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MUSCLE MOTION 
There is nothing like the Chippendale Men. and there has never been an experience like MUSCLE 
MOTION. a unique video cassette created by the most famous male strippers in America. 
Structured as a series of aerobic exercises featuring one or more of the hot Chippendale Men. 
MUSCLE MOTION will put you through your paces as you watch these handsome, muscular. 
athletic guys work up one sweat after another. The single most erotic look at exercise ever filmed. 
MUSCLE MOTION will become the most watched cassette in your video library. 

VHS/BETA 3995 

WINNERS CIRCLE 
Leave the football field with the players and go into the locker room. A full team of beautiful 
hunks stripped and hot. grab-assing and messing around until it turns into a full-fledged orgy. 
These athletes are hung. hot and horny. One of Brentwood's finest filmsl One hour. 

ORUMMER2 VHS/BETA 5995 

A MATTER OF SIZE 
The explosive new package from Huge 
of 12 of the b iggest new stars on -~e aeo 
screen: legendary Bill Henson. striki ; ~ nd
some Brian Michaels. muscular Er 
sultry Doug Weston, ultra-macho _c- e Chi-
sholm (and others) in a non-stop :::·some 
of the finest action from the bes -"' -' ·he 
new breed! The one video casse-e -
want to watch over and over one_ : · . 

VHS/Bt- 6995 

FALCON HEAD 
Michael Zen's mystical and sensuc =-= :· 
what happens to a number of rre
come together under the power o ·-= --
conhead and his mirror of lust. One : - e 
finest. most creative gay films ever _ 
Starring Joe Dietrich. Adrian Wade. a-.:: - _ 
ducing the pcwerful, menacing Dar·;:; = 
an award-winning short film, Tattoc 
explores the mystique and pain o· t: _ 
decoration. 

VHS/BETA 79 ,..-



HUGE ONE 
It's a slice of porn history-the debut of Lee 
Ryder, the biggest hunk since the legendary 
John Holmes, and one of the most popular of 
the screen's new superstuds! In HUGE ONE he 
is pitted against the tight bodies of Mike Wel
don. Steve Rossi, Brian Spence, Rick Jensen 
and Matt Stoker; each a powerful hunk in his 
own right. Plus: Joe Reeve and Mark Hunter 
tangle in a bout of supermeat meets super
muscle. A solid hour of solid-weight action! 

VHS/BETA 5995 

THE BEST OF COLT 
The superstar name in male erotica presents 
the creme de Ia creme of masculinity and 
muscles! Five separate classics with ten of the 
choicest men anywhere: Butch Barnes. Killer 
Joe. Gunner Hyde. Clint Lockner, Georgio 
Canalli, Rocco, Kirby Scott, Jack Hackner, 
Lars. and Nick-each paired to their (and 
your) best advantage. Sterling photography, 
unbelievable men, unforgettable action; an 
hour's worth of paradise! 

VHS/BETA 6995 

HUGE TWO 
Eight of the biggest and the best make for an 
hour of heart-pounding action: Lee Ryder 
and Mike Stoker use pumping iron as an 
excuse for pumping meat; Andy Fuller and 
Peter Hansen give a new meaning to "bare
ass" in the woods; Steve Sprague and Chris 
Randall will amaze you with their relentless, 
throat-stretching encounter; and Doug Miller 
finishes the package with Mitch Helms in one 
of the most sensuous encounters between 
two men ever filmed. HUGE TWO is the only 
possible sequel to HUGE ONE! 

VHS/BETA 5995 

GOOD HOT STUFF 
The latest from Buckshot is a solid hour of hard. 
pounding, meaty action, featuring the likes of 
Frank Vickers (who gets a stuffing from over
sized Glen Steers that you won't believe!); a 
meeting of the balls between blond adonis 
Noel Kemp and hot. hunky Joe Porcelli; and 
an endless three-way for Joe Reeve. Lance. 
and handsome Mark Hill that gives a whole 
new meaning to the idea of the "boys next 
door." Nobody does it better than Buckshot. 
and GOOD HOT STUFF does it to the hilt! 

VHS/BETA 6995 

SIND S3 
fOR OUR 
HOT Nil 

IF IT TURNS YOU ON, 
WEVE GOT IT. 

STUDSTDRr 
CATAlOG 

r----------------------------------------------------------------

SIUDSORS™ 
960 FOLSOM / SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

Send me the following immediately: 
0 MUSCLE MOTION $3995 
0 WINNERS CIRCLE $5995 
0 A MATTER OF SIZE $6995 
0 FALCONHEAD $7995 

I want these in OBETA OVHS 

0 HUGE ONE $5995 
0 HUGE 7WO $5995 
0 GOOD HOT STUFF $6995 
0 THE BEST OF COLT $6995 

Enclosed is S Check, Money Order or Charge it to my: 

OVISA OMASTERCARD No. ------------- -- Expire,__ __ _ 

NAME--------------------------------------------------

ADORE~---------------------------------------------
CITY. STATE. ZIP------------------------

I am over 21 years of age-----------------------
california Residents add 6'1>% Sales Tax . Signature DRUMMER3 
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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 GATHERING OF THE CLAN: INFERNO XII 

Ro bert Payne and Frank Hatfield take you to the most famous annual 
SM gathering in th e world for the 1983 long-weekend of abso
lut e authenticity. 

26 DRUMSTICKS 
Get ready to shit your br itches! 

27 CROWN OF THORNS BY AARON TRAVIS 
Th e author of some of the most popular Drummer fiction takes us 
to Istanbul, city of carnal delights and international intrigu e, 
where a young American surrenders to a dangerous obsession. 

47 THE RIGHT STUFF! 
Drummer 's extra-special guide to th e ultimat e in seasonal g ift giving 
is strictly th e right stuff fo r today 's Master and slave-everythin g to 
keep you bo th occupied until at least next year. 

67 DRUMBEATS 
Th e p erfect answer to "What do you want to do, M arty?" Try on on e 
of th ese m en for siz e- or depth-or endurance ... 

87 DRUM 
Th e last adventure of th e year comes to a wild and woolly climax as 
Drum tak es a well-deserved night's sleep and prepares for 1984. 

92 TOUGH SHIT 
Or, all th e news yo u rea lly want to hear about . .. 

93 DRUMMEDIA VIDEO 
Maybe out on a limb, but transsexuals and bondage do minate this 
look at th e ho m e porn pastime . . . 

97 DRUMMEDIA BOOKS 
The current Phil Andros revival returns America's favorit e huster to 
the literary limelight. 

99 DRUMMEDIA FILM 
Fassbinder's epic Berlin Alexanderplatz is count erpointed by 
Deiter Schidor's docum entary, Th e Wizard of Babylon. 

101 FORESKIN UPDATE 
For th e first tim e ever, a first-person accoun t o f a fo res kin recon
structio n operation, dow n to the dollars and cents. 

104 WHITEWATER 1983 
Th e annual w et and wild excursion for leatherm en shows o ff mo re 
than shoo ting th e rapids! 

110 IN PASSING .. . 

Cover : Twas th e night b efo r e . . . yo u kn o w th e rest! Ph o to by jim Wig ler. 
O ppos it e page : Th e Perfect Xmas slave, a Ia Th e Hun . 

We sent the following letter (First Class 
Mail) to THOSE RESPONSIBLE at In To u ch 
magazin e since you last read this column. 
W e are sh aring it with you , dear readers, 
because it eliminates having to writ e a 
column and becau se we mea n every 
word of it : 

Congratulatio ns o n yo ur Tenth Anni
versary o f I . T., o r what ever yo u are calling 
it th ese days . It is a b eautiful issu e and, as 
Milt o n Berte o nce sa id abo ut ja ck Ben
n ey, " I lau gh ed so hard I almos t dropped 
my p en cil." 

j o hn Ro wberry has pro mised to print a 
version o f your press r elease in "What 's 
Ho t" in MANIFEST and I shall m entio n it 
in my little-read edit o rial in DRUMMER. 
It will g ive us an ex cuse to run that b eauti
ful j oe Koo l m o d el fro m yo ur fro nt co ver 
which yo u w ere fo o lish enough to send 
us. 

It is good to see In Touch so d eservedly 
survivin g and prosp erin g. You started a 
g o o d ye ar-and-a-half ah ead o f 
DR U MMER and I am certain that I. T. has 
g iven en courag em ent to th e many oth er 
courageous gay publishing att empts in 
th e d ecad e th at has p assed. 

Wh en ever you are in T*h*e C *i*t*y 
drop in on us at our new quart ers at 960 
Fo lso m . Aft er alm os t gettin g it all com
pleted, we hop e no t to m o ve aga in fo rt h e 
n ex t d ecad e, if ever. 

Best regards fro m your fri ends at Alt er
nate Publishing. 

j o hn H. Embry, Publisher 

Copyright 1983 by ALTERNATE PU BLI SHI NG. All rights 
reserved. No part of this magazi ne may be rep roduced 
without prio r wri ll en permission fro m th e publ isher. Pub
lished monthly by Al ternate Publ ishi ng. 964 Fo lsom St reet, 
San Francisco. Califo rn ia 94107. A stamped, self- addressed 
ret ur n envelope must accompany all man uscripts, p ho tos 
and artwork that are to b~.ret ur ned. A lt ern ate Pu b lishin g 
can assume no re~ ~)ons i b dll y for r:na rerial damaged or l o~t 
th roug h the ma1. Any ~imila n ty between character!. 
appearing in DR ~MMER an d rea! rerso n ~ i ~ coi ncidental. 
The rerre~enta t 10n or appearance of any per~on in 
DRUMMER is not to be taken as representa ti ve of his or 
her sexual preference. All inqu ir ie!. concerni ng the 
Leat her Fratern ity shoul d be ad dressed to Alte rnate Pu b
lish ing at the above stated add ress. 

DRUMMERS 



MALE CALL/ Dear Sir: 
CAGE CRAZE 

I just read your latest issue (Drummer 
67) giving us sneak previews of publica
tions to come (or cum, as the case may be) 
and I must say that it was hot. Not only 
could I not wait to get it from my post 
office box, I took a BIG chance and read 
most of it in my office during the lunch 
break. I guess that seeing the slave in a 
cage was just so much of a turn-on for me 
that I could not hold off until I got home 
to really enjoy the one-handed reading 
session I usually partake in when your 
magazine arrives. 

And, speaking of that cage, where do 
you get cages for human animals? Also, 
do you have a source for real jail cells? My 
apartment has the room to build a small 
jail in the spare bedroom, but I have not 
done so because of trying to figure out 
how in the world I would explain it to the 
construction company. Any ideas on how 
to get the job done will be great for the 
confinement scenes many slaves dream 
about and would be appreciated. 

