', 195, Discreet educated pro
fessional with dominant fantasies 
seeks WM with submissive fantasies 
for mutual beginners ' exploration. Box 
3678. 

OUTDOOR ORGYS 
Leather, levis, tits, recycled beer, B&D, 
S&M . Older Daddies O.K. Mid-Hudson 
Valley, Western Connecticut/ Massa
chusetts. Write Cedar Knoll. RD #2, Box 
414, Rhinebeck. N.Y. 12572. 

GOODLOOKING W/M 26 
Into extreme Bondage. heavy S&M. 
scat & suffocation. Looking for a man 
who wont take no for an answer. Please 
Sir, Beat the shit out of me. Occupant 
175 Fifth Ave. #3348 N.Y .. NY 10010. 

ATTORNEY 31 6' 200 LBS 
BB looking for buddy, you must be still 
in closet, bottom, discreet, 1n shape. No 
one night stands. Send detailed letter to 
P.O. Box "B" S.l. NY 10301. 

ENEMAS 
W /M, 40, wants to give Big-Assed Dad
dies Greek and Enemas. Write Box 50 G. 
147 West 42nd Street. Room 603 NY .. 
10036. 

G '18 account name, 
n ~o~m.,_r & expltat+on 
date NV restdents add 
appltcable local sales 
tall. Sorry- No C 0 0 ·a 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. 

Dep't.A . 
Ill CHRISTOPHER ST. 
NEW YORK, NY 10014 

212 243·5339 
Open Mondd) thru Sunday oon to ipm 

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

Send me _ Dog Tags with the attached copy. 
Enclosed is s, __ _ 

NAME ______________________ __ 
LINE THREE 

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

LINE FOUR 



BIG Ill fROM SIX PACK SAU 815 
BAKER'S DOZEN 825 

Add S 2 Postage Per Six Issues! 

ISSUE 12 ISSUE 13 ISSUE 14 ISSUE 15 ISSUE 16 ISSUE 17 

ISSUE 18 ISSUE 19 ISSUE 21 ISSUE 22 ISSUE 23 ISSUE 24 

ISSUE 25 ISSUE 26 ISSUE 27 ISSUE 28 ISSUE 29 ISSUE 30 

ISSUE 31 ISSUE 32 ISSUE 33 ISSUE 34 ISSUE 35 ISSUE 36 

COMPll I YOUR COlliCTION IHill YOU CAN! 
DRUMMER 56 
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CHAPS •99!~::~:1:: 
It's here! The finest l1ne of top-grain leather clothes, 

accessories and erotic toys FACTORY DIRECT, save up 
to 50%! Send for FREE MAIL ORDER CATALOG today. 
Deliveries are prompt, workmanship and materials 

guaranteed. The Leatherworks 
And when in Portland v1sit 

2908 SE BELMONT, DEPT. F, PORTLAND, OR 97214 
{503) 233-0082 HOURS 11 TO 6 TUE. - SAT. 

VISA/MC/TELECHECK 

LEATHER· WESTERN· UNIFORMS 
120 nth Ave. (at 20th St.) 

. 
• LYCRA 

SPANDEX 

• MAGIC 
GRIP PANELS 

• POWER 
KNIT 

FROM 
THIS ... 

l 

.•• TO 
THIS! 

l 
-"976 Tw1n ci nch-panels tnm 1nches oil your wa1sl 
and flattens your abdomen. Lycra power knit 
stretches and breathes with you to give you the 
sleekest physique ever. Built in masculine support 
for superb comfort. Sizes Smal (28-32), Med 
(33·36), Lg (37-40), XL {41-44). 

Each $999 
=977 Short Line Version 

REGENCY SQUARE Dept, 6575 
1626 N. Wilcox, Hollywood, Ca. 90028 

=976 =977 

DRUMMER 58 

Sizzling one hour audio cassette $9.00. 
Three sets of five 3'12 x 4Y2 Color Photos 
$7.00 each. Three sets of five color slides 
are $6.00 each. 
Our Photo-packed Brochures of over 
200 other Men and their tapes will be 
sent with your order, or you may order 
them alone for $3.00. 

o.o 
1.626 N. WILCOX #1 07 

HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 
All models ere 18 or over . 

-----When in L.A., visit our retail store! 
VIDEO TAPE EXCHANGE 

1440 N CRESCENT HTS L A CA 90046 
HUGE NEW 1983 ILLUSTI!ATEO 

CATALOG ONLY $7 50 

~ AMERICAN EXPRESS n VISA B~a V~S 
CJ MASTERCARD CALIF. RES. ADD 6 112% TAX 
# EXP. DATE ___ _ 
NAME ___________ ___ 

ADDRESS ----------

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
'I 

CITY STATE---ZIP --- I 
SIGNATURE I 

I WARRANT THAT I AM OVER 21. Oept.wtl 
~--------------------------~ 

t·c men. All 
Pnone autnen I ll d le Stretc e 
types ~'::~cup, sweating and 
outd P to tultill any tantasy 
rea Y . 1 (212) B07-1413 
-anyt1me. 

New York's Only Gay 
Owned & Operated Service 

Open 24 Hours 
MasterCard & Visa 



S.M. TOP 
Looking for muscular bottoms for lim
its exploration. Send photo / phone. 
Box 446 Syracuse. N.Y. 13210. 

GOODLOOKING WHITE MALE 
Lale 30's easy going but dominant in 
nature. Honest, sincere, together and 
affectionate are but a few of my quali
ties . Enjoy GR active, shaving, bondage 
but can get into various other scenes 
depending on my partner. However no 
pain. Looking to meet guys 18-35 who 
are looking for good times, a friend, 
brother image, or possible relation
ship. If you are inexperienced tha s ok, 
I have lots of patients. Live on Long 
Island. Respond with phone number 
and picture if possible. Occupant- P.O. 
K Valley Stream NY. 11582. 

CAN'T GET ENOUGHIII 
Insatiable Fr Active wants "huge" 
cocks for weekly oral action . Group 
scenes preferred. Age or race no bar
rier if you are hung. Photo appreciated. 
No W/S or S&M. Fox, P.O. Box 2625, 
Rockefeller Cntr Sta .. NYC 10185. 

NYC PIG STUDENT 
W /M, 25,5'1", 100, brwn/ grn. well-built 
shaven body- seeks husky, well-built, 
clean cut, daddy I big brother type. 
(uncut prefered. Not necessary) who 
will teach me mutual raunch, w/s, scat, 
bodyworship, foot & armpit licking. No 
s/m, b/d. All Photos and descript1ons 
answered. Box 3728. 

9" FAT MEAT 
Tall slim GWM 34 needs his fat meat. 
jerked, sucked , worshiped anything 
perverted big ball to be worked on. 
Explicit letter photo phone Box 3729. 

SAMURAI MASTER SEEKS 
W/M BONDAGE SLAVE 

Goodlooking young oriental master 
seeks healthy, clean submissive slave 
20-35 for bondage, dildoes, tits/ ass 
play, bodyworship. Am 25, 135, 57", 
novice. w/smooth body . No drugs. 
scat, S&M , fats . Send photo & phone to 
Box 3715. 

WANTED-BURLY, 
OVERPOWERING 

Overweight, cigarette smoking bon
dage topman to teach this 45 yr old 5'5", 
155 LB novice. No FF scat piss or drugs. 
Box 3717. 

ABUSIVE YOUNG GUYS 
Who dont wash too often are welcome 
to visit me in N.Y.C. I'm handsome 
clean-shaven 35. Also like pain . T/Tor
ture scat WS. Send photo. Letter Phone 
Box 3718. 

ARIES, NOVICE 
38 WM 5'5" 145# uncut. Needs help 
learning joys nf C&B, Bondage, w1ne 
enemas, catheters, hot wax, ass play. 
Not into FF, scat, heavy pain. Have 
extensive leather, toy, collection, boot 
hoist, suspension harness. Waiting or 
right teacher with hairy chest well bui lt 
to age 45. Your photo and phone gets 
mine. Box 3705. 

BUTCH PASS. NOVICE 
Wants some fantasies to happen. Need 
patient teacher to work on my ass, 
shave me, piss on me, etc. I'm 36, hot, 
masc., great ass. You- 18-40, great 
body . No fats. All letters w/ photos ans
wered. Box 3703. 

WANTED: 
Serious minded police (state. county, 
local) correc. officers who will interro
gate, abuse, humiliate 28 yr old servant 
into total degradation. Am prepared for 
beatings, susp, rimseat , solitary. N.Y. 
Conn . upstate. P.O . Box 464 Millwood, 
NY 10546. 

MID-HUDSON TOPMAN 
37, 5'11 ", 170, seeks partners for leather 
and steel bondage, CBT IT, hot wa x. 
Versatile Topmen, rebellious bottoms, 
over 30's preferred. Box 3709. 

BRITISH DISCIPLINE 
Need to improve? You will after your 
bare bottom is properly caned. Smart, 
handsome, and strict school master 
will consider applicants who submit 
personal descriptions and good rea
sons for needing to really taste the 
cane. Box 3699. 

HUNG NYC COCKSUCKER 
For long, thick cocks on well-built 
young studs (under 35) . Hot mouth, 
tongue, finger action for one or more. 
Dirty talk & raunchy or intellectual & 
clean as desired. I aim to please. Call 
212-855-7247. 
STUNNING FIRM MASCULINE 

BUNS 
For punching, squeezing, spanking, 
etc. OWNER: Handsome, beautiful slim 
muscular defined physique, 32, tan 
mark, versatile but Inexperienced
first ad- seeks big hard muscled, 
hung, successful B/B under 38, domi
nant, aggresive. experienced. Photo
graph telephone # please. Box 6029, 
F.D.R., NYC, 10150. 

VERSATILE AUSSIE PIG 
Loves to wallow in filth except B&D. 
Taurus, 35, 5'9", 140 lbs, visiting states 
1984. Visitors to Sydney welcome. 
Write Barry Lowe, Box 635, G. P.O. Syd
ney, NSW Australia. 

DUTCH BODYBUILDER 
36, 29" waist, 42" chest, shaved, 
tatooed , pierced, exhibitionist, into oil, 
mirrors, toys, likes to meet macho 
muscle-freaks for hot j/o fantasies. 
Will visit USA in August. Picture is a 
must. Write to : HV, P.O . Box 1736, 1000 
BS Amsterdam, Holland. 

NORTH CAROLINA 
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 were 
serious but lazy. Some of you were 
serious but afraid . ALL of you STILL 
seek a master! And I still seek a slave 
... for obedience, total commitment, 
punishment (when needed), and love 
(when earned) . I am DEADLY SERIOUS! 
And so are YOU! Now DO something 
about it! Call Randy. (704) 324-1465, or 
write to 130511th Avenue, S.E., Box 24, 
Hickory, NC 28601. 

COUNTRY BOY 
29 6'1" 185 lbs. Blonde/ Blue, tattoos. 
Marine looking into leather and hot 
sex. Seeks 18 to 35 masculine looking 
men, uncut preferred not a must. Send 
photo for response PO Box 338 Pine 
Level , N.C. 27568. 

NORTH DAKOTA 
RANCH/RODEO COWBOY 

24, W/M Cowboy, 150, 5'9", needs 
another Cowboy for leather action. Brn, 
Blue eyed Cowboy into all Cowboy gear 
including chaps, boots, spurs, gloves, 
levis, hats & rubbing leather clad 
crotches. Versatile, ready for any 
action with another Cowboy only. Cow
boys reply to C.R., Box 87, Mandan, 
North Dakota 58554. 

OHIO 
CLEVELAND 

29, 5'11 ", 1501bs, hairy.l need a leather
topman to expand my ass to its limits. 
WS , FF, TT, scat, possible piercing. No 
photo needed. I will surpass your 
expectations. Please include phone# in 
your answer for quickest response. 
Box 3156. . 

CINCINNATI 
LEATHERMAN/ MOTORCYCLIST 

41 , likes the hot smell of a man. Hairy 
bodies, raunchey arm pits, smelly ass. 
Let's rim, suck, piss, kiss and luck 'till it 
all tastes and smells the same. Your 

photo gets mine. P.O. Box 41326 Cinti., 
Ohio 45241. 

SUBMISSIVE MALE 
30, white, 5'8", 185 lbs, attractive, pro
fessional , wants to give total French 
Service to dominant, attractive men, 
18-? Also want to experience new 
things- golden showers, body wor
ship, verbal abuse, some light BID; rim
ming & maybe passive Greek & piss 
drinking. No pain, scat, or S/M. Take 
time to train me for occasional meet
ings & I wont disapoint you . Willing to 
be once a week houseboy & body slave. 
P.O. Box 8474 Canton , Ohio 44709. No 
fats . All races & colors. Love very 
young & BB. 
EXPERIENCED, INTELLIGENT 

SLAVE 
W/M, 45, 5'8", 140 LBS, trim , attractive 
body seeks dominant master to admin
ister bondage, spanking , C/B/T IT, 
golden showers, your scene, your way. 
Box 216, Toledo Ohio 43695. 

OHIO- WEST PA. & NY 
Interested in lengthy bondage, immo
bilization with leather, rope, fetters
type restraints; TT, whipping, pain are 
great, but not scat, FF, heavy drugs, or 
permanent damage. Top, bottom, or 
switch. I'm big & ugly: 6'1", 290, 35; 
Your seriousness & maturity more 
important than youth or looks- But 
they're ok too. Box 3708. 

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. 

RODEO COWBOY 
W, 5'10", 150 lbs, 25 yo, goodlooking, 
good body, seeks other cowboys to get 
it off in tight fittin' 501 levis, big silver 
buckles, leather chaps, and hot spurred 
cowboy boots. Cowboys, lets get 
together and rub leather, jeans, and 
boots. Need my tight bulging crotch 
took care of. Photos in riggen will get 
mine. Box 3115. 

WANTED SLAVE 
Tulsa Leathermaster wants slim slave 
for hot action. Limits expanded or 
respected. Phone Rod at (918)665-1885 
or reply with photo to P.O. Box 54760, 
Tulsa, OK 74155. No phone jackoff. 

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

DOMINATE MALE 
6' , 175#, seeks trim w/m for B/D S/M. 
Interest important, not experience. 
Photo. Box 3612. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
REAL MASTER 

Needed for heavy bondage, total con
trol, Weekend Confinement, and Disci
plioe. Slave is 35, untamed, able to 
travel to master's location. Please send 
orders with phone & photo to P.O. Box 
2091 , Philadelphia, PA 19103. 

PITSBURGH AND TRI-STATE 
Slave wanted . I'm 28 6'4" 220# Body 
Builder. Must be athletic and willing to 
follow orders write to CR P.O. Box 55 
Glenshaw PA 15116. 

HOT TOUGH YOUNG M 
6'2", 170 lbs, 27 yrs, 8'h", very athletic 
needs to be trained by demanding hard 
master into dominatiOn, endless fuck
ing, ass play-toys, B&D, light S&M, 
huge cocks- very deep throat. Expand 
my limits as you see fit- Sir. J.B. 100 
Denniston St. Apt.#12 Pittsburgh, PA 
15206. 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
CHARLESTON, WM, 23, 5'8", 130 

Inexperienced bottom seeks dominant 
top. Box 3719. 

TENNESSEE 
DADDY, W.M., 42, 5'6", 8" 

Smooth body. Looking for son any age 
or race who knows how to satisfy his 
Dad . Expect job & life outside the home, 
but must know his place at home. Will 
train beginners . Proper letter & photo 
gets same. Box 3710. 

TEXAS 
DALLAS THIRSTY AND HOT 

43, 5'8", 150. Heavy piss, raunchy 
socks, and tit action . Photo required 
and exchanged. Box 3045. 

SLAVE(S) SON? LOVER? 
Dominant, versatile, educated profes
sional , w/m 47, 5'11", 175# accepting 
applications. You must be mature, 
masculine, well-proportioned, willing 
to serve. Any race or age. No drugs or 
drunks. NOVICE OK- will be trained
limits respected, expanded? Send pic 
with needs, desires , uses, work, etc. 
Hdqtrs- Houston. Naked servitude? 
Permanent live-in 8ossible, or I can 
travel. MASTER BU . Also, opening for 
a master. Box 3329. 

TIGHT LEVIS AND LEATHER 
W 5'10" 150 lbs, 25 yo , good body, seeks 
others into tight Iitten' Levis or black 
leather pants, boots and cycle jacket. 
Lets get together and rub leather til its 
hot. Have cycle to travel. Photo in 
leather gets mine. Box 3115. 

SON SEEKS MOIST DADDY 
GWM, 32, 5'11", 170 lbs, handsome, 
well-built seeks Daddy 25-50, hung, 
built, handsome, hopefully uncut & 
cigar smoker for love, hot sex, atten
tion . Son likes to be lucked, W /S. C/B, 
needs toilet training , tits. Daddy, 
please send letter with photo and your 
worn jock. Your response gets same. 
JDD, PO Box 191122, Dallas, TX 75219. 

HOUSTON PUPIL 
Seeks dominate teacher, master to 
take me into my proper world of S/M 
B/D W /S submission , servitude, humi
liation into body shaving, leather sin
cere and dedicated 40's 5'7" 140' Box 
3671. 

HOUSTON SLAVE 
Seeking dominant master to fulfill fan
tasies . Into light S&M, B&D, WS, shav
ing, VA, raunch & humiliation. My 
experience limited. Start me out your 
way! Am 24, 5'5", brown/brown, thin, 
moustache. Box 3714. 
LUBBOCK. BIKES AND LEATHER 
Buddies looking for mutual friends for 
riding or hot sessions. We're a top and 
a bottom. Both married. safe, and dis
crete. No B.S. from us and expect same. 
Your scene or ours. Blackroom availa
ble. Box 3727. 

DALLAS- KINKY TOP 
Nice looking- 45- white only. No 
ferns or fats- discreet- super clean
marrieds- beginners welcomed
intrigue- imagination
satisfaction- respect limits- photo
prompt reply Box 3706. 



LONELY W/M 
Needs dominant lover to reinitiat 
almost virgin ass. Am new to scene but 
interested in experiencing rubber 
leather, mild B&D, mild spanking , some 
slave training. Like to wear womens 
clothes; Please some one answer this 
add my ass is hot for action. 6'1 Vi' ligh 
brown hair, blue eyes, 230#, goodlook 
ing. Box 3707. 

HOUSTON EX-COP 
Seeks dominant leather I uniform top to 
expand my limits in B&D, S&M. I all' 
W/M 28, 5'11 ", 185, Hai ry. No fats 
ferns, blacks, scat. Have full Police 
Gear; Photo appreciated. Box 3702. 

DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
MEET RIGHT HERE! 

SOUTHEAST TEXAS 
Expenenced mature WI LeatherDaddy 
Master taktng applications for w/sub
missive obedient son slave who is 
experienced, or is willing to expand his 
limits in b/d, w/s, s/m, Fr/a, Gr/p, etc. 
who is able and desires to satisfy my 
big fat 8'12' tool. An m who is able to 
please his Master/ Daddy in work as 
well as in play. Will consider a perman
ent live-in relationship for the success
ful applicant who will not only benif 1t 
from the training and discipline but 
also receive my respect and affection. 
Box 3697. 

UTAH 
TWO HOT HORNY TOPMEN 

Looking for a new toy to play with. Both 
36, both mean as hell. We work 
together, separately, and we alternate 
to handle the most recalcitrant of 
slaves. Into bondage, whipping , spank
ing , piss , verbal abuse, and exploration 
of all fantasies. Master Larry: 6'2", b/ b. 
175 lbs., good body. Master Michael : 
5'6", b/b, i451bs., 9'h" and thick. Appli
cations will be accepted from Real 
slaves who can handle total domina
tion and complete control of mind and 
body. Don't answer unless you mean it. 
You will be used, abused and trained 
and if you get it right you might find 
permanence w1th us. Application must 
contain a recent photo, vital statistics, 
experience resume, and phone number. 
Send to: MASTER Larry, P.O. Box 1104, 
Sandy, Utah 84091 . 

VIRGINIA 
BLONDE, BLUE-EYED 

VIRGINIA FARMER 
In good shape (5'10", 150 lbs) wants to 
share bikes, leather, bondage & affec
tion w/ soul brother. Box 3685. 

AM A DICK 
9" big balls 130 5'10" gwm youthful 36 
healthy. Will obey unha1ry white/ 
oriental Dads 40+ with bigger cock. 

Younger under 150 lbs only, both ways. 
For: exhib porno sex games B/D W /S 
FR J/0 Body shv No: GR scat FF pierce. 
PP ok write DICK P.O. Box 11336Aiex VA 
22312. 

WASHINGTON 
LEATHER SON SLAVE 

Seeks leather Daddy into leather, uni
forms, boots. SM , CBTA Torture and 
taking care of Daddy. I'm WM, 35, 6", 
170#, bearded bodybuilder. Rewarded 
with friendship and cuddling would be 
nice. Send letter with photo to Box 
3487. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE 'S NOT AVAILABLE 
PACIFIC NORTH WEST 

5'7" , 140 lbs uncut, 40, bd / moustache. 
Into utter humiliation, all raunch, ws, 
enemas, shit, armpits, feet, snot, FF, 
shaving, B/D, toys , etc. Need punish
ment. Phone (604)255-1 076. 

TACOMA WASHINGTON 
Mature bisexual, hung like a horse, 
looking for afternoon delights. Are you 
out there hot lips? Box 3733. 

5'5", 145, 31 
Newly trained slave wants firm but 
humane Master. Willing to explore 
everything to mutually-respected lim
its; BD, SM, WS, boot and leather ser
vice. No FF, scat. Box 3698. 

WEST VIRGINIA 
CHARLESTON- HOT SLAVE 

Seeking Daddy / Master. This expe
rienced slave will ing to expand few lim
its and knowledge. Sincere letters with 
photos answered first . Don't waste 
your time. Write with demands soon. 
Box 3724. 

WISCONSIN 
INTELLIGENT MEN 

MILWAUKEE /RACINE AREA: 35, 150 
lbs, 5'8", 6", blond, blue eyed, moust
ached , Levi/Western / Leatherman . 
French A/P, Greek A/P. Rainmaker, 
Rimming, Tits & toys. Write if you 're 
35-45, butch looking, black hair, dark 
eyes, 5'8" or taller. Interests: Bars/ all 
types; travel; movies; food; music; 
baseball. Uniform cops/firemen a turn
on. Discretion assured . Box 3528. 

YOUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

SLAVE NEEDED 
27 yr old Master, 6'0" 1951bs- Muscu
lar, is seeking a young slave boy. Slave 
must be slim or hunky, smooth 
chested , baby faced and prefer slave 
younger than master. Slave should be 
totally obedient & ready for B&D, TT 
CB/T; & whippings. Upper half nude 
picture requested, nude picture pre
ferred. Master is level headed. Box 
3607. 

The MAGNIFICENT ART OF JOE JOHNSON 

~,~2495 
~'"' BEAUTIFULLY REPRODUCED IN AN UNBOUND PORTFOLIO OF NINE 11 %" x 17%" OFFSET 

LITHOGRAPHS READY FOR FRAMING. These were the last original Joe Johnson prints and are cata
logued in New York as a $45 value. The remaining sets are being offered at 24.95 plus $1 postage and 
handling_ California residents add 6% sales tax. srur"\L.~c SEVENTEEN HARRIET STREET 

~VK_~ SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

ORUMMER6() 



SLIM, BEARDED TOPMAN 
Seeks partners: MASTER/ slave, 
Father/ son, whatever- as lon~ as I'm 
BOSS! Truckers, travelers OK. Discreet, 
limits respected. Box 2171 Madison, WI 
53701 

CANADA 
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. 

YOU CAN NOW LIST 
YOUR PHONE NUMBER 

$1 VERIFICATION! 

TORONTO 
Playfully yours, Rodney . 

(416) 922-8484. 
TORONTO: TWO 

Raunchy hot looking men, 34 5'6", 
145#, moustache, and 31 , 5'11'', 145, 
beard, into fucking, listing, rimming , 
bondage, tits, wax, piss, whipping, 
looking for one or more men into some 
or all of the above. Box 3722. 

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 '" 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 
LONDON BIKER/ SLAVEBOY 

Bodybuilder (26, slim, muscular) likes 
riding in ~reasey levis, colours and 
bondage mcluding buttplug. Wants 
heavy bondage, oil. enemas, weekend 
or military training , pain-barrier 
weight-training . Swap photos/ jo let
ters or (better) meet. Box 3695. 

GERMANY 
LIMITLESS DIRTSCENES 

Wanted by experienced male 42, 5'11 ", 
160, looking for pigs mto 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. 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESUL TSI 

GERMAN BODYBUILDER 
29, 5'8", 1551bs., blond hair, blue eyes, 
well hung, handsome, moustache, 
active/ passive, versatile. looking for 
bodybuilder types, 25-45, into B&D, SM . 
Levis. leather, uniforms. Visiting USA 
Nov. 83. Letter & photo to: Harry 
Luedtke, Helhomtzstr. 24, Berlin 10, W. 
Germany. 

WEST GERMANY 
WANTED: 

Black-leather boots/ lull leather-gear I 
rubber and dirty scenes like shit& piss. 
by bottom german boy , visiting U.S. 
9/83 (35. 6', 180) Let me worship your 
turds & boots No FF & whipping . Wolf 
Seifert, P.O. Box 210664, Berlin 21 
(D1000-21) West- Germany- No 
photo, no reply. 

STAY AT CALIFORNIA'S l.AR(i(S1' 
EXQUSIVELY ALL MALE GAY HOTEL 
800-227-3040 US 800-652-1880 CAL 

BAR 
SECURITY 
TELEPHONES 
COFFEE SHOP 
STEAMROOM 
GREAT LOCATION 

VIEVv'S 
COLOR TV 

FULL SERVICE 
TRAVEL SERVICE 

RATES FROM $14 
v.QRKOOT RCX)M 

BROTHEL HOTEL 
FTEEN HUNDRED 

VISA &. MASTER KCEPTED 

ITALY 
ACTIVE SLAVE • 

ltalian,39 real sportsman, brown hair, 
geen eyes , muscular, macho type 
desire to service muscular master. I'm 
into heavy training whips , tit torture, 
F.F. verbal abuse etc. Prefer body
builder. Travel in USA. Hospitality m 
Milan . lnterchain member. Photo 
required which gets mine in return. 
Write to: PATENTE Ml 2804738J -
FERMO POSTA CORDUSIO -MILANO 
ITALY 

MODELS 
NORTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

SAN FRANCISCO'S FINEST 
Male models & companions/ 
Handsome- Masculine Men!/ Clean
Cut- Well Groomed!/ Versatile- Well
Endowed!/ Warm- Friendly Models!/ 
Fresh As The Morning Dew!/ All Types 
For All Types / Bikers- Leathermen/ 
Lumberjacks / Outdoorsmen/ 
Swimmers- Jocks/ Guy Next Door/ 
College Students/ Bodybuilders/ Buis
nessmen / Wrestlers/ VIP Models . Turn 
your fantasy into reality. Discreet & 
confidential arrangements by the hour, 
day or week. Around town or around 
the bay . RICHARD OF S.F. (415)821-
3457. Male Models & Companions for a 
night on the town or an evening at 
home. 21 to 35 Years of Age. Dinner
Dancing - Theatre / Sightseeing
Tour Guides / Birthday Presents / Nude 
Photography/ Fashion Photography/ 
Male Strippers For Business Or Private 
Parties. See before you hire. For photos 
and descriptions, send $5.00 to : 
Richard of San Francisco Box 111 ,1800 
Market Street San Francisco, CA 94102. 