NEW RUBBER 

Dennis 
Indiana 

I was happy to hea r about the forma
tion of Rubbermen of America, a club 
which replaces both Five Senses and The 
Second Skin Society, both of which died 
mysterious deaths, more like a whimper 
than a bang. I will soon see if anyone in it 
is as old as I (65). 

Meanwhile, my best. I was in the 
leather and rubber scene (plus weights, 
tattooing, clubs, and water sports) as far 
back as 1955, so there is little I don't know 
or haven't tried, including the burying of 
two lovers-one a sk in-diving motorcy
clist, the other an airplane pilot and iron 
worker. My memories are better than the 
experiences of most of those under 35. 

Name Withheld 
Chicago, IL 

(Editor's note: By Rubbermen of Amer
ica, we assume you're referring to the 
new Association of A merican Rubber
men. That group has just begun forming, 
and hopes to have a newsletter and 
organization worked out sometime in 
early 1984. In Drummer 64, in a story 
called "Men in Rubber" by Mark I. Ches
ter, we ran inform ation on another 
group, The New World Rubberman's 
Club. That organiza t ion, which was 
founded in 1979 and has an international 
membership, can be contacted at 10926 
Sunset Trail, Santee, CA 92071. 

SWISS MADE IN LEATHER 
Except a very few copies from the very 

beginning I've read all your magazines up 
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to date. And always I'm very impressed. I 
know how much work it takes, to get such 
a publication ready, specially as I'm 
responsible for our club magazine Der 
Stiefel, which is published in collabora
tion with most of the clubs of German 
language. We've also been one of the 
founding members of ECMC almost 10 
years ago. 

Through your column "Leather Bulletin 
Board," we got a lot of clubs in the United 
States on our mailing list. They all get our 
magazine regularly, but it's too bad we 
don't get much response from over there. 

Now I'd like to write a few lines about 
our own club and would be very happy, if 
you could publish this in one of your next 
issues. 

In early 1973 a few gays, turned on by 
leather, founded the Zurich based Club 
LOGE 70 (SCHWEIZ). Members have 
joined and left, but at this time we have 
almost 150 members spread allover Swit
zerland and some in the neighbour coun
tries along the border. 

Every year on Whitsun, we organize our 
official ECMC meeting. It's usually being 
held in a forest hut near Zurich. This year, 
it was under the name "10 Years Swiss 
Made in Leather." Saturday night it was 
attended by some 400 people from 
allover Europe. 

Our meeting in 1984 will be held from 
June 8th to June 11th. We always try to 
provide private accomodations in Zurich. 
But of course it is on a first come, first 
served basis. Anybody interested in visit
ing our meeting in 1984 should contact us 
as soon as possible. We will then send 
them our program. We also try to give a 
place to stay to visitors from overseas dur
ing the year, as long as they contact us 
soon enough. 

If anybody of the readers is interested 
to get the club magazineDer Stiefel, pub-

lished 4 times in 1984, but almost strictly in 
German, they could make a subscription 
for U.S. Dollars 10-a year, postage 
included. 

Our contact address is the following: 
LOGE 70 (SCHWEIZ), Postfach 725, 8025 
Zurich, Switzerland . 

Please keep going with your good 
work, and I'd specially appreciate, if you 
could bring more articles about rubber. 
I'm a member of WRM in Santee and 
also a member of RMC London. 

Get our best regards . 
Beat Ruedi, Vice-President 

LOGE 70, Zurich, Switzerland 

WORN OUT BY STUDWORK 
Just a few lines to let you know I've 

enjoyed the hell out of your superb mag
azine since its inception. As a black male 
slave of long standing (or is it kneeling?), 
40 years old and muscular, the informa
tion I've received through your publica
tions has been invaluable. 

As a lowly slave, Masterless, and a vet
eran reader of SM gay erotica, never have 
I come across such a mouthwatering, 
crotch-wetting, hypnotizing, masturbat
ing piece of erotica as that presented in 
Drummer 67. Of course, I'm referring to 
"Studwork," by that new writer, Tom 
Herman. 

Upon receiving Drummer and scan
ning its table of contents, this story imme
diately grabbed my complete attention. I 
read it four times, jacked off three times, 
and went to sleep and dreamed about it. 
That's just how much it affected me. 

Again, I thank you for information 
received through this magazine. I'm sure 
there are others who feel as I do. Keep the 
heavy SM fiction coming, and I'll keep 
buying and cumming. I humbly bow to 
you, Sirs, and remain your loyal slave 

reader. Slave Chuck 
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Frank Hatfield called to tell me that 
arrangements had been made to have 
one of the slaves reportedly going to 
Inferno XII fly with us to Chicago on the 
red-eye special leaving at midnight the 
day before. The plans had already been 
made for us to pickup a ca r at the airport 
and drive to Michigan. It seemed like a 
great idea to have him along to handle the 
luggage and do the driving. It seemed like 
a better idea to start his excursion into 
Hellfire the minute he got on board the 
plane. 

But naturally the first thing to do was to 
check him out. He called me as directed 
about a week before we were to leave. He 
turned out to be an athlet ic looking fel
low in his late twenties who reported at 
my office exactly on time. He was dressed 
in a suit and tie since he ad just come 
from work. I liked the way he stood at my 
desk, rather than seating himself as the 
average caller would do. In fact, I liked his 
looks. His shoulders wer broad , waist 
narrow, and you might even call him 
handsome. He asked if he could take off 
his jacket and I indicated t hat he should 
lay it on the couch. 

"Take off your shoes and socks too," I 
added, and he hastened to comply, with
out question. I came around the desk and 
went across the hall to the refrigerator for 
a cold can of beer-after all, it was after 
office hours. I came back in, sat down on 
the big leather chair and looked the 
young fellow over. He stood, waiting for 
instructions. 

"Sit down." And I waited to see if he 
would know enough not to sit anywhere 
but the floor. He did just that, squatting 
before me. Good manners, this. 

We exchanged a few more pleasantries. 
He mentioned that he had had one of his 
nipples pierced especially for the Hellfire 
weekend. 

"Let's see it." 
Off came his shirt and he proudly exhi

bited a broad chest with a somewhat lar
gish ring through a very tender-looking 
right nipple. He had just enough hair on 
his chest to accent the def inition. A fine 
line of it went down the middle of his 
abdominals past his navel toward his 
groin. Hell, let's see the rest of him. 

"Strip," I said, sipping on my beer can
and strip he did. He laid his clothing 

by FRANK HATFIELD with an introduction by ROBERT PAYNE 
photos by ZEUS 

neatly in a pile next to his jacket and stood 
awaiting my examination. His dick was 
beginning to grow and certainly showed 
considerable promise. His balls hung 
loose and full. Good legs and small, well
shaped feet which belied the size of his 
expanding whang. 

He looked like very good material to 
spend a weekend with, let alone a five
hour flight. I bound his arms behind him 
with his belt, pushed him down to his 
knees and poured a little Budweiser in 
him. He thanked me, not forgetting to 
add "Sir," and I pushed his head down to 
my left boot with my right one. This kid 
was a great bootlicker! 

He was a good cocksucker too. After I 
got my rocks off, I told him when to 
report to us prior to the flight and gave a 
suggestion of what was expected of him. 
He seemed delighted and a little let down 
when I told him he could put his clothes 
on. He was to report at six the evening of 
the departure, giving us several hours to 
get him ready to fly. Literally and 
figuratively. 

He appeared right on schedule the 
night of departure and had on exactly 
what I had told him to wear: teeshirt, blue 
jeans and tennis shoes. I knew he was 
dying to wear his leathers, but he also 
knew they were forbidden him, at least 
until he got there. He carried his suit
cases, one of which clanked when he set it 
down. I could tell they were heavy. 

"Get your fucking clothes off, we've got 
a lot of work to do." 

"Yes Sir," and he stripped in less than a 
minute. 

He stood like that until Frank arrived , 
which wasn't very long. We strapped the 
kid to the barber chair in my office and 
went to work. Frank shaved his crotch and 
belly and then, while I held his legs up 
around his shoulders, he got his little ass 
shaved as smooth and clean as a baby's. I 
applied the alcohol and , though tears 
came to his eyes, he squirmed very little 
and made no sound. 

We had already discussed our plan, not 
with the slave of course, but between 
each other. I put a nice, wide ball 
stretcher on him, then taped his fat cock 
to his now-hairless belly. When he was 
given permission to go to the can, he 
could only do so by laying on his belly on 

the john. Or else simply pee in his pants. 
We fitted him with a butt plug and 

taped that on too. 
I took some plain cotton clothesline 

rope and wove it in and out between his 
toes. He looked confused but naturally 
said nothing. We then finished up the 
half-roll of tape by wrapping it round and 
round his hairy legs. Taking that off later 
would be fun. 

Frank had some small tit clamps held 
together by an even smaller chain. He 
attached them to the guy's big brown tits. 

"Get dressed, asshole." 
"Yes Sir." And he put his shirt, pants and 

shoes back on. Frank and I sat around for 
a little while, enjoying a cold beer or two, 
offering nothing to the slave who knelt on 
the floor. A couple of cans and I had a 
bladderful, so I ordered him over to take 
it. If he thought he wasn ' t going to have to 
piss on the plane this flight , he was wrong. 

Finally we decided it was tme to go and 
we ordered him to carry our luggage 
down to the van. He soon understood the 
reason for the clothesline between his 
toes. He was limping by the third trip and 
by the time he carried his own bags down 
the stairs, he was hurting. 

We sat up front and let him get in the 
side door. I told him to strip and that is the 
way he rode to the airport. I drove as 
Frank checked out our handiwork, 
adjusting here and there. Then he had a 
thought. He made the guy lie on his belly 
and took off his own belt. 

"Did your dad ever whip you so hard 
you couldn't sit down for a long time?" he 
asked me. 

I nodded and he went to work on the 
kid's ass while I looked for a parking 
space. I couldn ' t see but I could hear the 
blows against the bare flesh and the 
slave's tearful "Thank you Sir," with each 
blow. In a very short time he got quite a 
blistering. 

"Get your clothes on and get this lug
gage over to the door , boy." 

"Yes Sir. Thank you, Sir." 
Frank and I went on to the boarding 

area to leave our slave to struggle with the 
luggage and the check-in. We cleared the 
metal detection area after discarding keys 
and pointing out to the attendants that we 
had on large belt buckles and a chain or 
two on our jackets. After all , this is San 
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Francisco, and airport people understand 
these things. When the kid finally showed 
up I questioned him as to how he made 
out at the checkout with what all he had 
on him. It seems the guard took him aside 
and finally took him into the rest room to 
see why he kept setting off the buzzer. He 
had to show the chain between his tits 
plus his cock ring and the chain we had 
fastened around his right ankle. But again 
they finally understood. 