MODELS 
SOUTHERN 

CALIFORNIA 
Drummer is looking for leather/uni
form men willing to model. (415) 864-
3456. 

OUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

NEED A REAL MAN? 
36 years old, HEALTHY, HAIRY, HOT 

JACK 6'-3" 200 LBS 
S&M FIST B&D LEATHER BOOTS COP 

GEAR 
BRU.TAL or BEGINNERS 

GET MANHANDLED! . 
24 HOURS $60-$100 (213)469-6020 

MODELS 
FLORIDA 

JERRY AND FRIENDS 
Escort & Model Service- Large Selec
tion Available- All Scenes Consi1 
dered. 813-823-5629. Travel unlimited. 

MODELS 
NEW YORK 

MODELS 
Drummer is looking for leather/uni
form men willing to model. (415) 864-
3456. 

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. 

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. 

HOT S&M AUDIO TAPES 
By Drummer's Frank O'Rourke. Con
tact: Hatfield House, Box 14128, San 
Francisco , CA 94114. 

THE NATIONAL MARCH 
ON WASHINGTON 

A high-quality lp documentary of the 
historic March on Washington for Gay 
Rights , including speeches, conversa
tions, and rallys. A moving tapestry of 
sounds and emotions. Limited availa
bility. S9 (includes postage/handling) 
from: Studstore, 17 Harriet. San Fran
cisco, CA 94103. 

MANIFEST 
BACK ISSUES 

While they last: April 1982 and May 
1982 issues are available for S2 each 
(First Class add S1) from: The Stud
store, 17 Harriet. San Francisco , CA 
94103. 

EROTIC PORTFOLIO 
The original Joe Johnson unbound 
portfolios of erotic male nudes. Eight 
oversized lithos ready for framing. 
Original price: S45. Few remaining for 
$25 postpaid from: The Studstore. 17 
Harriet. San Francisco. CA 94103. 

THE ALTERN ATE 
BACK ISSUES 

Rare back issues of America's most 
controversial and eXCiting gay maga
zine. Number 17: First interview with 
The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence 
complete text of Daniel Curzon's play 
Beer and Rhubarb Pie and George Blr
misia's How Come You Don 't Dig 
Chicks, Von Gloeden portfolio , and 
Boston's Gay H1story. Number 15: 
Robin Tyler interview, Arimondi portfo
lio, Nuki portfolio, Carson McCullers 
biography. Either issue, while they last, 
$2. (post paid) First class add S1 . Stud
store, 17 Harriet St, San Francisco. CA 
94103. 

PHYSIQUE PHOTOGRAPHY 
Bodybuilders- Athletes. (212) 847-0763. 
Queens, New York City. 

THE STUDSTORE CATALOG 
Get your copy of this great new catalog, 
hot off the press! The one super source 
for the best in leather, equipment, toys, 
books, video tapes. and all other wond
erful little things in life! A super 
magazme-sized, 24-page production. 
Send $3 to: Studstore, 17 Harriet, San 
Francisco , CA 94103. 

AL PARKER TALKS DIRTY 
New from Hot Talk Tapes. AI Parker, 
Master Mario, other Hot Studs Caught 
In Hot Explicit Scenes. New Titles 
include "The Cop", "The Repairman", 
:'The D.l. ", More. High quality audio 
cassettes. Send for new brochure. Stal
lion Sound Prod., Box 436, N.Y. , NY, 
10013. State over 21 

HOT SEX MUSIC 
Complete ori9inal music from AI 
Parker's hot f1lm "Turned On". Sixty 
minute Dolby cassette. $10 P.P. from 
Stallion Sound Prod., Box 436, N.Y., NY 
10013. brochure Available. 

STALLION RAM DECK 
Uncensored deck of 52 all-different 
playing cards . Send $10.95 to: DECK, 
147 West 42nd Street, SUite 603-M, NY, 
NY 10036. State age. 

DRAWINGS BY REX 
Hot, horny, unrelenting front-line stud 
action captured in explosive drawings 
by one of the top erotic artists of our 
time. Send $5.00 for ten 8'h X 11" black 
and white samples plus full informa
tion on how to receive more. Send 
check or money order made payable to 



DRAWINGS BY REX to Post Office Box 
347 , San Francisco, CA. 94101 . State 
that you are over 21 years of age and 
wish to receive this material. 

BUY & SELL 
NEW & USED 

LEATHER GEAR 
All kinds; Larsen Leathers . Box 33, 
Riner VA 24149; 1-703-382-4668. 

DADDIES AND THEIR BOYS 
MEET RIGHT HERE! 

RUBBER BONDAGE 
Inflatable helmet with inflatable gag
a truly fiend ish device- sent airmail 
for $90. 147 other very unusual , high 
quality bondage items in latex and 
leather. Largest stock in Europe at pri
ces lower than the U.S. Lists sent air
mail for $3 in bills . Remawear, 
Sherwood house, Burnley Road, Tod
morden, Lancashire OLI47ET. England. 

$3 GETS CATALOG OF 
UNBELIEVABLE 

Photos and cassette tapes of the most 
unusual , bizzarre S/M, B/D, spanking, 
humiliation, listing, shaving , whipping, 
belting , prison rapes, gang bangs, J.O. 
and more. East Coast Tape, Box 3372, 
Prov., R.I. 02909. (9 Brighton St.) 

ENEMA. DILDOE. LEATHER 
Toys from Jason Bleu 's J.B. Supply! 
Catalog $3. State Age. Send to: Jason 
Bleu, P.O. Box 85667, Los Angeles , Cali
fornia 90072 (1069 '12 El Centro). 

BARE BOTTOM SPANKING 
New all-male sound spanking vi deos 
and films. Brochure, $1. Man's Hand 
Films, 416 North Ardmore. Los Ang eles, 
CA 90004 

S&M, B&D, W/S, FETISHES 
Find one who shares your interests. 
Read SMADS. Send $2.50 for sample 
copy . State over 21. Box 66973, suite 
1112, Houston TX 77006. (2322 Rich ton, 
#18, 77098) . 
JOCKSTRAP THE WAY YOU WANT 
Top exclusive model will fullfill your 
request- Mail your desire and $20-
M.O. ONLY Box 9116- 537 Jones St. 
San Francisco- CA- 94102 

FREE REVEALING PICTURE 
Of my nine inches uncut thick muscle 
with used or abused brief or jockstrap 
$20 M.O. ONLY- 495 Ellis St. Box 1055 
San Francisco- 94102 

BELT BUCKLES 
For the true collector of belt buckles. 
Send $2.00 for our catalog of commera
tive limited edition buckles . Refundable 
on first order. Gledhill Enterprises. 2112 
Lyric Ave ., Los Angeles, CA 90027 
PISS STAINED, CUM ENCRUSTED 
SWEAT SATURATED JOCK WITH PIC OF 
HOT WEARER $6. SIR. 257 LAGUNA, 
S.F .. CA . 94102. 

EXCITING PHOTO SETS 
Featuring youths from many different 
European countries , with emphasis on 
virility and beauty! For NEW Catalogs 
and sample, send $2. BRANDENBURG 
STUDIO, Dept-MC, 82 Wall Street, NY, 
NY 10005. 

ORGANIZATIONS 
1,000 MEN 

(415) 626-1100 anytime 
LIKE TO FUCK? 

(OR GET FUCKED?) 
American- Greek Alliances: The club 
which gets Greek Actives into Greek 
Passives! Name , age, stamp To: P.O. 
Box 623-AGD, NYC, NY 10013. 
GAYS AND YOUNG PRISONERS 

Threatened with sexual exploitation, in 
institutions everywhere, benefit from 
the work of The Prometheus Founda
tion , which also protects gays in 
society from rip-oils by unscrupulous 
inmates. For information on the Pen Pal 
Group and other vital programs, and a 
copy of FIRE!, the Foundation's new
sletter, send SASE to: Prometheus, P.O. 
BOX 12954, Pittsburgh, PA 15241. 

MILITARY TRAINING 
3 Military Drill instructors will adminis
ter discipline, physical training, cell 
confinement, & prolonged immobile 
restraint in a realistic military atmos
phere for weekend or week long ses
sions. Sale , sane, discreet and 

monitored confinement for Boot Camp, 
Stockade, or POW training. Mummifi
cation, sensory deprivation, controlled 
breathing situations also available. 
Individual or buddy system entry. No 
FF, Scat, Drugs. Fee required , Referen
ces available. Address Serious Inquir
ies to: Training Center Information, P.O. 
Box 672, Bridgeton, MO 63044. All rep
lies answered. (314)867-7233. 

PHALLIC WORSHIP 
Saint Priapus Church, 583 Grove, SF 
94102 415-431-2188 Services combine 
sex & religion . Newsletter. Christian 
eroticism. phallic art, poetry, send $1 
for sample. NYC, LA parishes. Most 
active Gay church in U.S. Sex can des
troy evil. 

CS- FOR MEN WHO SMOKE 
And turn on to cigars. For more infor
mation write: POB 15344, San Antonio, 
TX 78212. 

MEN ON THE HUNT 
SARGE/ ROOKIE, MASTER/ SLAVE, 
DAD/ SON, BLACK/ WHITE, TRAINER/ 
TRAINEE. ON THE HUNT FOR OPPO
SITES? ENROLL NOW IN CHIRON, 
NATIONWIDE. SEND $3. FOR INFO
PACK TO CHI RON, BOX 416D, VILL STA. 
NY, NY 10014 (350 BLKR) 

YOUR ADS GET RESULTS! 

THE NATION'S FIRST 
S/M HOTLINE. (415)346-8747 

BLACK TIMBER 
BLACK MEN OVER 6 FEET TALL, JOIN 
EXCLUSIVE CLUB OF HOT, HUNG, 
BLACK, TALL MEN WHO PREFER THEIR 
OWN SIZE. FOR DETAILS SEND S.A.S.E. 
WITH PHOTO/ OR DESCRIPTION TO MR. 
SC P.O. BOX 1925 PACOIMA, CALIFOR
NIA 91331. 

PHONE SEX 
S&M PHONE SEXt 

(714) 494-4871 VISA/ MC/ AE. 
DADDY'S PRIVATE LINE 

Daddy wants to J/0 with you boy! So 
call Ray at his private Telco Fantasy 
Line: (213) 664 4088. All calls $25.00, 
Credit Cards, Money Orders, O.K. 

HATFIELD 
HOUSE 

Please send me: 
Qty Title 

Introductory Lecture 

__ THE MASTER No. 1 
ln.troductory Lecture 

presents 

FRANK O'ROURKE 
author of 

DRUMMER'S 
Captain Morgan & Prison Punk 

in a New Series of Hard-Assed 
Male-on-Male Cassette Tapes 

S/M Action & Advice 
From The Master 

--THE SLAVE No. 1 
__ WHIP FIRE 

(Live Whipping Action) 

-- PORN CALLS 
(Hot & Sexy) 

--SAILING TO HELL 
(An S/ M Yarn) 

Total Tapes x $10.00 
Shipping & Handling 
(Calif. Residents add 6112% 

$_ 
2.00 

Sales Tax $ __ 
Total $ __ 

I certify that I am over 21 years old. 

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

HATFIELD HOUSE 
P.O. BOX 14128 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94114 

THE NATION'S FIRST 
S/M HOTLINE (415)346-8747. 

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 

SERVICES 
SHANTIPROJECT 

Volunteer counseling service for indi
viduals and their loved ones facing life
threatening illness and grief. Call 
415-558-9644. 

COUNSELING 
MID-COUNTIES HELP CENTER 

(213) 863-5817. 
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. 

ST PRIAPUS GAY 
RESCUE MISSION 

Emergency shelter. food , counselling. 
Free to poor, others $4 per day. No sex 
or religion required . Subsidized by Lib
erty Baths, Sutro Baths, Cauldron, Cir
cle J, church poor box. Food, $$$, 
volunteers, jobs needed. 415-431-2188. 

WE CONNECT MEN 
TOGETHER MAN-TO-MAN 

WE EMPLOY NO PROFFESSION
ALS WHO READ FROM SCRIPTS. 
HE'S GETTING OFF ON YOU 
WHILE YOU'RE TURNING ON TO 
HIM. THE CONNECTOR (415)346-
8747. 

FOR THE MAN WITH MORE 
THAN MISCHIEF 
ON HIS MIND ••• 

We're hot, hard, 
horny, and at home 

waiting to share a 
SUCK-ULENT 

(3 1 Rogers / SF. CA) 
Low PER MINUTE RATES-No minimum 

Cumfort Home Phone Service by Dial-A-Friend 
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Why should you spend from 
five to ten dollars a bottle for 
these products when you can 
buy direct from the distributor 
for less than half? We'll fill your 
order from THRUST, HARD
WARE, RUSH, BULLET, 
PLAIN BROWN WRAPPER, 
SOL Tor QUICKSILVER. Your 
satisfaction is guaranteed. 

• I 

Or : 
I 

Call 415-864-3877 : 

FROM THE WORLD'S TOP MANUFACTURER OF 
NITRATE-BASED ODORANTS- ALL GUARANTEED! 

WINGS DISTRIBUTING 
17 HARRIET STREET/SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

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

California restdents add 6% sales tax. 

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 _________ _ 

The Effects of Nttrates/Ntlrites are Currently Under Medicallnvesttgation Offer votd in Georgta, Connecticut & Sovtet Union. 
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lllustration by Dirk Dykstra 
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• ~5~~~~ ~ffilillJ[l(j]~llifTI 
}l San Francisco, CA 94103 

0 HERE IS A BUCK. SEND ME MORE INFORMATION. 

0 I'M SOLD. HERE'S $75°° FOR MY MEMBERSHIP. FORK 
OVER THE GOODS. 

o I'M ALREADY A DRUMMER SUBSCRIBER. HERE'S $75°0
, ADD A 

YEAR TO MY SUBSCRIPTION. 
Name ________________________________ __ 

Address ------------------------------
City, State, Zip _____________ _ 

(I am of legal age)------------------------
__ __.;,''..:..;;oR..:..;;uM;.;;;.MB:.;:.Il ..:...64 _______ .....; __ __,.L _______ ~---------=s:.::.ignature 







THAT 
NE.W DOORMAN 
AND BoUNCER 

N\AKES IT VERY 
DIFFICULT TO 
Gt;T INIO THIS 
BAR OF 'lOUKS; 

SAM! 

IF YOU 
T~UGHI 

GETTING IN WAS 
DIFI="lCULT
WAIT UNTIL 
YOU TRY "10 

LEAVE! 
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TIT CLAMPS 
AT AFFORDABLE PRICES 

We now manufacture and 
have in stock 18 sty les of tit 

and cock & ball torture 
clamps, with many more 

styles to come! !! 

WE ALSO CARRY AND MANUFACTURE: 

• BANDANAS 
• REGULATION HANDCUFFS 
• BLACK HANDCUFFS 
• HANDCUFF TIETACKS 
• CHROME CHAINS 
• LEATHER FOR 

EVERY OCCASION 

Send $3 .00 for Catalog 
& Tit Clamp Brochure 

State Over 21 years of age 

DEALER INQUIRIES WELCOME 

[I§ij 
THE HIDE H USE 

Manufacturers of 
Quality Leather Goods And. Accessories 

P.O. Box 10003, Minneapoli s, MN 55440 

20" Engineer Boots 
with Vibram Soles: $170.00 

Other Styles Available 
Catalogue 50¢ 

HOT BOOTS , 

..- · ·~ 
SAFCO BOOTS 

The best supplier (maybe even the 
btggest 1 of regula! ton safety boots. 
Wrtt e to Jim of Safco Boots 

Box 23764 

DELUXE COCK RING 
BALL STRETCHER 

Kings Men Ltd. 

A TASTE 
OF LEATHER 

336 6th Street 
San Francisco 94103 

(415) 777-4643 
MON-SUN NOON-SIX 

All Major Credit 
Cards Honored 
Catalog $3 .00 

Author of the Leatherman's Handbook 

Offers the most complete and dependable 
mail order service for the leather-SM
oriented man. 

BOOKS 
MAGAZINES 

TOYS in leather, 
latex, etc. 

OTHER SPECIALTIES 

For info and catalogues, send S2 
(refundable on first order) and 
21 statement to: 

Larry Townsend, P.O. Box 302, 
Beverly Hills, CA90213 

DungeonMaster 
The Male S&M Publication 

Techniques - Equipment 
Safety - Psychology 

True Stories - Fiction 
Classified Ads 

Catalog of Unique Toys 

Catalog & 6 Issue Subscription 
$12.00 

Catalog Only - $2.00 
Age and Signature Required 

Desmodus Publications 
P.O. Box 6592-D 

Chicago, IL 60680 



mcntgcme~~ 
Lecthe~s 

Box 161, Agincourt, 
Ontario, Canada, M1 S 3B6 

Catalogue ;;3 now available. Illustrated 
32 page catalogue $5 .00 + 90G! postage 
and handling. ASK FOR ITI 

#783 GRUMMET JOCK 
2'h" BELT $75.00 

#783A FULL ASS COVER 
$100° 0 

Visa, Chargex, 
Mastercharge accepted. 

LEATHER HOOD 
A monstrous bondage devrce, thrs hood has a stain
less steel zrpper mouth and Ires rn the back for total 
facral restnctron Strong smooth leather con
structron wrth rernforced seams. 
BODY HARNESS $49.99 
Expenence the strmulatron and stunnrng vrsual 
effect of leather strapped around your body Thrs 
fully adjustable harness is constructed of frne 
leatherwrth nrckel and chrome hardware, rncludrng 
an rnterchangable cocknng. 
RUBBER WHIP $20.99 
Any trger prowling through the concrete Jungle can 
be tamed wrth thrs sturdy rubber whrp Sure to 
make a lastrng rmpressron. 

Phone orders accepted. 
Include $2.50 shipping charge 

per item. 
Mastercard-Visa-Check-Money Order 

Slave Trade Company 
161 West 4th Street 

NYC, NY 10014 
(212) 741-1212 

THE RUMMER SHOPPER 

HighT & Co. 
Printers of Drummer T-shirts 

presents our latest logos: 

2 rm not easY, but 
we can discuss It 

3 .\ffcctio 11 is a pai 11 

that I can endu re. 

Red, Black or Navy T -shirt (50/ 50) w/ white 
logo. $8 + $1 .75 postage & handling each. 

Send for our free catalog. 
HighT & Co 

P.O . 904 Dept OM 
San Francisco,CA 94101 
Dealer inquiries welcome 

._, 

introduces his own catalog 
Send $1 .50 to 

(Check or Monev Order) 
Stole that you ore 21 

Tom of Finland 
P.O . Box 26716 Dept. D 
Los Angeles. CA 90026 

If you're into 
Heav Metal 

ARE 
SPECIALISTS IN AUTHENTIC LAW ENFORCEMENT 
SUPPLIES, ANTIQUE AND REPLICA MANACLES, PRISON 
IRONS, STRAIT JACKETS AND .... . ...............• 
" HOUDINIANA". 

LOCKABLE IRON HEADCAGE 
from $220 incl. shipping 

./tt.tst-8 
895 BroadWay New York 
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DADDY TRADED ME OFF 
There are a lot of ways a young man can find himself 

fatherless. I hope my story will inspire some of the lucky 
guys who have dads to work extra hard to keep them. 

First, I' d better tell you about my dad. He's everything I 
could want: 6'2" , Italian, 45 years old (I am 22), muscular 
(we both work out together) , with a hairy chest that 
smells sweet when it is full of sweat, a hairy stomach, a 
thick bush around his uncut cock (which is a very thick 8" 
when hard), big balls, and very strong, muscular legs. 
Dad even has a hairy asshole, which tastes as sweet as his 
chest smells when it works up its own sweat . 

We lived in a small town in central California, and my 
dad ran a small business. Every morning I drove him to 
work and every evening I went and picked him up. 
During the day I did chores around the house. I would fix 
dinner on the nights when we ate at home, and wait on 
him hand and foot. 

After dinner I would wait on him mouth and ass. Dad 
liked for me to sit on the floor at his feet while he ate 
dinner. He would usually strip down to the bare skin, and 
I would do little things like suck on his toes, lick his feet, 
his calves, his thighs, sometimes his ball s, while he ate. I 
could never suck his cock-although once in a while he 
would let me clean the head of his dick off with my 
tongue while he slowly, quietly ate the meal I had pre
pared for him. 

After dinner, while I cleaned the table and did the 
dishes, dad would read his mail or the newpaper or 
watch the news on television. When I was finished in the 
kitchen, I would go and sit at his feet, wherever he was. I 
would bring him a beer, and continue to worship his 
hairy legs and feet while he watched television. If dad 
had to take a piss, he'd tap me on the head-our pre
arranged signal-and I would open my mouth and drink 
his stream, then go back to licking his feet. 

Sometimes the routine would vary, but most days it 
was the same. 

jock strap pushing the electric mower-1 wasn't embar
rassed, and I noticed him check out my ass. Then they 
went into the barn and I went on with my work. 

A few minutes later, dad called me. I shut off the 
mower, walked over to the barn and looked in. They 
were both standing there facing the door. They were 
about the same height, but standing together they 
looked like night and day. My dad told me to come in. I 
did. The contractor, Dale, was watching me and 
grinning. 

I stood in front of them. Dad looked me in the eyes and 
told me to get on my knees. I dropped down. Dad 
unzipped his slacks and hauled out his soft, fat cock. He 
didn ' t have to give me any further instructions. I leaned 
over and took it in my mouth. I started sucking, it started 
getting hard and I could hear the contractor whistle 
under his breath . Then dad stepped back, his rock hard 
cock standing straight out. He glanced at the contractor, 
who looked kinda nervous, and then hesitantly 
unzipped his jeans and fished out his own dick, which 
was cut, not too long (it was already getting hard) and not 
too thick . I leaned over and took it in my mouth and 
started sucking. It sprang to life and he started moaning. 
In no time, he shot his load; about three spurts, then 
started softening again . He let out a " Whew! " and 
looked over to my dad . 

Dad told me to turn around and grab my ankles, which 
I did , knowing exactly what he was going to do. He 
rammed his sausage-cock up my butt in one stroke, 
grabbed me by the waist, and started pounding my ass. I 
closed my eyes and enjoyed . In a few minutes (dad was 
really hot to trot that afternoon) he unloaded and pulled 
out. Immediately, I felt the contractor replace him, his 
cock once again hard. He wasn ' t as big and didn't have 
the same powerful strokes of my dad. And it took him 
much longer to get off the second time. When he finally 
came (I had been sucking dad 's cock the whole time), it 

the door to my room open . Dad came in and sat down on 
the edge of my bed. He quietly said that I must never 
refuse to do anything he told me to do again. I agreed, 
and promised faithfully. I was ready to start crying again. 
Then he told me that he had called Dale and suggested 
that I only do service for one month. I started crying for 
real, I was so happy dad had arranged to make it easier on 
me; I silently vowed to be extra-special-good to him 
forever . Then he told me the rest : one month, every 
night. In fact, I wou ld go and stay with Dale, start ing 
tomorrow morning, for a solid month . And he went on 
to explain that he had told Dale I would do anything
anything-! was told, no matter what. I stopped crying. 
My eyes popped open, completely dry. I couldn ' t 
believe my ears. 

And dad sent me to sleep, saying he hoped I would 
learn my lesson from this, never tell your dad no. Never. 

I never did again. 
Chuck 

ALL THAT IS NECESSARY 
I am 25 years old and have beautiful black hair over 

75% of my body-of whi ch I am very proud. I enjoy 
balling men over 35 years of age, men who are capable of 
getting from me just what they want, who know how to 
satisfy themselves with my mouth, ass, and my unques
tionable obedience. 

It has been nearly five years since I had a man who was 
capable of making me want to shine his boots every day, 
licked and polished every night. I' m looking for another 
man like that . A man who knows that at home he is the 
king and I am there for his bidding, but who would allow 
me a social life. 

I' d like to find a dad who would be willing to invest the 
time in me to insure that one day I would be just the right 
dad for my own boy. 

L.P.S. 
New Orleans, LA 

A SON/SLAVE'S REAL DUTIES 
Some masters may think that a slave should stay at 

home and take care of hi s place. Well , I think that's 
wrong. A slave, or a son, should hold down a job and 
have his paycheck for his allowance. Why should he have 
to give up all his efforts? Sometimes he has to put up with 
some real jerks. 

I know that I am a slave, and would make a good 
son-but the master I find , or the father, will have a man 
on his hands who knows how to say " No. " 

If I'm told to do something I don't think is the best 
thing to do, we' ll discuss it, or I won' t do it. 

When you have talents (I can work on plumbing, am a 
carpenter, do house painting, can fix cars, and have 



Don't think that we never talked . We talked about 
whatever was important, and he told me things to do, 
gave me instructions, planned my chores and responsi
bilities, whatever. 

We never had sex in bed. In fact , we didn't even sleep 
in the same room. I had to get up an hour before him to 
fix coffee and start breakfast, then go wake him up. I had 
my own room, just like a servant-or a son. 

When dad wanted to use my mouth or ass to get off, he 
never told me before hand. Sometimes he would just 
grab me while I was sitting on the floor, and cram his 
cock into my mouth , and holding both sides of my head, 
fuck my throat while he sat on the sofa watching televi
sion. When he came, I slowly and carefully licked his dick 
off, making sure all the cum was inside me and not 
dripping down his balls or the sofa . 

Sometimes, well, only a few times, he made me stand 
up and bend over the table while he was eating dinner 
and he would ram his cock up my ass, fucking me until he 
shot his load. Afterwards, I was supposed to kneel down 
in the dining room and clean his dick off, making sure 
that when he sat back down in the dining room chair that 
there was nothing dripping off his dick. I kept my ass 
cleaned out and greased all the time; I really never knew 
when I might get it. 