We boarded the plane and the reserved 
three seats we had selected were waiting 
for us. Frank got in by the window and I 
pushed our slave into the next seat. I sat 
down and hissed his instructions in his 
ear. 

"Put your hands behind you, asshole. 
Right after you take off your shoes." He 
bent over and slipped the tennis shoes off 
his swollen toes. he sat upright, placing 
his arms behind him. After all the 
recorded bullshit about the life rafts and 
oxygen masks, we took off. I asked the 
attendant for a blanket and a couple of 
pillows. I insisted two pillows were 
enough and I handed one to Frank. We 
spread the blanket across our laps after 
raising the armrest seat dividers. They 
dimmed the lights for a movie after we 
had been served drinks. I ordered the 
equivalent of boilermakers for the kid. 
We would take the beer cans and refill 
them in the rest room whenever our 
bladders dictated, so he had plenty to 
drink. 

I reached under the blanket and unbut
toned his jeans. I expected his peeker to 
be shrunk and the tape to be stretching it 
up against his belly. Instead it was hard as 
a rock and the head was covered with 
precome. Our boy seemed to be enjoying 
his flight to fantsyland! 

I rubbed my hand against his hard fat 
cock, pressing up and down. 

"Please, Sir," he whispered. "I don't 
think I can hold it back for very long." 

"You'll hold it back for as long as you 
are told," I said, giving his prick a squeeze. 
I pumped it again. Everyone around us 
appeared to be watching the movie or 
was asleep. Only Frank was aware of what 
I was up to. The boy was fighting a loosing 
battle. 

And he was right. It didn't take long for 
him to shoot in his pants. He was glassy
eyed, then he slumped down into the 
seat. At this point he was undoubtedly 
wishing he could relax and not be under 
the ·dominance of his masters. Tough shit. 

I went to the rest room again and filled 
up his beer can. I handed it to him to 
drink, which he did. 

"Go to sleep, boy." 
"Thank you, Sir." And he put his head 

against my shoulder. 
Some time later I awoke to find him 

fidgeting. I knew what the trouble was, 
but he was not about to ask to go to the 
can to pee. To take his mind off his prob
lem I reached up under his shirt and 
played with the chain connecting the two 







We were awakened 
by the P.A. system tell
ing us that we were 
coming into the Chi
cago area. The stewar
desses were hustling 
coffee up and down 
the aisles and the kid 
was wanting to put his 
pants on. 
tit clamps. It certainly did take his mind 
off his bladder for the mo ment. 

But it wasn't long before I relented and 
got up to let him go to the can. The movie 
was over and the plan e was dark and 
quiet. Only the drone of the engines 
broke the silence. I wai ted a couple of 
minutes and followed his path to the can . 
I knocked on the door quietly and said 
"Boy," just loudly enough for him to rec
ognize my voice. 

"Yes Sir," he whispered, and slipped the 
lock on the door. I stepped into the tiny 
space. He was on his kn ees, having been 
on his belly trying to piss into the bowl. 
Airplane toilets are hard enough to use 
when you aren't taped up. He lay on the 
toilet again and I reached down to yank 
his butt plug. It came out with a "blop" 
sound. I laid it in the sink then told him to 
get up and bend over. He did and my 
cock replaced the plug. It was wild, forty 
thousand feet up at almost the speed of 
sound, to be screwing this hunk. When I 
finished, he cleaned off my dick with his 
mouth, which I slapped and told him to 
get himself together. I left and walked 
back to my seat. He fo l lowed, crawling 
over me to get to his. 

He had the plug in his hand. "Do you 
want to put it back in, Sir?" he asked. 

I took it from him a d put it in the 
pouch of the seat in fron t of me. "No. Pull 
off your pants." 

Without hesitation he reached under 
the blanket, unbuttoned and pulled them 
down, then off. He handed them to me 
and I dropped them to the floor. "Put 
your right hand under you ass." He did. 
"Now stick your middle f inger up it .. . all 
the way!" 

And that is how he spent the rest of the 
night, finger-fucking himself. 
· We were awakened by the P.A. system 
telling us that we were coming into the 
Chicago area. The stewardesses were hus
tling coffee up and dow n the aisles and 
the kid was wanting to put his pants on, 
blanket or no. Finally I picked them up 
from the floor and told him he could. It 
was not an easy thing to do, but he man
aged without calling too much attention 
to what he was doing. He put his shoes on 
and before long we were sleepily disem
barking flight 1129 for a much wilder one. 









l eathermen from all over the United 
States, Canada, the Netherlands, Bel
gium, Switzerland, West Germany and 
South Africa make their trek in early Sep
tember to attend the greatest gathering of 
SM experts and devotees fo r Inferno XII , 
an institution created by the Chicago Hel
lfire Club. This year a total of 209 men 
were enrolled. Satan's Station had to turn 
away the others who were unable to get 
into the run without reservations. Two 
resorts were used, one fo r the partici
pan~s to stay in, the other where tents 
were set up in a grove o f trees for the 
Hellfire activities. No one participating 
was allowed to use any t ransportation 
from Friday evenin.g through Monday 
morning, other than a bus w hich traveled 
the three miles between t he living and 
playing sites on a twenty-four hour basis. 

The various tents were given colorful 
and self-explanatory names: The House 
de Sade, the Tonsorial House, Maison 
Merde, Casa Crisco. Suspension Towers 
was an outdoor pavilion with benches 
and was used for some spectacular dem
onstrations. A suspension tower with a 
huge wheel adjoining it occupied the 
space between the pav ilion and the 
House de Sade. 

The latter had all types of stretch tables, 
stocks, crosses, pillories and other bon
dage frames. This was the largest tent, 
allowing participants full sw ay to do what 
they wanted, and the bus iest tent by far. 
In a pillory a man was bein g whipped with 
a variety of whips; the w hip wielder' s 
technique was a work of art as he played 
the subject's body. On a tab le in an alcove 
of the tent another man i bondage was 
on his back, having a var iety of needles 
run through his chest, stomach, cock and 
ballsack. In this particular instance the 
man was so turned on by what was hap
pening to him that he got off as his cock 
was being manipulated fo r insertion of 
the various needles. 

The Tonsorial House was a small exten
sion of the House de Sade, where a 
number of slaves had all of their body hair 
removed by both safety and straight 
razors, leaving them ent irely slick and 
smooth. 

The Maison Mer de was at the other end 
of the tents. Few participa nts made use of 
it. Scat seemed to have lost a good deal of 
its popularity because o f the growing 
incidence of AIDS. There is some talk that 
Inferno XII marked the last appearance of 
the Maison Merde. 

The Casa Crisco had two rows of slings 
on each side of the tent fo r the old Ameri
can art of fist fucking. This tent was busiest 
during the nights. Enema equipment was 
out, fists and arms were buried in the 
warm, tight holes. 

Demonstrations at the pavilion were 
always well attended because it was here 
that many tops could learn new tech
niques. The tops attendi ng these semin
ars, already very adept in t heir own right, 





recognized the need to continue growing 
in SM. 

Harold of Pennsylvania gave a demon
stration of steel bondage, and also on 
how to deal with particu larly difficult 
people and ass au Its. During t he weekend, 
Harold kept a number of young slaves in 
shackles and chains. Try eat ing with your 
hands locked behind you! 

Sy of New York showed how an antique 
telephone generator can tit illate the cock 
and balls of a slave, and how a hot asshole 
can be made to feel even hotter. 

A highlight of the demonstrations was 
performed by Jim of San Francisco, the 
former Dungeon Master of Hellfire, who 
branded a slave from Provi ncetown. This 
is an especially difficuh feat and has to be 
done with particular care so that there is 
no permanent damage to the slave. 

A variety of other demonstrations were 
put on, such as the techniq ues of using a 
variety of whips, including the difficult
to-manage bullwhip. 

A new addition this year was a huge 
wooden wheel over eight feet high, on 
which slaves could be tied and rolled into 
any position. 

The suspension tower got a lot of use, 
since the warm weather encouraged out
side action. The cage, the suspension 
boots, and pulleys all had slaves occupy
ing them in the afternoons. The big bon
dage contest was held here, where such 
artists as Tony of Chicago displayed their 
talents. The most aesthetically exciting 
piece was the huge spider web which 
held its victim in the center of the rope 
tendrils. Another really stri king bondage 
scene was the mummificat ion with ban
dages of a first-timer to the run . (He won a 
number of prizes, including best slave.) 
His tall, slender, muscular body was dis
played on a pedestal in the tight mummy 
pose with only his humongous cock 
hanging out from the bonds. The girth 
and length of the cock acted as a chal
lenge to many of the men who tried to 
take all of it down their throats. The 
tender mimistrations to the fleshy appen
dage caused it to grow and harden, which 
added to the scene. 

The energy of Inferno XI I was high and 
the playing was intense, but even the 
players had to take occas ional respite 
from it. The pool at the resi dent lodge had 
its share of sun worshippers and 
swimmers, while others strolled the 
grounds where longer lasti ng friendships 
would be formed. 

Cocktail parties and good food did 
much toward relaxing the men between 
play periods. Male Hide Leather of Chi
cago had a tent near Satan 's Station where 
all sorts of leather goods and toys could 
be purchased. 

The slave contest was probably one of 
the most intense and humorous. The 
slaves were put through their paces by 
very demanding domina ts . They were 
judged on submissiveness, proper atti
tude and the ability to please the Masters 
who judged them. 









Clad only in jockstraps, 
the men would rub 
elbow grease over 
each -other and the 
match would begin. 
The slick surface was 
so treacherous that a 
man could easily be 
bowled over. First, an 
opponent's jockstrap 
had to be removed 
before he could be 
pinned down. 

The intensity of any meeting such as the 
Inferno mandates some humor, or the 
affair can become particula rly draining 
form an emotional standpo int. For the 
first time a grease wrestling contest was 
held. There were two partici pants to each 
bout, the winner determined on the best 
of two out of three setdowns. Clad only in 
jockstraps, the men would rub Elbow 
Grease over each other and the match 
would begin. The slick su rface was so 
treacherous that a man cou ld easily be 
bowled over. First, an oppo nent 's jock
strap had to be removed before he could 
be pinned down. Most of t he jockstraps 
ended up coming off over the contest
ants ' heads. There were no holds barred, 
so a sturdy set of balls, able to withstand 
grabbing and squeezing, was an advan
tage. One man was so innovative he tried 
to ram his hand up his oppo nent 's ass to 
get the needed purchase. 

On Saturday morning aft er breakfast, 
the ball weightlifting contest was held . 
This contest has been held every year and 
everyone looks forward to witnessing it. 
This year 's winner failed to break the 1979 
record, but took second p lace among 
winning weightlifters over the years. In a 
semi-squatting position, the man must 
stand erect while he lifts the weights sus
pended to his balls. This year' s winner 
lifted 50 pounds. The 1979 winner lifted 57 
pounds. Understandably, the next morn
ing at the close of the ru n, he walked 
rather tenderly as he went to the podium 
to receive his award . 

Some of the participants, because of 
job and professional com mittments, left 
the run site on Sunday afternoon to make 
plane connections for ho me. Sunday 
night turned cold with inte rmittent rain, 
but inclement weather d id nothing to 
dampen the ardor of the re maining par
ticipants. They played as if there would be 
no tomorrow. 

Monday morning was co ol and crisp, 
with a bit of a somber to ne. An expe
rience unique in SM annal s had occured, 
an exchanging of vital energy and camar
aderie. There was regret that it was over, 



To paraphrase Ger
trude Stein, sex is sex 
is sex. On the other 
hand, any relationship 
between two men 
should be a growing 
experience, and there 
is no si11gle area in 
human sexuality where 
this can be better real 
ized than in sado
masochism. 
but already participants were looking for
ward to Inferno XIII. 

From across the country, leather busi
ness men had donated gifts to be passed 
out during the award ceremonies Mon
day morning. The president of Hellfire 
graciously acknowledged every donor, 
and each donor and his gift received loud 
applause. Mario of Drummer was at the 
run , and gave a year's membership to the 
Leather Fraternity and a subscription to 
Drummer to each winner. 

One oft he great events in the SM world 
was coming to a close once more. 

The Chicago Hellfire Club is one of the 
most unique organizations in the world. 
Each Inferno is the Club's big anniversary 
party. With only about 25 full members, 
they manage to put together one of the 
cardinal events of the SM world. Asso
ciate members literally span the globe, 
another indication of the club's 
uniqueness. 

Attendance at each Inferno is by invita
tion only. Each member and associate 
member is expected to know the man he 
recommends, since his behavior reflects, 
good or bad, on the member who recom
mends him. 

Each Inferno raises and answers its own 
questions. Before Inferno XII, members 
speculated whether the response would 
be good or not, especially in the light of 
the growing incidence of AIDS. Trepida
tions proved groundless, since so many 
showed up. 

These men trekked to Inferno XII at 
great expense. The SM experience is by its 
nature above the sexual experience. The 
energy displayed between the sadist and 
the masochist, the dominant and submis
sive, lends a sense of banality to mere sex 
itself. To paraphrase Gertrude Stein, sex is 
sex is sex is sex. On the other hand, any 
relationship between two men should be 
a growing experience, and there is no 
single area in human sexuality where this 
can be better realized than in 
sadomasochism. 

Next year will soon be upon us, and 
with it the great Inferno XIII. 

See you there! D 
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"I hope you realize that half the men on 
Folsom have been waiting two years for this." 

"Not a bad trade at all, Jill Ireland, my old Toyota and the 
Lone Ranger's .fuckin' mask collection for you, baby." 
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"Oh geez, he just ate all the Crisco!" 

Three Haiku 

I. 
He gave me a warm 
Beer as an invitation . 
His eyes told stories. 

II. 
I licked his leathers, 
Sucked him off. Why now 
Is he fast asleep? 

Ill. 
The gentlest kiss, 
Touching me everywhere, No, 
It was my own hand. 

"Corporal, you realize that this is one hell of a time to 
want to be circumcised." 



CROWN of THORNS 
by Aaron Travis 

Eric lies on his back, wrists and ankles bound to the bedposts, 
blindfolded, hovering somewhere above the pain that wracks his body. 
He is naked except for the dog collar around his neck, and the leather 

thong tied cutting-tight around the base of his genitals. His cock is hard, 
so hard it hovers above his belly, rigid and throbbing. 

His penis projects into the air, untouched but not unfelt. Eric senses the 
sweet aching from within, the pulsing current of constricted blood that 
fills his shaft, heavy and dense as mercury. He senses the surface of his 

cock like a grid of nettles, a tender, bloated envelope of flesh thatched 
with thin welts along the shaft and especially about the head, where the 

stiff, slender whip has stung him. 
Eric gave the whip to the man earlier, explained what it was good for, 

asked the man to use it on him. The man wielded it more thoroughly and 
harshly than Eric could have hoped, but only after satisfying his own ideas 

of what kind of pain should be put into Eric's body. 
He fixed clamps upon Eric's nipples, fitted a gag into his mouth, 

weighted his balls, whipped him with a belt as he made Eric crawl across 
the floor. He bound his wrists with handcuffs and made him stand upright 

to be slapped, punched and belted. He pushed hirri onto the bed and 
lucked him, impaling Eric on his cock while he speared a dildo down 

Eric's throat, then impaling him on the dildo while he fucked his face. 
Finally, when Eric was weakest, the man uncuffed him, spread his body 

into an X and tied his limbs to the bedposts. Then he reached for the 
illustrations by Chuck Arnett whip. 
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Now, much later, Eric writhes upon the bed, his body suffused 
with pain. It is wrapped about him like a mist of acid. His face is 
hot, his lips swollen from the slapping. His ass is burning and 
numb from the belt, his nipples tender from the clamps and the 
whip. His throat and ass are sore and bruised within. The bed
sheets are soaked with his sweat. 

Eric has not touched his cock, and the man has touched it only 
with the whip. Eric cannot see it, cannot touch it, can only sense 
it; but he knows it is stiff as wood. As he writhes upon the bed his 
hips define a lurid circle, his bound and bloated cock fucks the 
air. 

The man has left for a time. In the darkness behind the blind
fold Eric tries to remember what the man looks like. Lean and 
muscular, though less muscular than Eric; a cock bigger than 
Eric~s, much bigger. Eric remembers black leather, a vest and 
crotchless chaps that match 1he man's darkness and make ob
scene display of his naked flesh. His face . .. his voice .. . Eric 
cannot reassemble them out of the silent darkness. 

It does not matter. Eric has had many men like this one since 
his return to the States. Some are more satisfying, more cruel 
and relentless than others; some know better than others how 
to spit him upon their cocks, how to bring him to the grey nadir. 
This one he has seen several times, will probably see again. 

But it will not stop the craving. With all these men, as the first 
surge of submission and abandon begins, he imagines he is with 
Rezi again-reeling from the sting of Rezi's hand across his 
face-forcing his throat onto the dense thickness of Rezi's 
cock-opening his legs and straining to hold them open as Rezi 
splits him with the shaft-

He had thought, when he was returned to Washington from 
Istanbul-or rather, when he was sent home in disgrace-that 
he would learn to forget his craving for Rezi, if not for the things 
Rezi did to him. But Rezi was/ike the blood-red Turkish poppy. 
Rezi's sweat was morphia, Rezi's semen was opium. Eric was the 
addict, and Rezi the drug. Only pale substitutes, weak echoes of 
euphoria, are available to him now. The real thing has been 

. sealed away from him fore ver. 
He lives in San Francisco now, in another city built on a hilly 

tongue of land surrounded by sea. But often at night, hearing 
the foghorns, sensing the shroud of fog and the surrounding 
waters, he imagines himsel f returned to another life in another 
world. They thought they had punished him when they exposed 
his weakness and expelled him from Istanbul, naked in his 
humiliation; but the true punishment is that he can never 
return: 

1 
They met when Eric was with the Agency, stationed in Istan

bul. It was in the spring of 1980, in the last months before the 
coup. Eric lived in a hotel in the city, in a small room on the fifth 
floor that faced the Bospho rus. The view from his terrace was 
spectacular and dismal. Seen through the haze belched from the 
inland factories, the ornate minarets and the vast dome of Hagia 
Sophia were like calcified e ruptions of stone rising above the 
squalor. Beyond was the Bosphorus, a dark channel of water 
scalloped with tiny waves, glistening bleakly under the sun and 
crawling with life-small craft and oil-streaked tugboats busy as 
maggots on the water, tiny i the distance and dimly seen across 
the gulf of filthy air. Beyond the Bosphorous, the far shore of 
Turkey-in-Asia could only be guessed at. 

Eric posed as an interpret rat the American consulate. He was 
fresh in the field, little known on the circuit; officially he was 
simply a civil servant, with o ties to the Agency. 

His real work took him across the Bosphorus each morning, by 
ferry to Scutari. His contact there was a British agent named 
Maple who had been serving Her Majesty since the days of 
Kennedy and Khrushchev. ecause he was new and untested, 
Eric's work was unexciting, largely confined to unclassified 
paperwork; but because he could travel unremarked between 
the city and the suburbs, he sometimes acted as a runner, carry
ing packets of information from contact to consulate. 
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On ' these excursions · he dressed informally, wearing sun
glasses and white summer suits without a tie. Because of his 
dress, the locals sometimes assumed he was Italian. More often, 
because of his blond hair, they took him for a German or Swede. 

One morning, on the deck of the ancient steam-powered 
ferry, he noticed a man dressed in dirty khakis and a workshirt 
dusted with soot. The man was a Turk. He stood alone at the 
stern, smoking a cigarette. His hair was dark and wiry, cut very 
short. The ragged ends of his mustache curled around the 
corners of his mouth. His thick upper lip was drawn back 
slightly, revealing a row of large white teeth with a gap in the 
middle. His jaw was cleanshaven and dark with the shadow of his 
beard. 

The Turk's chest and shoulders were massive. At first, Eric 
thought he was short and stocky. Then a passenger in a business 
suit joined the Turk at the stern, and Eric saw the man's stature in 
perspective. He was talll, well over six feet. He was not stocky. 
He was broad with muscle. 

Eric strolled toward the stern. He stopped a few yards away 
from the Turk and the businessman and lit a cigarette. He pre
tended to watch the traffic on the water. When his eyes passed 
the Turk, they lingered. 

The big man leaned on one elbow against the railing. He 
looked to Eric like some sort of magnificent animal, relaxing in 
the sunlight. When he raised the cigarette to his lips, his bicep 
contracted and filled the loose sleeve of his shirt. 