One day he came into my bathroom while I was taking 
a shit and shoved his hard cock in my mouth. I sucked it 
for a while, letting him pile-drive it down my throat. He 
stepped back and raised me up by the armpits, and told 
me to turn around and bend over. He shoved my head in 
the toilet and rammed his meat up my shitty ass, plowing 
it and getting it off in record time. He pulled his dick out, 
spun me around , and made me clean the shit and come 
off of his fat rod, then walked out. 

So, you can see that my dad took what he wanted, 
when he wanted it, with no concern about how I felt. 
And I have to admit the constant surprise kept me 
excited. I came every t ime he fucked me, and I could 
beat off in my room or when I was alone without any fear 
of discipline . Dad once told me he didn 't want me walk
ing around with sore balls, to get off as best I could, as 
long as I was always ready for him when he wanted me. 

This is how he traded me off one day. I was mowing 
the lawn-a chore I really liked and did about twice as 
often as it was necessary. Dad came home with a contrac
tor who was going to turn a barn-like building at the back 
of our property into a guest house. The contractor was 
just the opposite of my dad : blonde, about 25 or so, 
dressed in a cowboy shirt that was unbuttoned all the 
way to his waist, real sun-bleached hair, hairless chest. 
Dad brought him around to the back, where I was mow
ing the grass, and introduced him. His name was Dale. 
Real California ex-surfer type. He grinned at me in my 

was with a thunderous outcry and much shaking in his 
legs. 

My dad told me to get back to the lawn, so I did. 
That night had told me that the contractor, with whom 

he had arranged some other work for someone else in 
the past, had asked him about me-it was no secret I 
sucked cock, but that' s another story-and confessed to 
dad that he had always wanted to try getting it on with a 
man . I was mildly amused to hear I was his first , but 
making it with straight guys had stopped turning me on 
years ago. 

Dad asked me if the guy was good, meaning if I 
en joyed sucking h is cock and getting fucked by him, and 
I admitted that while he was hot-looking, he was sexually 
nowhere; probably because of his inexperience with 
other guys. Besides, I was spoiled by dad 's thick, 
demanding meat. The contractor just didn 't measure up. 
Dad said that was too bad, because the contractor had 
already offered to cut a couple hundred dollars off the 
conversion job if I could be lent to him once a week for 
the next two months-1 think he has asked if I could be 
sent around on Friday nights for a couple hours. Dad said 
he agreed. 

I was furious. Not that I minded making it with the guy 
in front of my dad; that was something he arranged once 
in a while and it was generally no problem. But this guy 
just didn't turn me on, and I resented the prospect of 
trotting over to get his nuts off for the agreed-upon eight 
nights. So, I refused . 

Dad didn' t say anything. In fact, he walked out of the 
living room. I thought he was so mad he were going to go 
to bed and think about some way to punish my disobe
dience. Wrong. In a few minutes, he came back in the 
room with a thick leather belt, studded with chrome 
pyramids. It was the belt from his leather riding gear (we 
used to have a motorcycle, but that, too, is another 
story) . Now it's important to realize that dad had only 
used a belt on my ass once, and more as a sexual ploy that 
a punishment. I never received beltings as punishment. 

He told me to bend over the footstool , and I was too 
nervous to refuse . He stood beside me and came crash
ing down on my ass with that belt with a blow that 
immediately broke the skin . I screamed and jumped up. 
He grabbed me by the hair and slammed me back down 
on the stool, ass high . Another swat with the belt and I 
thought my ass was on fire . I screamed again, but I dug 
my fingers into the carpet and stayed there. One more 
swat and he was finished . So was I. I was crying, begging, 
pleading. He just stood there, looking at me. Finally, he 
told me to clean myself up and go to bed. I did. 

I also thought that it was over. Wrong again . When I 
was under the covers with the lights out, desperately 
trying to go to sleep to block ot the pain in my ass, I heard 

electrical experience) you should be able to use them. 
And I have been with the best Service Masters, so I know 
my work is good. Why should I have to give it up as a 
slave? 

Sexually, I' m obedient and good-so I've been told . I 
can suck cock and get fucked with the best of them. If 
you ' re into color codes, mine are : yellow, gray, robin 
egg blue-all on the right. I'm 21 , 6'3", 240 lbs., brown 
hair, mustache, with 8 inches. 

Think you want to try on a slave/ son with a mind of his 
own? If you spot a green sticker that says Rebel Knight on 
the back of an AMC bike, you 've found me. 

R.F.C. 
Hayward, CA 

FROM DADDY'S SCRAPBOOK 
Our East Coast Daddy thinks a photograph is worth a 
thousand words. If you want to jot down a thousand 
words (or more) to him, direct your attention to: Daddy 
Robert/New jersey. 0 
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QUEENS RULE 
To more than a few people, John Pres

ton's second book, Franny The Queen of 
Provincetown (Aiyson Publications, trade 
paperback, 1983) is goi ng to come as a 
complete and total surpr ise. I mean, after 
Mr. Benson, who would suspect that Mr. 
Preston had such a book in him- yearn
ing to be free? 

Franny is what could politely be called 
an old world queen, born of the stereo
typical Eisenhower era, trapped in a 
netherworld of gender mis-identifi
cation, seemingly desti ed to live life 
between bar raids and social scorn. 

But make no mistake, Franny is not the 
story of a pathetic pre-liberation gay man 
trying to pass himself off as a demi
woman . Instead, Mr. Preston has found a 
convincing way to del ineate much of 
what 'liberation' is all about. Franny, is· a 
strikingly original testimo nial to greatness 
of character that might remind more than 
a few of us where we came from. 

Franny travels not only through specific 
times and places (the beginnings of the 
modern gay liberation movement, the 
emerging ' resorts ' of new ly-liberated gay 
men) but through perso nas- a character 
evolving until, by the brief book's end, we 
are in the presence of w hat can only be 
described as a whole person, for better or 
for worse. It is the kind of theme that 
Andrew Hollern and larry Kramer used as 
the foundation of their well-known 
books, but here it works: quickly, quietly, 
exceedingly well. John Preston has sud
denly shown a leap o f growth of a 
novelist. 

-john W. Rowberry 

DAN WHITE REDUX 
There's been much ta lk about the fact 

that Dan White, convicted killer of San 
Francisco Mayor George Moscone and 
openly gay Supervisor Harvey Milk .is a 
prime target for assassi nation himself, 
probably by a gay man o r a sympathetic 
group, on his release from prison . Daniel 
Curzon's newest novel, From Violent 
Men (IGNA Books, 1983, paperback,8.95) 
takes on the fictional challenge of such a 
proposition and execu tes it brilliantly; 
creating a mesmerizing portrait of White 
through the events and people that sur
round such a revenge ki lling. But the big 
treat is Curzon 's recreation of Dan 
White's wife, here ca lled Debra Ellen 
Short, probably his most vibrant fictional 
character. 

Curzon fans will cheer this one, and still 
manage to find themse lves outwitted at 
nearly every turn as the plot snakes its way 
over the hills of the famous city. 
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AMERICAN SHUNGA 
Brad Benedict is no slouch when it 

comes to making graphic impacts; his 
card company ' Paper Moon' changed the 
face of greeting cards forever a few years 
back, and his previous books, as an editor, 
Fame, Love, Phonographics have shown 
him to have a keen eye for what is graphi
cally interesting. But his coup, without a 
doubt, is The Blue Book (Indigo Books/ A
merican Showcase), an oversized paper-

-Randy West's Jim Always Carries a Knife 
from The Blue B.ook 

back filled with 176 erotic illustrations by 
well-known contemporary artists. Sort of 
a who's who of modern sexual fetishes. 

There is everything here from the 
sedate to the sublime and the saucy, with 
a heavy dash of homoerotica throughout. 
Completely in color, The Blue Book is a 
no-holds-barred excursion through some 
(often) amazing sexual fantasies. 

-Charles R. Musgrave 



QUITE SIMPLY, THE BEST 
Only one word describes An Evening 

W ith Quentin Crisp: extraord inary. View
ers who have seen the sterling BBC pro
duction of his autobiography, The Naked 
Civil Servant , will greet this live video tape 
of his theatrical appearances like a con
versation with a dear, dear old friend . 
And the single element that raised Quen
ti n's autobiography to such dazzling 
heights, his wit, is what infuses An 
Evening. 

Quite simply, after he is introduced by 
john Hurt, who played Quentin in the 
BBC production, Crisp walks out on stage 
and starts talking. He talks fo r about 90 
minutes; occasionally crossing to sit in a 
chair, stand by a picture, adva nce on the 
audience. He has a lot to say: about living 
one's life as one wishes, inventing one
self, becoming what you are in the most 
direct manner. 

An Evening With Quentin Crisp; 1982; Family 
Home Ent ert ainment Company; color; 91 min
utes; no price listed; VHS/ Beta. 

He talks about fashion, and society, and 
history, and politics. He talks about him
se lf and how he broke free from the 
peculiar oppression of pre- and post-war 
England. He talks about Ameri ca, and tel
evision, and fame. 

And he talks about doing the dishes; all 
wrapped up in some grand cosmological 
design that is the heart of simply learning 
to be yourself. And it 's joyously funny, 
because Quentin has developed a 
uniquely clarified vision of the world. 

The second half of the eveni ng is spent 
in intimate exchange with the audience; 
first through a series of written questions 
that he answers, then one-on-o e as peo
ple stand up and put him to the test. He 
passes with flying colors and dashing 
style. 

Oh, yes, Quentin talks about style
straight from the heritage o f another 
iconoclastic Englishman, Oscar Wilde, 
but made more pressingly immediate via 
Crisp's first-person analysis. 

An Evening With Que ntin Crisp is, 
given the marvel of being preserved on 
video tape, an evening you can and will 
enjoy again and again and again. 

SPANKING, ANYONE? 
If you ' re into bare hand o r paddle 

spanking, then you might fi nd some 
deeper meaning to the two short films 
packaged together by Man 's Hand Films 
as Smoking jocks/Urban Cowbo y. But if 
you like a little more sexual explicitness in 
your viewing, you're going to find this 
fare much too tame. 

In Urban Cowboy, the film (a film to 
video transfer in which you can hear the 
camera motor running) opens with a 
slender young man lying face down and 
bare ass on a beach . Someone comes in 
the room (Joe Littel) and starts lugging 
props around. The young man turns over, 
gets up-one voyeuristic look at his 
genitals-then starts to get dressed (!) 
while a semi-conversation goes on 
between him (Paul) and joe. You get the 
feeling you are watching a film-within-a
film ; Paul is putting on cowboy drag and 
Joe is setting up the lights. 

Urban Cowboy/Smoking jocks; Man 's Hand 
Films, 416 N. Ardmore Ave., Los Angeles, CA 
90004; 1983; color; 30 minutes; $60.00; 
VHS/ Beta. 

Paul, as he puts on his belt, pops it 
against Joe's blue-jeaned ass . That seems 
to be just where this film is going, because 
Joe grabs him, says something along the 
lines of "So, you wanta play rough, huh?" 
and turns him over his knee to give him a 
good spanking. And I mean a good 
spanking, with lots of loud slapping. 

I think I would have been more inter
ested (after three or four minutes of 
spanking, what else is there to say?) if Joe 
had stripped off Paul's jeans and fucked 
him silly; but he doesn' t. What he does is 
let him go, then grab him again and give 
him a second spanking. Then the two 
guys face the camera and produce pad
dles with their names on them and intro
duce themselves. 

Smoking jocks starts off a little differ
ently. Two jock-types in teeshirts and run
ning shorts are working out on the roof of 
a building with their coach (an unnamed 
knockout we can only hope will reappear 
on the scene under someone else's direc
tion) . The coach tells them to keep up 
their exercises while he takes a leak ... or 
something. When he splits, the two jocks, 
Paul and David, kick back and light up a 

joint. After the longest pot-smoking 
scene in recorded history, the coach 
comes back on the roof and sees them 
puffing away. Guess what? That 's right! 
He grabs the first one, then the other, 
wrestles them to the ground, and gives 
them a firm thrashing. He even pulls 
down their pants, and we get to watch 
their white little asses turn a rosy red. 

Admonishing them for smoking dope, 
he goes from one to the other a second 
time until he has made them promise they 
will never do it again-at least not in his 
class . 

When the trio line up their paddles 
with their names on them, the two jocks 
grab the coach, pull down his sweatpants, 
and spank his ass, laughing all the time. 

Now I know why this video cassette is 
only thirty minutes long; that 's about all 
one can bare of this routine. No sex, little 
nudity, simplistic plot outlines, average 
acting, average production values, the 
drone of the cameras ... well, it adds up to 
an insular look at a sexual specific that 
does nothing to entice the uninitiated. 
Given the content presented in the two 
short pieces, as sexual titilation, it doesn't. 

A DAY IN THE LIFE 
Imagine, if you will , the following situa

tion : an oversexed young man moves into 
a new apartment in the Castro section of 
San Francisco. He doesn't have much 
more than the basics : a mattress and bed
ding, a lamp, some cushions, bamboo 
shades, personal effects. The building he 
has moved into has a reputation for 
attracting hot young men on the loose; 
probably one of the major reasons he 
moved there-along with the decorator 
walls and hand-painted murals. 

A housewarming is in order: he calls 
two of his recent tricks (who do not know 
each other) and invites them over for a 
visit on the first day of occupancy. Some
how you know these guys are not coming 
over for casseroles. 