The shirt was soaked with sweat. In the brisk breeze, it 
snapped about the Turk' s waist and molded itself to his torso. His 
chest rose hard and high below his collarbone; there was a deep 
cleft between the muscles. Below his pectorals, his belly was like 
a curved shield ribbed with muscle. Through the thin wet cloth , 
Eric could see the man's nipples, the identation of his navel, the 
mat of wiry hair that covered his chest. 

The smaller man was talking to the Turk and fidgeting, shifting 
nervously from foot to foot. The Turk looked bored, and faintly 
amused. The small man finished whatever he was saying and 
looked up at the Turk expectantly. The Turk did not answer. He 
did not look at the man. He smiled thinly, curling his upper lip to 
show the gap between his front teeth. Then he casually raised his 
arms above his head and stretched. His chest expanded and his 
waist contracted to an oval so compact Eric imagined he could fit 
his hands around it. 

The man in the business suit stared openly and moistened his 
lips. Eric realized that the man was propositioning the Turk, and 
the Turk was teasing him, displaying his magnificent body while 
ignoring the man's presence. 

The Turk tensed his shoulders. The muscles rose in knots 
around his neck. Then he relaxed and dropped his arms to his 
sides. He was still smiling. There was something obscenely pre
sumptuous about his smile, cloyingly sweet with disgust and 
pity. If a man ever looked at me that way, Eric thought, I' d kill 
him. 

The man in the suit reacted differently. Need erupted like a 
tattoo across his face. He dropped his eyes to the Turk's crotch 
and reached to touch him there. The Turk allowed the man to 
grope him for a moment, then picked the man 's hands away. He 
cupped his own hand over the mound that projected from his 
pants like a pair of clenched fists. He ran his other hand luxur
iously over his chest and belly, as if it were the most natural thing 
in the world to touch and admire himself in front of another 
man. 

The smaller man grew more agitated . Eric watched his hands 
open and clench. He spoke again . Eric could not make out the 
words, blown away by the wind, but he could hear the tone of 
the man's voice-barely controlled, servile, pathetic. Eric shared 
the man's embarrassment. His face turned hot and the back of 
his hands prickled. 

The man in the suit fell silent. The Turk still had not looked at 
him. The man bit his lip and turned away, then turned back. He 
opened his mouth to speak, but there was no sound. The Turk 
ignored him. He ran his hands slowly over his chest and 
stretched again. Then he brushed the man aside and left him 



alone at the stern. 
Eric watched as the Turk approached. The sight of the man's 

body, drawing nearer, seemed to paralyze him. For a moment, 
as the Turk passed beside him, their eyes met and Eric felt 
completely exposed, like a naked boy caught masturbating. The 
Turk smiled at him. Eric had an impulse to speak, but his throat 
was frozen. 

The Turk walked on. Eric turned his head, unable to take his 
eyes from the man's body. The damp shirt was stretched taut 
across his back, molded to the dimpled muscles in his shoulders. 
His narrow hips swayed gently as he walked. The khaki pants, 
loose everywhere else, w re pulled flat across his ass. The 
cheeks were like a single ledge of hard rolling muscle. 

The Turk reached an opening in the deck and descended out 
of sight. 

Eric passed the day in a state of continual excitement. His mind 
was on the Turk all through his meeting with Maple. He hoped 
that he would see him again on the return ferry, but the Turk did 
not appear on deck. From the soot on his clothes and the 
breadth on his shoulders, Eric guessed that he worked in the 
boiler room. He imagined the Turk stripped to the waist, loading 
coal into the furnace with his strong arms, his flesh hot from the 
flames and pouring sweat. He imagined his own mouth pressed 
deep into the hard muscled cleft of the Turk's chest, his tongue 
lost in the mat of wiry hair, drinking up the man's musky sweat. 

Back in the city, he went to the consulate to drop off a packet 
that Maple had given him. The fantasies were like a fog around 
his head. There was a briefing on new Russian naval maneuvers 
in the Black Sea; Eric could not concentrate on the graphs and 
maps. During the slide presentation that followed, he took 
advantage of the darkness to place his hand on his lap and press 
discreetly against the erection that had been there since the 
morning ferry ride. 

After the consulate, he was free for the day. He considered 
going back to the ferry. He did not go; a part of him would not 
admit the reality of the obsess ion that had overtaken him. On his 
way to the hotel he chose a meandering route that took him 
through the Gardens around the Sultan Ahmel Mosque. He had 
heard, somewhere, that late at night the Gardens became a 
crusing ground for sailors, hustlers, drug dealers ... and the 
underground police. 

In late afternoon there were few men in the park. Most of 
them gave him no more than a glance. But there was one, a 
heavy Turk with enormous shoulders, who leaned provocatively 
against a tree and smiled at him lewdly. Eric drew closer to the 
man, then turned back, shocked at himself. His heart beat wildly 
as he reached the outskirts of the Gardens. He had to rest for a 
moment on a bench to catch his breath. 

He ate alone at the cafe across the street from his hotel. The 
waiter, who knew him, asked what was wrong with the food; Eric 
explained that he had no appetite that evening. 

Later, alone in his room, he thought about returning to the 
Gardens. Instead he took off his clothes and masturbated, think
ing about the Turk. 

Other men, in Eric's experience, had radiated the same attrac
tion, but never so strongly. The Turk was irresistable. It was not 
just his body, the rough beauty and power scarcely concealed by 
the thin, damp clothing he wore. It was the manner in which he 
carried himself, the image of total self-possession he 
projected-and the cruel way he had teased the man on the 
ferry, allowing him to touch the thing he wanted before reject
ing him. So aloof, smug, disdainful. 

Eric imagined that such a man would be very rough with the 
few lucky ones whose advances he chose to accept. He would 
know how desparately they wanted him. He would be callous, 
selfish with his pleasure, malicious. Even if he were cautious and 
gentle, there would be pain. Eric had been fucked only a hand
ful of times, in odd places on odd occasions. He thought of the 
thing that bulged, obvious and huge, from the front of the Turk's 
trousers. The Turk was strong enough to force it inside another 
man, willing or not. The image frightened Eric. It made his cock 
grow hard. 

Eric imagined it in his mouth. Years ago, on the Stanford 
campus-where Eric was engaged in the studies that would later 
make him such a perfect candidate for the Agency's Turkish 
operations-a stranger in a men's room had taken Eric's head in 
his hands and driven his cock all the way down Eric's throat. The 
cock, no bigger than Eric's own, had made him spulter and gag. 
The sudden violence had angered him, he had left without 
satisfying the man; but for years afterward , whenever he 
thought of the incident, it excited him, and he wished he had 
stayed. If the stranger had been as magnetic as the Turk, would 
he have objected? 

Eric ran his hands over his body, appreciating it, touching it, as 
the Turk had touched himself. He was certainly more attractive 
than the rejected man on the ferry. At twenty-seven, his face 
was still boyish, cleanshaven with high cheekbones and a firm 
jaw. His body was lean and smoothly muscled, shaped by the 
athletics of a privileged class, tennis, racquetball, rowing. Each 
summer for the past eight years he had cycled from Stanford to 
Monterey to visit his family, then down the coastal highway to 
San Diego and back; his thighs were broad with muscle, his 
buttocks round and compact. Was he what the Turk wanted? 

He touched his nippies, slid his fingers down the contoured 
flatness of his belly, over his hips and around to converge at the 
cleavage between his cheeks. He slipped two fingers deeper 
into the cleft of the opening there. His fantasies ran wild and 
broke into fragments. A stranger in a toilet stall-The Turk, 
glistening like molten copper in the red light of the furnace-a 
heavy mass of flesh atop him, holding him down, arms and legs 
outstretched-crackling of flames-pistons firing-

Eric came, sooner than he intended. 

The next morning Eric arrived at the ferry tense and short of 
breath. He watched for the Turk as he boarded. He circled the 
deck, searching for him. Eric was not sure what he would do 
when he found him; he only knew that he wanted to see the 
man, badly. But the Turk did not appear. 

He did not see the Turk all week. 
The obsession, deprived of its center, began to break, or at 

least to lose focus. Eric gradually resigned himself to the likeli
hood that he would never see the Turk again-or that if he did, 
nothing would come of it. 

But the fever continued. He locked himself in his room every 
evening and masturbated all night, drawing out the pleasure for 
hours, pinching and slapping his own flesh, searching for more 
violent fantasies. 

He wanted to feel a cock in his mouth again. The last time had 
been months ago, just before he was approved for entrance into 
the Agency. It happened in a hotel in Washington. The young 
porter caught his eye in the elevator. In his room, without a 
word, the dark-haired young man opened his tight uniform 
trousers and showed Eric his erection, short, blunt and very 
thick. Eric knelt and sucked the porter's cock. The young man 
did not move or make a sound, even when he shot. One 
moment, unexpectedly, the cock in Eric's mouth began to jerk; 
the next moment the porter was filling his mouth with semen. 

Afterwards, zipping his pants, the porter told him: "You suck 
pretty good. "The words were flat, like a compliment that had to 
be given. Eric simply nodded. He knew he had done a poor job. 
The young man's cock deserved much better. Eric had been 
distracted, paranoid. The Agency was in the process of assigning 
his security status. He was not worried; he had always been very 
discreet. But it was reckless to suck a stranger's cock in a room 
that, for all he knew, might be filled with bugs. That was the first 
time Eric realized the degree of self-control-and self-denial
he would have to practice once he was in the field and fre
quently under surveillance. 

He gave the porter a fifty. The young man smiled at the size of 
the tip and lewdly hinted that he would be available for 
more:"You know, if you get hungry ... and you can't find what 
you want in the room service menu . .. "Against his will, Eric told 
the porter that he wouldn't be needing his services again. 

The hotel porter in Washington had given him a mouthful of 
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come to swallow. The come ad been warm and thick. The taste 
had been musky and slightly bitter. Eric wanted a man to come in 
his mouth again. He wanted the Turk on the ferry to put his cock 
in his mouth and fill it with come. 

Eric thought of the Garde s again. Too dangerous. He would 
as likely receive a knife in his back as cock down his throat. There 
was also the chance of arrest by the lstanbuf police. Eric would 
be immune from prosecution, but the Agency would be scan
dalized. Expulsion would be certain. 

Over the weekend, the fi re the Turk had sparked in him died 
to a smoulder, more smoke t han flame; exhaustion and frustra
tion left little room for desi re. By the following Wednesday he 
was almost back to normal, breathing easily, managing to keep 
his mind on his work. Less and less frequently the brushfire 
swept through him, demanding that he surrender to the fanta
sies and touch himself. 

He ate breakfast in his room. He dressed in white pants and a 
white jacket; the sun prom ised to be fierce. He walked to the 
Scutari ferry. 

That was the day he saw the Turk again. 
As before, the man stood alone at the stern, smoking a 

cigarette. Eric's pulse began to race. His breathing grew quick 
and shallow. The longing returned in full force, catching him 
unprepared and defenseless. His body, confused, revolted. His 
knees went soft and his mouth turned dry. 

He drew as close to the man as possible without being 
obvious. He watched from behind the inadequate concealment 
of a narrow wooden post. 

The day was already hot. The breeze had died. The Turk tossed 
his cigarette into the water and unbuttoned his shirt. 

Eric clutched the post and watched as the Turk pulled the 
sweat-soaked shirt from his shoulders and crumpled it into a 
ball. The Turk leaned agahst the railing, closed his eyes and 
breathed deeply, letting the sun warm his gleaming arms and 
chest. He stood facing Eric with his knees apart and his hips 
pushed forward as if, Eric imagined, he were waiting for Eric to 
come to him and kneel. 

The sunlight on the man 's trousers was dazzling. Eric stared at 
his crotch and saw that t he thing within was stirring, like a 
sun-baked serpent strainin g to lift its head against the confining 
cloth. Eric moved to approach him, as the other man had done 
before. But he could not bear it if the Turk snubbed him. And he 
knew, in that instant, that he was capable of doing what the 
other had done, of degrading himself before the Turk. Eric 
shrank from the possibility. And yet, the Turk had at least 
allowed the man to touch him. Eric wanted to touch ... 

At that moment, as Eric lost all consciousness of his own 
appearance and allowed the lust to spread over his face like a 
damning stain, the Turk opened his eyes and saw him. 

Eric froze as he was, lips parted, eyes fixed on the Turk's, 
tongue loose and wet in his mouth. The Turk tilted his head 
quizzically. He smiled fain t ly, revealing the space between his 
teeth. He moved his hands to the front of his hips and framed his 
crotch, drawing the loose material tight across his cock. Not 
touching, but displaying. 

After a moment, he p shed himself from the railing and 
walked toward Eric. 

Eric saw spots before his eyes and turned away, suddenly 
unable to face the man. H is shoulders turned to gooseflesh, 
anticipating the man 's tou ch. But the Turk did not touch him. 
Eric felt, rather than saw, the mass of the Turk's body pass beside 
him. 

Eric turned and lifted his face. The Turk was descending into 
the hold, looking back at h im. His eyes moved up and down over 
Eric's body as he took th steps. His legs and waist, then his 
massive chest and shoulders, then his face, still watching Eric, 
disappeared below the deck. 

Er ic hesitated, knowing what he had to do but needing time to 
gath er the courage. At last he followed. 

Into the hold. Into a narrow, winding passageway of booming 
metal and dim light. Banging of steel on steel and the smells of 
oil and friction . The corri dor straightened. Ahead he saw a red 
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glow. The heat from the chamber seemed to suck him iriside. 
Black metal framing sheets of flame. He did not see the Turk. 

He heard a sound like trickling water. He followed the sound. 
Around the corner was a narrow alcove lit by a naked light bulb 
hung from the ceiling. The walls were covered with crackling 
pale green paint. Before a rust-stained porcelain trough littered 
with cigarette butts, the Turk was standing with his pants open. 

For a confused instant, Eric thought that the Turk was holding 
his right forearm in his left hand. Then he realized that the thing 
in the Turk's hand was his cock. He was pissing. 

The Turk smiled at the shock on Eric's face. He took the 
cigarette from his mouth and dropped it into the trough. He 
glanced down and aimed his piss at the glowing tip, making it 
hiss and expire. 

He stopped pissing then and shook his cock, spattering the 
porcelain with yellow drops. He reached into his pants and 
pulled out his balls, and turned toward Eric. 

Eric stared, open-mouthed. The unnatural size of the Turk's 
organs was shocking. More shocking was the way he displayed 
them so casually, like an open threat. Eric could not bearto look 
at them. He could not bear to look at the Turk' s face, smiling and 
blank, promising nothing. He fixed his eyes on the man's broad 
chest, where the crisp short hair lay flat against the swelling 
muscles. The chest loomed larger and filled his vision as the Turk 
drew closer. 

Then the Turk was before him. His breath, stale with tobacco, 
was moist and warm on Eric's forehead. Eric looked up. The 
Turk's eyes caught his and held them; he took a step closer. Eric 
felt the blunt tip of the Turk's cock press against his crotch. 

"Deutsch?" 
Eric answered in Turkish. "No. American." 
The Turk nodded slowly. "An American," he said. Perhaps he 

pushed with his hips, or perhaps his shaft grew longer, fuller; the 
blunt flesh pressed harder against Eric's crotch. The Turk tilted 
his head and stared down at Eric obliquely. "Do you know what I 
thin"k of Americans? I piss on Americans." He paused, giving Eric 
time to respond. Then he went on. "I piss on them, then I fuck 
them." His nostrils flared. "Do you like to get fucked by Turkish 
cock?" 

It was what he had wanted, exactly. The moment had arrived, 
unhoped for. Eric was frozen again. Afraid of letting it happen, 
afraid of letting the moment pass. Then the new sensation obli
terated all his thoughts. 

A flowing sheet of warmth covered his groin and seeped 
down his legs. It was sou nexpected and pleasurable, Eric did not 
question it. The Turk's cock, touching him there, seemed to be 
pouring warmth into his crotch. 

Eric could hardly believe it. His wildest fantasies were out
stripped in an instant. His only response, as the Turk continued 
to piss against his crotch, was to moan and dig his fingernails into 
the palms of his hands. 

The warm flow ceased and the Turk stepped back. Eric looked 
down at the circle of wetness that covered the front of his 
trousers. The stain ran down the inside of each leg to the knee. 

"You 've wet your pants, American." 
The Turk's hands moved to undo the clasp of Eric's pants. He 

unzipped them and peeled the wet corners of cloth away from 
the clammy flesh. He pushed them down over Eric's hips. Eric's 
cock sprang free. The pants dropped and pooled around his 
feet. 

The Turk stepped forword again. His cock had grown thicker, 
longer. Still it drooped. The head pressed huge and round into 
Eric's testicles. The Turk began to piss again. 

Eric's face twitched and went slack, unable to hold any expres
sion for more than an instant. There was incredible pleasure 
between his thighs, a swirling, pressing, trickling warmth around 
his balls like a nibbling mouth. He listened to the frothing liquid 
sound and the splash of piss on the floor below. 

The flood ended. The Turk curled his upper lip. 
"That's what I think of all those wriggling American babies in 

your sack. Now I'll show you what I think of you." 
He clamped his fingers onto Eric's hip and forced him to turn. 



r il ' 

Eric's feet were tangled in the wet cloth around -his ankles. He 
fell spinning and caught himself on the edge of the porcelain 
trough. The Turk grabbed his balls from behind and forced him 
to raise his ass and open his thighs. His head whirled from the 
smell of strong urine and moldering cigarette butts. 

There was only a moment for fear. Then the Turk was in him, 
all the way. Eric opened his mouth to scream. Nausea clotted his 
throat. He made a stifled, rattling sound. 

The Turk pulled out. The pain flowed out to the lips of Eric's 
ass. There was a vacuum inside him, surrounded by stinging 
thorns, and a strange, sweet ache. Eric shuddered and stared 
into the trough. He watched a long string of saliva drip from his 
mouth and slap the porcelain. Then the Turk was in him again, 
all the way. 

Eric clutched the rim of the trough. His knuckles turned white 
as the porcelain. For a moment he wondered if it was the Turk's 
cock inside him. He had been fucked before. This is not what he 
had felt. It had to be something else-a bottle, a brand, a 
torch ... 

Then the Turk began to fuck him, and Eric knew the thing in 
his ass was alive. 

The sensation in his bowels had no beginning or end. It was 
everywhere. He was a tree of nerves inside and every spindle fed 
directly to his ass and the thing that moved inside it. 

It was forever. The Turk's cock was part of him now and it 
would never leave, it would be there forever, like a new organ 
lodged inside him. His body fought to eject it. The cock fought 
back and won. 

The Turk did not touch him. He fucked from the hips. His 
pounding · was relentless. There was no respite. The cock 
demanded to be inside him. 

The pain was indescribable, irresistable. Eric could not bear it. 
He could not fight it. The pain itself rendered him helpless. The 
cock sapped all his strength, drawing it out of him with each 
outward stroke, then pumping fresh pain into him with each 
inward rush. 

Eric's eyes wandered drunkenly over the trough, confused by 
the merging whiteness of his bloodless hands, the porcelain, the 
cuffs of his jacket, down to his own cock. There was no sensation 
there except the feeling that was everywhere in his body, the 
fullness radiating from his ass-yet his cock was hard. He had no 
time to wonder. Nothing was real but the thing that moved in his 
ass. 

At last he managed to speak. "Please," he whispered, 
"please- please-" until the word became a chant in time with 
the rhythm of the Turk's pummeling hips. He was not begging 
the Turk to stop. He was begging for him to go on forever. 

This was what he had wanted. It was the Turk inside him. It was 
the Turk's huge cock pumping him full of sensation. 

At some uncertain point, pleasure joined the pain and then 
replaced it. Eric's cock, untouched, began to throb with feeling 
as if the Turk were stroking it from within, filling it to bursting, 
the Turk's cock inside his own. Eric looked down, shaken and 
dizzy from the constant pounding against his ass. He was com
ing. Not in spurts-the white cream poured in a steady flow from 
the tip of his cock into the trough below. 

Still the Turk fucked him. Suddenly he grabbed Eric's cheeks, 
one in each hand, and stopped. The cock was buried inside, 
motionless. Then it throbbed and jerked. The Turk released a 
low, growling moan. Eric felt the cock shudder and empty itself 
inside him. 

Time stopped, and did not start again until the Turk began the 
long, slow withdrawal. Inch after inch pulled free. An endless 
glistening club removed from his bowels. Then, with a belching 
sound, it was gone. Eric was empty again. 

He tried to catch his breath. He tried to stand, but when he 
stepped away from the trough his back was too stiff to unbend. 
The bones in his legs had disappeared. His legs could not sup
port him. Eric sank trembling to his hands and knees. He stared 
at the floor, orange-gray in the light from the furnace. 

He looked over his shoulder. The Turk was above him, hands 
on his hips, breathing hard. His cock was still full and stiff. It 
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stood straight out from his groin, smooth and dark and impossi 
bly huge. The Turk gave him a smile without warmth. 