-from Boys Will Be Boys 
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When the guests show up, you realize 
this host has diverse tastes: one is a classic 
clone, tall , slender, you ng, short brown 
hair, jeans, teeshirt-t he other slightly 
more exotic (but still in t he clone mold ), 
dark-haired, maybe Lati n (maybe not) , 
Lacoste shirt and jeans. The only place to 
sit is on the mattress, w hich they do, and 
the top topic of conversation is the most 
recent sexual encounter each has had, 
which they tell their host and each other 
all about in unblush ing, technicolor 
detail. 

The host is just a little South-of-Market : 
tall, hairy, slender, tattoos, dressed in 
black jeans, engineer's boots. While the 
others tell of their sexual conquests (this 
tape could have been called A Trio of 
White Cays Sitting Around Talking-But 
Not for Long), he rubs his crotch, nods, 
throws in an occasion I comment, and 
generally plays host a /a the city and the 
time and the situation. 

Boys Will Be Boys; DLP; 584 Castro, Suite 222, 
San Francisco, CA 94114; 1983; co lor; 60 min
utes; $44.00; VHS/ Beta . 

This conversation becomes hot, then 
mesmerizing, as you watch distinct per
sonalities unfold. One of the guys (the tall 
one) tells how he sucked off some super
hung stud in the fronts at of his car while 
parked on Castro Stre t . The other guy 
(the dark one) tells how he got his ass 
plowed in the public restroom in Golden 
Gate Park while walkin his dog-and his 
mother-one Sunday afternoon . It 
doesn' t take long to realize that you just 
might be listening to real life-and it is to 
the credit of the two narrators that they 
create extremely lifelike personas. 

But this afternoon is only part 
conversation-the tales of daily life turn 
the tellers and the listeners on in sure, 
steady degrees. A stroke here, a caress 

Jim Wigler 
Photography 

(415) 673-1284 
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there; we discover what sexual fetishes, 
and which sexual acts, these men have in 
common. Tall clone: " He had this huge 
uncut dick." Dark clone : " I 'm crazy 
about uncut dicks." Tall clone : " Yeah, me 
too. And he had such a great foreskin ." 

You know they're going to take their 
clothes off, and you start to hope they' ll 
keep talking after they strip for action . 

These boys, naked, are equally desira
ble, if for different reasons . The tall clone 
turns out to have a horse-sized cock, low
hanging balls (which are shaved) and an 
asshole that can talk to you, all mounted 
on a sleek, hairless body. The dark clone, 
with his hairy chest and thick crotch
bush, sports an always-hard and admira
bly thick cock. The host, the tallest of the 
trio, is of the same slender proportions, 

.q:: ~~ 

adequately hung-his attributes lie else
where. 

These guys suck and fuck in the most 
fluid , organic motions; completely natu
ral , totally involved with each other. Their 
versatility seems endless-and, like the 
earlier conversation, looks carved from 
real life. And that gives Boys Will Be Boys 
an air of authenticity similar to looking 
through someone's bedroom window. 

This is a direct video, not a film transfer, 
and the medium is used to its best advan
tages. On your television screen it has a 
familiar look, with clean lighting and 
good camera angles. And if you like the 
idea of watching the boys next door carry 
on for an hour one afternoon, you ' re 
really going to like Bo ys Will Be Boys. 

-John W. Ro 

Leather 
Illustration 

by 
DIRK DYKSTRA 

of Lazy Leo Studios® 

(415) 431-6282 



LEATHER 
BULLETIN BOARD 

June, can September be very far? The 
next Inferno is upon us. The top meet of 
SM men in the United States will be hap
pening on the weekend of September 9. 
The Chicago Hellfire Club puts it on 
annually and members f rom all over 
gather for the big event. It is an 'invitation 
only' affair. In a time when everyone is 
particularly concerned and aware of his 
health, the Hellfire Club is t he safest, san
est gathering of men across the country. I 
plan to make it there this year and I will be 
looking forward to meeting you there. 

July 15-17 is BASTILLE I. The dates are 
right, but it isn't Paris, but that other city 
of French-Cajun culture, ew Orleans. 
It's the First Anniversary bas h for de Sade 
& Men. Like any club, de Sa de & Men had 
growing pains, but they have become a 
strong club. They deserv everyone's 
support. The weekend bash will have a 
raffle which will benefit AIDS. The cost is 
$40 in advance or $45 at the door. They 
have hotel accommodations arranged for 
out-of-towners, the cost is based on the 
kind wanted. Write or send your check 
to : BASTILLE I, Box 71426, ew Orleans, 
LA 70172 . 

We have talked about SM clubs and 
activities. Well , you hairy dudes out there, 
this is for you. I just heard of the Hirsute 
Club, which is directed toward the hairy 
guy and those who love ha iry men. It's 
being formed here in San Francisco, so if 
you ' re interested drop them a line at: Box 
11514, San Francisco, CA 941 01. 

The Rodeo Riders sent me a brochure 
· about their formation. They are essen
tially a Western/ Levi group who have 
membership in The Leather/ Levi Clubs of 
the Mid-America Conference. They do 
not bar leather/ Levi men from the club, 
but their orientation is more to western/ 
Levi. You cannot have been a member of 
any other club in the last six months to 
become a member. Currently, they have 
six full members and 12 associate 
members. They promise to give me mate
rial on any future events they might have 
coming up. Interested? Write : Rodeo 
Riders, Inc., 3518 North Bosworth, Chi
cago, IL 60657. They do not discriminate 
in word or action with regard to "race, 
religion, national origin, sex or sexual 
preference." 

Another New Orleans item has reached 
me. The Lancer M.C. is planning its Sixth 
Anniversary party on Thanksgiving week
end, Nov. 26-28. There will be a follow-up 
announcement as I get more information . 
Here is a chance to plan for their big 
party. For more details contact : Lancers 
M .C., Box 54175, New Orleans, LA 70151 . 
This is a chance to sample some good 
Southern meat. How many places can you 
go for Thanksgiving and have the oppor
tunity to plug or eat the bird and finally sit 
down and talk to him? More on this later. 

i1jaurrrli :!I.Q!. 
The Bulletin Board is pretty sparse this 

time. It is both of our faults. Yours for not 
sending me more material. 

More on the regional contests in 
Search of Mr. Drummer 1983. As you are 
no doubt aware the regions were 
extended to Portland, ME; Portland, OR; 
Denver; Philadelphia ; Baltimore ; 
Washington ; Cleveland; Houston and 
Atlanta, as well as Northern and Southern 
California. Well , it seems that other loca
tions are expressing interest, like New 
York; Chesapeake, VA ; Ft. Lauderdale 
and Detroit for next year. If you are inter
ested in have a regional contest for Mr. 
Drummer 1984, let me hear from you. 

Keep the faith and keep your wicks 
clean! 

-Frank Hatfield 

VIDEO TAPE EXCHANGE 

MALE VIDEO 
FULL-HOUR 

PREVIEW TAPE 
14 HOT SCENES 

from 

14 RAMROD & 
MAVERICK 
FEATURES 

(plus $3.50 shipping per tape) 

~~4~! $29.50 
CALL (213) 654-7000 OR 

lULL f Hf l 1·800·421·0644 UUI~IOl CA 

IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT ON MONEY OR CREDIT CAR D 
UHOtHS PAID HY CHtCK PLEASE ALLOW 4 WHKS 

When in L.A., visit our retail store! 
VIDEO TAPE EXCHANGE 

1440 N CRESCENT HTS LA CA 90046 

HUGE NEW !9831LLUSTRATED 
CATALOG ONLY $7.50 

LJ AMERICAN EXPRESS VISA Beta VHS 

MASTERCARD CALIF. RES. ADD 6 112% TAX 

# EXP. DATE __ _ 
NAME ________________________ __ 

ADDRESS -----------------------
CITY _______ STATE ___ ZIP __ _ 

SIGNATURE ---------------------
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I 

~---------------------------
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If you've got the imagination 
The Crypt has the accessories 

TOYS LEATHER VIDEO 
EROTICA 

733 Fourth Ave. 
2820 Lytton 
San Diego 

(619) 231 -4776 

1310 East Union St. 
Seattle 

(206) 325-3882 

2222 Broadway 
Denver 

(303) 292-4040 



THE BLIND MEN AND 
THE ELEPHANT BOY 

It was six men of Hindostan, 
To learning much inclined; 

Who went to see the Elephant 
(Though all of them were blind). 

After screening the rushes on a docu
mentary on child abuse (the film within 
the film), one student viewer runs out of 
the room retching, while another 
removes his emotions by critiquing its 
street-interview style, and a colleague, 
taking refuge in irony, asks, "Why 
couldn't you do a nice anti-war film?" 
None of them-the audience within the 
audience-can really deal with it, and no 
one, outside his professional capacities, 
really wants to. 

In our increasingly complex nouveau
tech age, oversimplification is becoming 
the key to every door. The self-styled civ
ilized Western world, with its abhorrence 
of abstraction, escalates its attempts to 
reduce natural impulses to rigid, com
partmentalized formulae. The evil in 
medieval is transformed, intact, to the 
politically incorrrect or the socially 
unhealthy. What happens then when an 
iconoclastic independent filmmaker like 
Arthur). Bressan, Jr. (Passing Strangers, 
Gay USA, Forbidden Letters) takes hold of 
a few popular enlightened premises and 
rubs them up against each other till the 
equations fall apart? What happens when 
the conventional tools can't (and usually 
don't) pry open the vicious cycle of child 
abuse? If gay is okay, and chi ldren's sexu
ality and self-determination are proven, 
where is the freedom to practice? What's 
the dividing line between exposing truth 
and exploiting the examples, between 
selfishness and self-protection, gratifica
tion and love, the effective placebo and 
the cure? 

The line is thin to the point of invisibil
ity in Arthur). Bressan's new film, Abuse, 
whipping back and forth across the 
screen like the sparkling end of a high
power cable torn loose in a windstorm. It 
arouses an almost superstit ious terror. 
The pat answers simply are not there, but 
the hidden questions are, in abundance, 
and the flailing disconnected lines come 
together in a tangled blur. 

Abuse has all the elements of an induc
tive thriller, and the effect of a Rorschach 
test. We know who dunnit-the culprits 
are caught in the act in harrowing 
vignettes all the truer for their fictionali
zation. We see how and when and where 
14-year old Thomas Carrol is being sys
tematically abused-on his body, in his 
mind-by his parents, together and 
separately. Suspense builds around the 
calmly menacing advances of mom-'n:
pop; the boy's expectations, his anticipa-

tion vying with attempts to get away. As 
with the best mystery, we never quite 
know why all this has happened, and the 
results are unpredictable. The intimate 
close-in camera work and the documen
tary film style gives it just enough distance 
to keep it from unbearability as the statis
tics are laid on in war-news objectivity: 
"in a year, 4,000 deaths, 65,000 sexual 
assaults, 200,000 beatings ... and that's just 
the tip of the iceberg." The first audience 
reaction is simple-within and without 
the film-somebody, do something! 

The somebody is designated as Larry 
Porter, 32-year-old Master's candidate, 
determined to get Thomas' story into his 
film (no one has ever shot an abused child 
'in the process,' so to speak, before
there are ramifications ranging from taste 
to legality), but not expecting to become 
personally involved. After all, he's the 
detached observer, the angel. Larry is sur
rounded and buoyed up by 'experts'
the Institute' s department, a friend on the 

hospital staff, social workers, lawyers, a 
whole system at his disposal. His is just 
another role in that system-he clips cel
luloid; they shuffle papers and debate 
theories-until Thomas homes in on him. 
At 14, the child/boy/man knows his own 
gayness, recognized Larry's ... and the 
plot thickens. 

The abuse cycle sets up life patterns of 
violence and support. "You take the pain 
to get to the pleasure." Watching Thomas 
break out of the cycle with Larry's help is 
mixed pain-and-pleasure itself. 

There are multiple messges. On top, 
Abuse is a shocker, delineating myths of 
sexuality, family configurations, D&S 
behavior, the 'help' professions-and 
exploding them graphically on-screen. 
Next to the battering itself, the most dis
turbing scenes uncover all the patch-up 

busywork done in dealing with the pain 
and often permanent damage, to little or 
no effect. At the mid-level is a tarnished 
image of knight errantry-the wishful 
thinking of Everyman. Larry is no god, his 
motivations are often highly suspect and 
his helpability quotient low. One of the 
most anxious moments in the film is the 
ease with which Thomas draws his older 
lover/ saviour into the abuse cycle, and 
Larry, inexperienced, momentarily rises 
to the bait. The fact that Larry is gay-go
lucky (traditionally, including among 
gays, an unstable base for a lasting rela
tionship) does not bode well for a per
manent solution. All may not live happily, 
even if gaily, ever after. 

Yet, most awesome, the effect of Abuse 
and its questionable solutions operates 
on a gut, universal level that belies its 
unhappy messages (apart from the wel
come comic relief that surfaces at the odd 
moment). It is not nature, but society, that 
abhors a vacuum-blanket judgements 

have been made to fill it, and rules, laws 
and rituals. When these rational, system
atized answers fail, human beings still 
operate protectively out of expediency, 
without error of differentness or fear of 
failure. As with the blind men who had a 
grand time mis-defining the various parts 
of the beast they'd got hold of, the ele
phant remained , ineffably, The Elephant, 
self-identified, like it or not. 

That each by observation 
Might satisfy his mind. 

Bressan's film has been picked up by 
Promovision (the distributors that recog
nized the quality and box-office quantity 
in Taxi Zum Klo) after being praised and 
summarily rejected by 32 others. Keep a 
(non-blind) eye out for it. 

-Penni Kimmel 
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The Best Stop in 
Philadelphia! 

206 S. Quince Street 
(215) 629-9448 
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For Leathermen 
Folsom Street 
San Francisco 

At the Zodiac 
we know our ABC's. 
After all, fantasies 
are serious business. 

The Zodiac Social Club 
1117 Pike St. 
Seattle, WA 98101 
206-622-9958 

HUNT NO FURTHER 
for 

Amoral 
Bondage 
Climax 
Depth 
Erotic 
Fist 
Grease 
Hard 
Induce 
Jock 
Kinky 
Lust 
Master 
Novice 
Oral 
Pierce 
Queer 
Raunchy 
Stud 
Tattoo 
Un-cut 
Vanilla 
Wet 
X-rated 
Yield 
Zodiac 

the WASHINGTON STATE LEATHERMEN 

J&L SALOON 
SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 

314 EAST PIKE 
624-2612 

DiaCDAPHON: 
PHONE FANTASY 

FOR HOT, MAN SIZED 
PHONE ACTION 24 HRS. 

212/685·3476 

SLIM INCHES AWAY IN 
THE AMAZING NEW 

BODY TAPER-TRIM SHIRT 
Puts power in your sex 
appeal as it reshapes you to 
more manly "tapered" 
proportions! 
• SMOOTHES TORSO 
• BUILDS CHEST 
• STRAIGHTENS BACK 
• SLIMS ABDOMEN 
• CINCHES WAIST 
• FLATTENS BULGES 
Extra-light, extra-comfortabl~ 
long line undershirt puts 
power net LYCRA SPANDEX 
& NYLON to work providing 
firm, smooth control from 
chest to lower abdomen. 
Smoothes out bulges and 
trims you with unprecedented 
built-in slimming-power. Worn 
as an undershirt, it works 
to keep you in shape. 
Completely machine 
washable. White only. 

INSTANTLY HOLDS $}299 
STOMACH IN! 

-~~------------~-· R. S. SALES, Dept. 0000 
6311 Yucca St., Hollpood, Calif. 90028 

My chest is _ _ inches. (Exhale & measure chest.) 
SIZES: 0 S (34-36), 0 Med. (38-40), n Lg. (42-44), 

P XL (46-48), 0 2XL 50-52 . Add $1.50' for postage 
handling, 6% Sales Tax . For COD send $4.00 de

posit. Allow 2 to 6 weeks for delivery. Worn, soiled 
or damaged items are nonreturnable. 
Name __________________________ ___ 

Address ________________________ _ 

City _______________ State __ Zip ____ _ 



GEORGIA CONSTRUCTION 
Muscular and masculine co nstruction 
worker turns into a leatherman at night: 
5'8", 170 lbs . of all beef, ge ars up for 
macho action , from the toes to the nose, 
with men in Georgia who ca n give what 
they can take: sweaty jock stra ps, top and 
bottom, ass spanking, anythi ng hot. Get 
off watching my muscles pum p up . What 
about yours? T.C. Box 1071. 

HOT TWICE 
New York stud digs it both ways. If you ' re 
30-50, I can give it as well as take it. Tell me 
what turns you on, and send a photo. ). 
Hall , 14 Duffield St., Brooklyn, NY 11201. 

Bodybuilder, 5'10", 195 lbs., very muscu
lar, with an especially broad back and 
shoulders, seeks other big muscle studs 

DAMN TOUGH! 
Hot top men are invited to give me a visit 
and make me serve you-if you can! 27-
year-old stud, really into leather, can be 
top or bottom, the latter if you ' re man 
enough . Not into phone fantasies or long 
correspondence, just hot leather sex. Box 
203, Hamer, SC 29547. 

and/ or super tall , well-built guys over 6'4" 
who could dig bodyworship, titwork, gym 
gear, whips, chains, boots, j/o. Either way. 
T.C. No. 1073. 

BRITISH NAVY 
There's something about a sailor-this 
daddy's boy from the British Navy, shortly 
disembarking in the U.S .A., hopes to sail 
under a mature, capable Captain , or dock 
with a hospitable Harbour Master. Sailor's 
name is lan , he's 34, 5'6", 136 lbs., and is 
waiting for your signal to tie up alongside 
and be piped aboard . T.C. No. 1072. (Cur
rently drydocked in London). 
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S\NedenfDr 
Leatherr11en 

Had it with attitude? Fed up with 
clones? Tired of images, facades, manipu
lation? Try the Swedes. They're for real. 

First impressions of Sweden can be 
deceptive. It looks like a richer, cleaner, 
better organized version f America. And 
it's all of that, in fact. Only after you've 
been here a while will yo u begin noticing 
the differences. A few e xamples . Allen 
Ginsberg, former guru of the Flower 
Children but still going strong, was in 
Stockholm recently read ing his poetry 
and discussing literary influences on him 
(he once sucked off a man who had 
sucked off a man who had sucked off Walt 
Whitman) . An earnest gay journalist 

asked for his support in the struggle of 
Swedish gays against ruthless persecu
tion . Ginsberg, a Jew, political maverick 
and survivor of the homophobic America 
of the '40s and '50s, expressed concern 
and asked for details. He was told that the 
City Recreation Department absolutely 
insisted on occasionally trimming the 
bushes in Stockholm's parks. Ginsberg 
was not impressed. 

Or take something that happened to 
Scandinavian Leather Men - Stockholm 
(SLM) a while back. SLM is a bonafide, 
non-profit club owned and run by its 
approximately 250 members. It has pre
mises in the Old Town of Stockholm 

which wander through the bowels of a 
series of medieval buildings . Its vaulted 
cellar corridors include a back-room 
maze equipped with sling, chains, res
traints, the works. For one short period 
SLM had a little trouble with some 
envious skinheads. A complaint was 
lodged with the police and the following 
night a pair of cops came by to investigate 
the damage. Typically for Sweden, one 
was a woman. She inspected the facilities, 
commented favorably on the quality of 
the gay porno being shown on the club 
video, and left saying that any organiza
tion as obviously well-run as SLM 
deserved the best possible support from 
the authorities. There was no further 
trouble from the skinheads. 

So how did Sweden turn out this way? 
At the beginning of the century, Swedes 
were a dirt-poor people, 90% of whom 
lived on isolated farms trying to scratch 
out a living plowing granite in a climate 
comparable to Alaska's. No wonder their 
primary export then was people. Stringy, 
weather-beaten, tough pioneers who 
built ranches and farms all over Mi nne
sota, North and South Dakota, Montana, 
Washington and Oregon. 

Today there are eight million Swedes 
spread thinly over a country twice the size 
of West Germany and not much smaller 
than France. Sweden is now one of the 
most highly industrialized states in the 
world with per capita income and average 
standard of living well above America's. 
The Swedes may spend their working 
days building Volvos, Saabs, Hasselblads 
and precision technical instruments but 
no Swede ever feels far from his rural 
roots. This tradition of having to work 
hard under rugged conditions has made 
them as a nation among the hardiest and 
most handsome peoples of the world. 
They're not all tall, rangy, blond with bril
liant blue eyes (although a great many 
are). Some are short, dark, bearded with 
high slavic cheekbones and glances that 
pierce to the core. Almost all are lean, 
solid, athletic and extraordinarily healthy. 
Oddly enough, all this applies almost as 
much to the women as the men. Sweden 
could have invented the term unisex. 

And that's something which is impor
tant to gay men. There has never been a 
battle of the sexes in Sweden. The reason 
for this can be traced back to all those 
centuries of growing up on isolated farms 
where everyone, man, woman and child, 
had to work his ass off to keep from starv
ing to death. The result, for better or 
worse, was that the Swedes as a whole, 
both male and female, became thor
oughly 'mascu line ' -cool , controlled , 
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rational, logical. Women in Sweden are as 
tough as men, expect to be treated as 
equals-and are. A good-looking guy is as 
likely to be openly and explicitly cruised 
on the street by a woma n as another guy. 
One of the results of thi s relative lack of 
role differentiation is th t Swedish men 
aren't constantly trying to prove how 
manly they are-it comes naturally and is 
taken for granted . This lack of polariza
tion is evident in bed. F w Swedish gays 
are hung up on top/ bottom, active/ pas
sive. This flexibility eve extends to the 
gender of the partner. It is not unusual for 
a Swedish 'gay', after te n or fifteen years 
of trying everything in the book, to 
decide he wants kids and to settle down 
with a woman who does ' t mind that his 
' Friday night out with t he boys' is not 
going to be devoted to poker. The card 
game, that is. Nor is it strange for a hunky 
kid in a group sex situatio n to gladly take 
it up his ass while pluggi ng his own girl. A 
touch of the ' other' adds spice and breaks 
the monotony for everyone, no matter 
where the basic preference may lie. The 
fact that Swedish men don't feel under 
constant pressure to prove themselves 
accounts in large part fo r that refreshing 
lack of pretense you encounter here. 

As everyone knows, the Swedes were 
leaders in the sexual liberation move
ment that first hit the rest of us in the '60s. 
That was really just another aspect of a 
society which leaped d irectly from the 
12th to the 21 st centu r ies. Even in the 
priest-ridden Sweden of the 19th century, 
people never actually married until the 
woman could prove she was capable of 
producing a crop of ne ded field-hands. 
Part of the peaceful revolution which 
almost overnight converted Sweden from 
that backward farm country to the com
puter's promised land included a nearly 
universal rejection of religion; but the 
relaxed attitude of any farmer to the 
mechanics of sex survived into industrial 
Sweden . A few eccentrics and romantics 
still get married, but most Swedes today, 
from Cabinet Minister to welders, from 
teenagers to their grandparents, live in 
relationships which in most other socie
ties would be considered unorthodox, if 
not illegal. Few care w hom you live with 
or consider it worth the trouble to 
wonder what you do in bed together. 
Pairs, whether straight or gay, are of 
course common but groups of three, 
four, five and up in any imaginable com
bination of gender, ori ntation and rela
tionship can be encountered. Under 
these circumstances, the total lack of dis
crimination in employment, housing or 
whatever is by no means just grudging 
obedience to a law passed by a handful of 
liberals. It just doesn't occur to most 
Swedes to put each other down because 
of anything having to do with sex. Hardly 
anyone feel threatened by anyone else's 
version of sexuality. To each his own . You 
can sleep with sheep as long as you don' t 
make too much of a racket and wake the 
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neighbors. 
But the beauty of Sweden doesn' t end 

with the people. The Swedish love of 
nature has meant that the air and water
even in the middle of major cities-are 
among the cleanest in the world . Stock
holm looks like a jungle in the summer 
and you can pick wild blueberries and 
raspberries a ten-minute hike from the 
center of town . Summer. Well , you can ' t 
talk about summer without starting with 
the fact that winter is long and dark up 
here. Not necessarily cold-New York 
and Boston will certainly have lower 
temperatures and possibly more snow 
than Stockholm. In the dead of winter a 
Swede faces a day which is pitch black at 
9:00a.m. and dark aga in at 3:00p.m. They 
get through December by celebrating 
Christmas for a solid month . The lights, 
candles and torches everywhere certainly 
help. 

But then in May, June, July and August 
comes the other side of the coin and 
Sweden becomes one of the most beauti
ful places on the planet. The Swedes blos
som and shed the thick ski jackets that 
have been hiding those lean, hard bodies 
all winter. Around Mid-Summer Day it 
will never really get dark, the sun will sink 
just below the horizon and dusk will 
blend into dawn. You can work on your 
tan at 2:00 in the morning. Naturally, even 
in the middle of Stockholm, in the nude. 
Those old farmers conceived, birthed, 
and raised a dozen kids in a two-room 
farmhouse. Privacy never caught on in 
Sweden (try and hide your age when your 
social security number-used for every
thing-includes your date of birth) . 
Stockholm is a city of islands and one of 
the central ones is mile-long, wooded 
and hilly Langholmen . It is all a park and 
half of it is nude, mixed but mainly gay. If 
you happen to get horny, no one
including the indomitable, 80-year-old 
aunt striding past on her afternoon 
constitutional-cares what you do in the 

bushes. It's not hard to picture how lush 
those notorious bushes can become after 
week after week of sun 23 hours a day. So 
there you are, dry crystal-clear air, 
temperatures in the high 70's and low 
80's, cool , clean blue waters lapping on 
the rocks, hundreds of sailing boats slid
ing by, acres of hunky, available guys-all 
in the middle of a thriving capital city. 

Not that Stockholm is all of Sweden . If, 
like most Swedes, you ' re an out
doorsman, the country can offer tens of 
thousands of square miles of virgin forest, 
thousands of lakes, rivers galore, and a 
seemingly endless coastline. And it's sud
denly become-after last year 's drastic 
devaluation and the strengthening of the 
dollar-one of the least expensive coun
tries in Europe for an American to visit. 