"You liked that, did ' t you?" 
Eric looked at the fl or. "No." 
"liar. Stand up." 
Eric rose to his feet, pu lling his pants up to his waist, wanting to 

cover himself. The pants were wet with piss. 
The Turk stepped forward and wiped his cock on the bottom 

flap of Eric's white jacket, smearing it with brown mucus. 
"Which id you like best," he said, "when I pissed on you, or when 
I fucked you?" 

Eric flushed and looked away. The Turk nodded. " It doesn' t 
matter." He pushed his cock inside his trousers and closed them. 
Eric moaned involuntar i ly as the shaft withdrew from sight. The 
Turk smiled. "Follow me." 

They went to a dim, small office. The Turk placed a smudged 
square of yellow paper and a pencil before him on the desk. 

"What's your name?" 
"Eric." 
"just Eric?" 
"Eric Christie." 
"My name is Rezi . You are living in Istanbul?" 
"Yes, at a hotel . .. " 
"They have a telepho ne?" 
"Yes." 
"Write it down." 
Eric shook his head. " I can't. I can't see you again like this." 
Rezi grabbed the back of Eric' s neck and pulled him to his 

toes. "I may want to see you again." He pressed Eric' s hand to his 
crotch. He was still har . Eric felt the stiffness through the cloth 
and the memory of it f illed his ass. "I may want to fuck you 
again." 

The Turk raised his hand to Eric's face. He ran a finger, gray 
with soot, over Eric's lips. "Maybe I'll use your mouth next time. 
You'd like that, wouldn ' t you?" 

Eric closed his eyes and nodded. 
"Alright then." Rezi pushed him back to the desk. Eric wrote 

his name and address. His hand shook so badly the script was 
barely legible. While he wrote, the Turk stood behind him, 
pressing his fingers into the crack of Eric's ass. 

Then the Turk sent him away. 
On the deck of the ferry, Eric felt like a leper. His clothes were 

rumpled and filthy, His face was smudged with dirt. His body was 
soaked with sweat. There was a clamminess between his legs as if 
his thighs and ass had been smeared with jelly. The stain of Rezi's 
piss was dark down the front of his pants. 

He could not see Maple in this condition . He took the return 
ferry to Istanbul. He kept his eyes on the water, knowing that 
others were staring at him. 

He wandered back to his hotel room. Hundreds of eyes fol
lowed him on the street. He could not even walk normally. lt felt 
as if there were still something lodged inside his ass, huge and 
throbbing. 

He called Maple and gave an excuse for being late. Something 
about an accident on the way to the ferry . His own words 
sounded faltering and false in his ears. 

He showered, changed, took a later ferry to Scutari. Maple 
seemed suspicious. Perhaps he was only concerned. 

Back in the city, at the consulate, his superiors noticed his 
condition and asked if he were sick. He told them he was not. 
There was a large stack of paperwork on his desk. He shut 
himself in his office an lost himself in the work. He did not 
leave until very late. 

He returned to the hotel. There was a message for him at the 
front desk. Call me tonight. Rezi. 

2 
Rezi Bakal lived in a ramshackle tenement building on a 

narrow cobblestone street in the Stamboul district. It was there 
that Eric went each night to be used and humiliated. 

Knowing what Rezi did for a living, Eric was surprised by the 
size of the apartment. There were two rooms and a private bath. 
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The plaster walls were unpainted, and most of the furnishings 
were crude, but scattered about the rooms were several expen
sive objects-a silver cigarette lighter with obsidian inlays, an 
enormous bronze ashtray, a chrome box with a few pieces of 
jewelry. There was also a telephone. 

It was clear that Rezi accepted gifts for his favors. Eric never 
offered them. Rezi never asked him for anything. Eric consi
dered this a small triumph in the midst of a great defeat. 

Rezi was an engine, inexhaustible. Eric was the fuel. The sex 
would go on for hours. Eric gave all he had. It was never enough. 
Rezi would use him up. Drained completely, Eric would tear 
himself away, his jaw and his ass unable to take more of Rezi's 
cock. He would barely have enough strength to return to the 
hotel. There he would fall into bed and sleep until morning. 

Sometimes he saw Rezi on the ferry. Rezi never took him 
down to the boiler room again. On the ferry they were strangers. 
But after work, Eric walked faithfully through the winding streets 
to the shabby apartment and delivered his body for Rezi 's use. 

Eric had always been aware of the beauty of his own body. 



Locked into a life of abstinence, he had learned to find excite
ment in his own flesh. There was something thrilling about the 
way Rezi treated his body, as if -it were a thing of ugliness, hairless 
and angular and white. Er ic's cock was beneath his contempt. 
Rezi never touched it, except to slap it after he had tied it 
painfully tight in loops of oxhide that made the pinched flesh 
ache with bloated sensatio . Nor would he allow Eric to touch it. 
Even the act of rubbing it against the bedsheets or the floor 
while Rezi tucked him was forbidden. When Eric forgot, and his 
hips fell into a natural rhythm, Rezi stopped him with a blow to 
the side of his head. Any reminder of its existence offended him. 
It was pale, small, an insult to Rezi's own perfect beam of dark 
muscle. 

When he was with Rezi, II Eric's sensations were diverted-to 
his ass and mouth, vessels for Rezi's cock, to his nipples, which 
Rezi used to teach him how simply pain could be inflicted, to his 
balls, on which Rezi vented his special hatred. It was unlikely 
that their seepings would ever create a child, but Rezi hated 
them as if they carried the seed of the West, the fountianhead of 
all the scum of European blood that would poison the earth for 
centuries to come. Tied w ith1 ox hide, the sack was reduced to a 
hard red knob, small enough to fit in the palm of Rezi's huge 
hand. His calloused fingers closed like a five-pronged vise; five 
other fingers in Eric's mouth to gag his screams. More than once 
he thought that Rezi had ruptured him at last. 

Then the orgies began. 
They were conceived on the night of the phone call to 

Ahmed, a friend of Rezi's ho worked as a security guarct at an 
American hotel 

Eric ·had just finished a long, painful evacuation in the toilet. 
He had not been clean for Rezi's cock. The relentless pounding 
had compacted the waste mside him into a hard, burning mass. 
It came out like lumps of caustic clay. The semen Rezi had 
pumped inside him came ut as well. It floated in long opales
cent ribbons, dispersed, a d clouded the dark water. 

Eric emerged from the t ilet with trembling legs. There was a 
dull fire like a rope burn in his bowels. Rezi sat in his chair. His 
red robe was thrown open to show his chest, so massively 
muscled that the definition showed clearly through the wiry 
black hair. His cock was heavy and bloated after the long fuck. 
The sleek brown flesh was mottled with mucus and oil. 

The telephone was in Rezi's hand. He looked up at Eric and 
continued to speak into the phone. "Yes," he was saying, "an 
American pig, with blond hair and blue eyes . . . no cock to speak 
of, but his legs are always open." 

Eric's face grew hot. He lowered his eyes and stared at Rezi's 
cock. The drooping beam of muscle grew thicker before his 
eyes. Rezi's virility astounded him. Very soon the cock would be 
full, and Rezi would put it inside him again. 

"He's in the room with me now," Rezi said. He paused, listen
ing. "Naked," he answered. "Sometimes I let him wear a strap of 
leather around his little boy's cock when he's in my house. 
Otherwise I keep him naked." 

He held the receiver away from his mouth and spoke to Eric, 
loudly enough to be heard over the wire. "Come here, pig." 

Eric crossed the small room and knelt between Rezi's legs. His 
eyes stayed on the cock. T e shaft, still pliant, bowed to gravity. 
It arched downward and rested on the chair like a sunning 
serpent. Three veins ran down the length. The cock jerked and 
hardened a bit; the veins meandered beneath the flesh like 
rivers changing course. 

Rezi laughed. "Go ahead, pig." His voice was cloying and 
sweet. "Lick it." 

Eric opened his mouth nd bowed his head. He pressed his 
tongue against the slick mass of flesh. 

Rezi purred with plea ure. "Yes, he does whatever I tell 
him ... of course ... both-his mouth, his ass ... " Rezi laughed. 
"When did you ever see it ? Ah, that time we went naked on the 
tourist beach. Those German bitches were scared out of their 
wits when they saw it. I thought they would turn and run. But my 
little pig isn't afraid of it. He loves it. .. Of course it hurts him. 
You should hear him squ al. But pigs like to be hurt." 

Eric tried not to hear. He stared at the base of Rezi's shaft and 
licked in broad strokes. He ached to touch himself. His cock had 
shriveled from the pain of the evacuation; now it was hard again. 
He felt it as a presence projected into the air, throbbing with 
fresh blood. He did not dare touch it. 

"What do you mean you don't believe me? You want the pig 
to tell you himself?" Rezi pushed the receiver into Eric's face. 
"Speak, pig." 

Eric stared up at him dumbly. 
"Go ahead." Rezi shook the phone. 
Eric stared at the telephone, pretending not to understand 

· what Rezi wanted. He began to lick again. 
Rezi slapped him, the hard calloused hand struck him across 

his ear and the side of his face. 
"Tell Ahmed what you're doing," he whispered gruffly. He 

pressed the receiver against Eric's mouth and ear, numb where 
the hand had stung him. Eric looked up at him, close to tears. 

"Say it," Rezi hissed. "Say you're licking your man's cock." 
Eric swallowed. He moved his lips soundlessly. The words 

finally began with a stutter. He stopped and closed his eyes. The 
words rushed out. "I'm licking my man's cock." 

Ameds breath was heavy over the phone. "What is your 
name?" 

Eric's heart pounded in his chest. Rezi's cock rose to nudge his 
throat. He prayed that Rezi would take the phone from him. 
Rezi only scowled and told him to speak. 

"My name is Eric," he whispered. 
"Eric. A Nordic name. You're blond, as Rezi says?" 
"Yes." 
"And your breasts are smooth as a woman's. Rezi says you 

have a woman's nipples, that they beg to be touched. He says 
you moan with pleasure when he bites them. Is that true?" 

"Yes. I suppose." 
Rezi jabbed a knee into Eric's ribcage. "Effendi," he whis

pered. "Address him as your master." 
"Yes, effendi." A trickle of sweat crept down Eric's spine. His 

cock, defined by the empty space around it, throbbed with 
illusory hugeness. 

"How old are you?" Ahmed asked. 
"Twenty-seven, effendi." 
The man's breath grew ragged. "And you're naked on your 

knees, with your face between his thighs?" 
"Yes." Eric flinched-"Yes, effendi." 
"I know his house. I know that chair. I can almost see the two 

of you." The disembodied voice seemed to stifle a moan. "And 
you're licking him?" 