Of course, Sweden is not without its 
problems. There are endless debates on 
when precisely does womb-to-tomb 
social security kill initiative. How do you 
keep economic planning from sinking 
into bureaucratic rigor mortis? At what 
point does a passion for equality destroy 
individuality? But none of these questions 
need disturb a visitor. More serious is the 
Swedes' obsession with alcohol. They 
treat it the way Anglo-Saxons classically 
treated sex : something you needed but 
were ashamed of needing. Standing in 
line at a state liquor monopoly store is 
precisely like going into a 42nd Street 
porno shop. No one meets anyone else's 
eye and a deathly silence reigns, broken 
only by customers furtively confiding 
their desires to stony-faced clerks. The 
Swedish Parliament devotes more time to 
debating the strength and accessibility of 
beer, wine and liquor than it does to 
national defense. A few years ago, 3.2 
beer was banned as inevitably leading to 
the corruption of the morals of the 
nation 's youth. The most effective mea
sure used against alcohol is taxation . Can 
you imagine paying $25 for a bottle of 
Scotch in a retail store? A can of export 



beer in a restaurant or bar wi th no preten
sions of providing any form of entertain
ment can easily set you back $3.00. Is all 
this heavy artillery justified by the 
Swedes' actual drinking habits? Some 
doubt it. Measured in terms o f pure alco
hol (to compensate for differences in 
national drinking habits) , Sweden ranks 
well after the U.S. and Britai n and at half 
the annual per capita consumption of 
France and Italy. In fact there are some 
two dozen countries in the Western 
world which consume more t han Sweden 
does. just like the Anglo-Saxon sex tabu, 
this is a survival from another era which 
has long since outlived its original 
purpose-but is enforced w ith no less 
vigor . Times were so tough in Sweden 
during the 19th century that the only way 
the average peasant or worker could get 
through life (and the only way the tiny 
elite could avoid a potential revolt) was by 
drowning their troubles in cheap aquavit. 
A century later, a prosperous and comfor
table Sweden is still sufferin g the conse
quences of attitudes formed in that 
period. Not that the average Swede 
couldn't use the occasional relaxing glass. 
Swedes place a very high p remium on 
emotional control and remarkable 
changes in personality often take place 
after only the most moderate 
consumption . 

For a gay, the most obvious impact is on 
public social life. These barr iers of price 
and tradition prevent anything resem
bling the bar/ cafe/ pub circuits found 
elsewhere in Europe and North America 
from growing up. Stockholm, with a pop
ulation of a million and a half has never 
been able to support a single bar open to 
a gay clientele more than a few nights a 
week. If you keep moving, you can find 
something to do most eveni ngs, but it' s 
not easy and certainly not cheap. As in 
London , the really hot action is going on 
in private homes and playroo ms. 

For a reader of Drummer, the best 
introduction to these circles in unques
tionably SLM. From there it 's just a matter 
of picking your scene (fisting, SM, B&D, 
WS and everything through plain old 
fucking are all well represented among its 
member~\. SLM is open and enthusiasti
cally welcomes visitors on Fridays during 
the summer and Fridays and Saturdays the 
rest of the year from 10:00 at night until 
2:00 in the morning. The add ress if Gas
grand 28 and the club telephone ans
werer (80/20-00-41) gives tips in English 
on the Stockholm leather/ levi scene 
when the club is closed . 

Finally, the highpoint of the year for 
leathermen is SLM's famous Baltic Battle 
over the three-day Whitsu n/ Pi ngst week
end (usually the last one in May). For 
detailed information, write to . SLM, Box 
9239, S-102 STOCKHOLM. It's a trip 
unlike any you 've ever been on before. 
Try it. But bring your own bott le. 

-Robert Nichols 

a 
ALL THE 
• • • • 

HOT SPOTS 
IN STOCKHOLM 

Here's a brief guide to names and places, hotels and bars, cinemas, discos, and other 
assorted facilities (we would never tell you where not to go!) . Information is correct as 
of this issue of Drummer, and while things change, they do not change as quickly in 
Scandinavia as they do in other countries ; so you can figure everything mentioned 
here is still in operation. A very good sourcebook for information is Gay Scandinavia 
1983 published by COQ Denmark; if you are planning a trip there, we suggest you 
write for information about obtaining a copy (COQ, Box 30, DK-4300 Holbaek, 
Denmark). 

BARS & REST AU RANTS (See article for difference, or lack of) 
Alexander Cafe, jakobsbergsgatan 7. Closed on Mondays and Tuesdays; very popular 
gay restaurant (by day) and cafe (by night) . 
Blaa Gasen, Karlavagen 28. Gay-owned posh restaurant that specializes in fish dishes. 
Heinz Pub, Hornsgatan 90. Very popular and intimate bar, 99% gay. 
Restaurant Tim , Timmermansgatan 35. Intimate and popular gay restaurant. 
Club Timmy, Timmermansgatan 24. Operated by RFSL (national Swedish gay organiza
tion) , popular, intimate, always crowded. Membership required. Thursdays : Women 
only. 

HOTELS 
Karlkvist Gay Pension, Norrbackgatan 8. Centrally located gay hotel in which guests get 
their own door keys. Well run and maintained . 
Hotel/ Bema, Upplandsgatan 13. Not completely gay, but nice and very popular with 
European gay travelers. 

SAUNAS & CLUBS 
Video Pan, Hantverkargatan 49. Club with video lounges, back rooms, private cubicles. 
Viking Sauna , Sigtunagatan 12. The largest sauna in Scandinavia, very popular, very well 
known, extremely well maintained . 
Vasa Solarium, St. Eriksgatan 13. Mixed gay and non-gay sauna with showers, solarium, 
lounge, etc. 
Gay Kino, St. Eriksgatan 13. One of Stockholm's better known gay movie houses, 
located at the same address as the Vasa . 

WALKING THE STREETS . .. 
Outdoor cruising is very popular in the Kungstradgarden (garden means 'park' ) in the 
summer. But not to be missed are the nude beaches : Langholmspatken , Brunnsviken, 
and Svatdsjo Strand. Ask for directions. The sections of Stockholm with porno shops, 
Klara Norra Kyrkogatan and Gam/a Brogatan are worth walking, to be sure; however, 
these are also the best known areas for hustlers (prostitution is not illegal in Sweden), so 
keep in mind that the blond hunk on the corner could be and probably is only renting 
out his charms. 

ELSEWHERE ... 
There are other cities in Sweden besides Stockholm. Gothenburg, which has a branch 
of SLM (write to them at: Box 31220, 400 32 Gothenburg, Sweden to see what' s going on 
during the time you ' ll be in the country), as well as a popular gay sauna (Boys Sauna 
Club, Tredie Langgatan 30) and a popular restaurant / disco/ entertainment complex 
(Bacchus, Bellmannsgatan 7-9; membership optional) . 
Malmo, which is a major ferry-port for the Sweden-Denmark commuters, sports one 
very popular gay bar and nightclub (4 : en , Snapperupsgatan 4) and one arcade (Video
Arkaden, Norregatan 12) as well as some popular outdoor cruising areas. 

BEST TIME ... 
Obviously summer when the weather is closer to what you, as an American, can 
tolerate (if you're an Alaskan, go anytime). Gay Lib Week, the Swedish equivalent to 
our june Parades, is from August 15-21 in 1983. While the actual dates vary from year to 
year, it is always held in August. 
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SIX TABLETS CONTAIN: POTENCY %RDA POTENCY %RDA 

Vitamin A Beta Carotene ..... . ... 10,0001U 200% Vitamin D3 ........................ 10001U 25% 
Vitamin A palmitate .............. 5,0001U 100% Iodine .......................... 225 meg 150% 
B1 (Thiamine) .... .. ............ . 100 mg 6667% Iron (Amino acid chelate) .......... 20 mg 111% 
B2 (Riboflavin) .... . . ............. 100 mg 5882% Potassium asparate ................ 55 mg ••• 
Niacinamide ..... . ..... . .. . ..... 100 mg 500% Selenium . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 150 meg • • • 
B3 , Niacin) ....... . ................ 50 mg 250% Molybdenum ..................... 50 meg ••• 
B5 (pantothenic acid) ........... 150 mg 1500% GTF Chromium . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 200 meg • • • 
B6 ( pyridoxine) ... .. .............. 100mg 5000% Zinc (Amino acid chelate) ....... 100 mg 667% 
B10 (para-amino benzoic acid) ... 100 mg ••• Copper (Amino acid chelate) ....... 2 mg 100% 
B12 (cobalamin concentrate) ... 200 meg 3333% Manganese ................. . ..... 20 mg • •• 
Fol ic Acid . ....... .. ............ 400 meg 100% Prostate tissue ..................... 50 mg * • * 
Biotin ............ .. ............ 100 meg 333% Thymus ............................ 10 mg *** 
Choline (bitartrate) ............... 200 mg ••• Adrenal ........................... 50 mg *** 
Inositol ........... . ............... 125 mg L-Lysine .......................... 750 mg ••• 
Gota Kola . ... . ... . ................ 25 mg L-Phenylalanine .................... 25 mg *** 
Ginseng .......... . ............ . ... 25 mg ••• L -Glutamine ....................... 25 mg * * * 
Vitamin C ........ . ............. 1000 mg 1667% L-Ornithine ........................ 25 mg *** 
Bioflavinoids ...... . ............... 200 mg L-Tyrosine .......................... 25 mg *** 
Rutin ............ . .............. . . 75 mg *** Saw palmei to .................... 150 mg *** 
Vitamin E (d-alpha tocopherol) ...... 4001U 1333% Sarsaparilla . ....................... 50 mg *** 
Octacosanol . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 250 meg • • • Echinacea ....................... 300 mg *** 
Calcium (Amino acid chelate) .... 500 mg 50% Lemon Balm ...................... 125 mg *** 
Magnesium (Amino acid chelate) .350 mg 87% Taraxacum ........................ 20 mg *** 
Silica ............. . ............. 500 meg *** Licorice ........................... 25 mg ••• 
Vanadium ........ . ............... 75 meg ••• ***No US RDA established for these Ingredients 

PHYSICIAN FORMULATED/PRODUCED UNDER HIGHEST ETHICAL STANDARDS AND QUALITY CONTROL 

- - -WINGS DISTRIBUTING SAVE $5 WITH THIS: 
Seventeen Harriet Street 
San Francisco. CA 94103 I II 
Send me_ months supply of Vita Men. Enclosed is $19.95 for each I 
plain brown bottle. I 
NAME I 
ADDRESS I 
CITY. STATE. ZIP I 

WE'LL o f:harge it to my o VISA o MASTERCARD : 

PAY 1 r·:0. Expires 1 
THE I S1gnature I 

~S~GE ••·---------------------~ 





WHAT HAPPENS TO THE 
CONTESTANTS THAT DIDN 'T 

WIN THE MR. DRUMMER TITLE? 
Steven Roberts, Mr. San Francisco 

Leather, paid off his contest bets 
by eating a bowl of dog food . He 
may have found a new career in 
that area however when he was 

cast for the lead story in the new 
MACH, " My Five Years as a Dog." 

I 
' ~"' ~~i!ti ~ 

He is also considering dog food 
endorsements. More pictures of 
Steven and the contest/ show in 

the Anniversary issue of 
DRUMMER next month . 



GO WITH MR. DRUMMER '83 FOR A TOUR OF 

YOUR PERSONAL GUIDE! 
Fly from New York or San Fran
cisco to Munich for the event of 
the year. As Americans repres
enting Leathermen under the 
auspices of DRUMMER, the hos
pitality of German Leathermen 
will be beyond belief! It's a class 
act all the way with services 
and events that are not avail
able to the single traveler. Bring 
your leather and your hiQhes1 
expectations- you won t be 
disappointed! 

OKTOBERFEST-TREFFEN 
MLC eV. · MUNCHEN 

Send right now for your color bro
chure describing this trip, along with 

cost and detai ls. Send us $1 for 
postage and handling and we'll 

apply it to the cost of your trip. Hurry! 
This will be a sellout! 

DEPARTING SEPT. 22, RETURNING OCT. 1 
Thursday, 22 September: Depart USA from New 
York/San Francisco Friday, 23 September: Arrive 
Munich 8:55am. Transfer to hotels by bus (pro
vided), baggage handling personal. Wel
come Party 7:00pm (Includes a drink and 
Bavarian snacks) at Zum Lohengrin (sponsored 
by Zum Lohengrin, Eagle and Ochsengarten) 
Saturday, 24 September: Munich Leather Club 
to Neuschwanstein (King Ludwig the Mad's 
Castle) 1 Oam-6pm, International Leather Party 
at Vollmerhaus 9pm, Outrageous Costume 
Show 11 pm Sunday, 25 September: Brunch at 
Vollmerhaus 11am-2pm (Music and dancing), 
Oktoberfest Beer Hall 5pm Monday, 26 Sep
tember: Free day Tuesday, 27 September: 
Munich Tour: Glockenspiel, Museum. Nym
phenburg, Olympic Village Wednesday, 28 
September: Berchtesgarden tour. Sauna Party 
at Sports Sauna Thursday, 29 September: Free 
day. Possible special party for Drummer Tour 
hosted by Munich Leather Club Friday, 30 Sep
tember: Farewell Dinner at Spockmeier am 
Rofeneck Saturday, 1 October: Depart Munich 
at 11 am. arrive USA (New York & San Francisco) 
same day 

THE TRIP OF YOUR LIFETIME! 

~-----------------------------ROBERT HENRI TRAVEL Ltd. 
2281 Union Street 
San Francisco, CA 94123 

Send me your DRUMMER OKTOBERFEST brochure. Enclosed is 
a buck, refundable against my trip. 
NAME ______________________________ _ 

ADDRESS----------------------------
CITY, STATE. ZIP--:-------------------------
1 am 21 years of age. 

(Signature) 



Like getting six tapes 
for the price of one! 

Because the subject matter in this 
film is even too controversial for 
neighborhood adult video stores to 
touch • it will never be available in 
stores at any price! 

McNulty's ·Exclusive 
U.S.A. Distributor 
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