"Yes, effendi." 
Let me hear it. Do it so that I can hear." 
Eric obeyed. He lapped at the flesh as loudly as he could, 

hoping Ahmed would hear and be satisfied, and stop the inter
rogation. Rezi snarled above him, mistaking his compliance for 
resistance. He slapped the other side of Eric's face. 

Eric's head reeled. Rezi was grinding the phone into his ear. 
He heard Ahmed's voice again. 

"It's big, isn't it? It hangs like an arm between his thighs. L:ve 
never seen it hard. It must be huge when he's with you. When 
you're like that, naked on your knees." 

"Yes, effendi," Eric whispered. "Rezi is huge." 
Rezi smiled above him. He pressed his cock, almost full now, 

against Eric's burning cheek. 
"He says you let him put it in your ass." Ahmed sounded 

skeptical. 
"I do, effendi." 
There was a long pause. Erit: closed his eyes. Ahmed's breath 

was in his ear, heavy and metallic. The strong smell of Rezi's cock 
pressed like a mask against his face. 

"Rezi, he's a big man. He's very proud of his cock ... He fucks 
you hard, dosn't he?" 

"Yes, effendi, very hard." Rezi slapped him lightly with his 
cock. 

"It must be very strange to have something so huge inside you. 
It must hurt you, very badly." 

"Sometimes ... " 
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A swollen vein in Eric's ass was pulsing in time with his heart
beat. A vein down the length of Rezi's cock throbbed across his 
cheek. For an instant the pulse in his ass and the pulse against his 
face were together; then they fell out of rhythm. His heart was 
beating faster than Rezi's. 

"But you like it ." Rezi says you never refuse him No matter how 
many times he takes you in a night. No matter how sore he 
makes you . 5o you must like it ." 

"Yes, effendi." 
"Rezi says ... that your ass is never empty. That it 's always full 

of his come. He says he's tucked you so much that you walk like a 
cowboy, with your legs apart." 

Eric made no answer, lost in the image of himself walking 
home after a night with Rezi, cramped and bowlegged, the 
mouth of his ass streaming f luids. 

"He says he just finished fucking you, before he called." 
"Yes, effendi." 
"And now you lick it ." 
Eric gritted his teeth. "Yes. " 
Ahmed gasped quietly. His voice returned at a strange pitch, 

amazed and excited. 
"A moment ago, there was a sound, like a crack. He slapped 

you across the face, didn't he? With his strong right arm. You 
know, during the earthquake last year, I saw him hold up a wall , 
alone. His arms were like steel. And he struck you ." 

"Yes effendi ." 
"Do you like that, when Rezi slaps you? The way you like it 

when he fucks you?" 
"Yes, effendi." 
"You're a whore, do you know that?" Ahmed's voice was 

suddenly cold. " A blond American whore. You' re just what Rezi 
calls you . A pig." 

Eric did not answer. 
"Let me talk to him now." 
Eric pu lied his face away from the receiver . "He's through with 

me." 
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Rezi lifted the phone to his ear and sat back. Then he slapped 
Eric across the mouth, so hard he was knocked to the floor. Eric 
crouched on the carpet, unmoving, while Rezi talked and 
laughed and stroked his cock. The shaft was hard as oak now. 

"You believe, huh?" Rezi smirked. "Of course you can use him 
sometime. That 's why I called you ." A fresh rivulet of sweat 
worked its way down Eric's spine. He felt Rezi's hand on his 
scalp, and jerked. But Rezi only ran his fingers through his hair, 
almost affectionately. "When a man finds a pig like this one, he 
should share with his friends, don' t you think? Exactly, the way 
you share those steaks you steal from the hotel kitchen!" 

Rezi laughed loudly. He talked on for a while; Eric did not 
listen. Finally Rezi said good-bye and hung up. 

Rezi licked his lips. He held his cock at the base and waved it. 
He smiled, showing the gap between his front teeth. 

Eric crawled to him and licked his left foot. He moved his 
mouth over the hard, veined flesh of Rezi's calf, over the knee 
and up the wide bridge of muscle that let to Rezi's balls. Eric 
warmed the sack in his mouth . Rezi liked to have his balls 
sucked, first one at a time, then both together. He liked the sight 
of Eric's face appended to the flesh between his legs, cheeks 
puffed out with his testicles, holding in his mouth the sack of 
fluid that would soon be emptied into his ass or his belly. Eric 
pressed gently with his tongue and lips and the slick inner 
surface of his cheeks, praying he would not scrape the tender 
flesh with his back teeth. Rezi paid back pain a hundredfold. 

Eric pulled back and let the sack slip from his mouth. It pressed 
hairy and wet against his chin, then against his throat as he ran 
his tongue up the broad, curved underbelly of Rezi's cock. At 
the tip he pulled away, longing to touch it but knowing he 
should wait. Soon enough it would be in him, more than he 
could bear. He dropped his jaw and opened his mouth as wide 
as he could. Rezi 's hand closed like a vise around the back of his 
neck. Eric closed his eyes and caught a last breath. 

Suddenly, violently, Rezi pulled Eric into his crotch, impaling 
his face on the cock. The shaft met a sheath of resistance, like a 
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sphincter; but Rezi continued to force Eric's throat onto his 
cock, inch by inch, until the entire shaft was buried in hot, 
convulsing flesh. Eric's body twisted, heaved and submitted. 

Rezi did not choose to c me for a long time. There were other 
calls to make. 

The next night, Eric met hmed. During the next week, he was 
introduced and offered to all three of the men Rezi called that 
night. 

None of them projected the full range of Rezi's power; none 
were as big between the legs. But they were alike enough to 
have been his brothers, ark, broad-shouldered men in their 
thirties with thick mustac es and smouldering eyes. They had 
the hard, hairy bodies of working class Turks. Their laughter was 
sharp and coarse, like the barking of dogs. 

Eric met them, and was taken by them, one at a time, then by 
all together. The uses to which they put him, alone or together, 
but always under Rezi 's amused eye, passed through many 
stages over the next weeks. 

On the game nights, all three came to Rezi's house. 
Eric did not know the game they played. He never saw them 

play. The four men sat at Rezi's table, shuffling cards, drinking 
cup after cup of black Anatolian coffee, smoking hashish and 
tobacco. They stripped o ff their khak is and workshirts and 
changed into long robes t ied loosely at the waist, dressing as 
Rezi dressed at home. Eric would be naked, crouching on his 
hands and knees beneath the table. 

As they played above him, telling grim, lewd jokes and 
exchanging crude insults, Eric moved from man to man. One of 
them would open his robe, part his legs and reach beneath the 
table to wave his cock. Eric would crawl to the offered sex, ptess 
his face between the man's thighs and nurse at the cock. The 
men soon learned how to indicate, with gentle pressure or a 
pinch, what they wanted him to do-to lick the inside of their 
thighs, to hold their balls i his mouth, to bow low and kiss their 
feet. 

Sometimes, the man he served-never Rezi, of course-
would hook his foot under Eric's crotch, encouraging him to 
hold onto the man's thigh and rub himself against the man's leg 
while he sucked. Or, whi le he knelt to kiss and lick one of the 
men's feet, the man behind, feeling Eric's ass against his knees, 
would reach down to push a finger into his hole, or reach 
deeper to grab his cock and pry it backward like a lever, squeez
ing and pulling, then releasing it to hear the sharp slap it made 
against Eric's belly, over and over. Eric' s cock was always hard for 
them to play with. Bound by Rezi 's strap, untended by his own 
hand, it stayed hard and aching for hours beneath the table. 

When a man was finished with him, he would shove Eric's face 
from his crotch and push him on to the next man. 

Every fourth cock was ezi' s. Rezi did not like him to suck 
aggressively. He preferre for Eric to lick his cock, to let it slide 
wet with spit over his cheeks and eyes-to love the cock with his 
face, as Rezi said-then to swallow it down his throat and hold it 
there as long as he could 

Sometimes, Rezi 's cock would suddenly soften in his throat. 
The tube along the underbelly would fill and press down on 
Eric's tongue. The men drank coffee all through the game. Rezi 
pissed often . 

Eric learned to swallow without pulling back to clear his 
throat. He pressed his lips into the wiry hair of Rezi's groin, and 
Rezi was a soft pipe in his throat, emptying piss into his belly. 
Only after the cock slid from his throat did the taste, sharp and 
bitter, rise in the back of Eric's mouth. At those times it was hard 
to keep from touching himself. 

The other men soon noticed that Rezi never left the table to 
relieve himself. Nothing was said, but one by one they began to 
make the same secret us of him. 

Eric was not allowed to crawl from beneath the table until the 
game was over. Only once was a game interrupted and left 
unfinshed. Eric had been serving Ahmed. More than the others, 
Ahmed allowed him som freedon to suck as he wished. Ahmed 
was the largest of the group, except for Rezi. 

That night Eric was fucking his throat on Ahmed's cock, 

slowly, then faster and faster, feeling the shaft expand and 
watching Ahmed's flat belly, hard as steel, bulge and contract 
with growing excitement. Eric ran his hands over his own belly, 
pressing his fingers into the puffy skin around the cord that tied 
off his genitals, making his shaft beat time in the air. 

Ahmed reached under the table and pressed his hand against 
Eric's forehead, signaling him to stop the sucking. Ahmed 
gasped. His hand withdrew, trembling. Eric tightened his lips 
around Ahmed's shaft and pushed his face all the way to the 
man's belly. 

The cock throbbed. Ahmed was going to come in his mouth. 
Eric moaned and began to swallow. 

Ahmed had not been ready to come. He pushed himself away 
from the table, jerking his cock out of Eric's throat . His semen 
shot into Eric's face and hair. Ahmed snarled and held his cock at 
the base as if Eric had wounded him there. He cursed loudly and 
slapped Eric's face, spattering the come that dripped from his 
forehead and cheeks. 

Rezi was furious. He pulled Eric upright by his hair, causing 
him to scrape his back against the hard edge of the table. He 
threw him belly down across the tabletop. The others held him 
down while Rezi left the room. He returned with a thin leather 
belt. 

Rezi struck him across his ass and thighs, then across his 
shoulders. Eric began to scream. One of the men stuffed his 
mouth with a sock. When he was through, Rezi passed the belt 
to Ahmed, who still pouted darkly. 

The game was forgotten. 
They took him on the table that night. Ahmed, so angered by 

his premature ejaculation, grew hard again before he passed the 
belt to the next man. After they had each taken a turn at welting 
his backside, Ahmed was the first to fuck him. 

On all the other nights, Rezi was first. After they finished a 
game, they moved into the bedroom. Rezi removed his robe 
and the others watched while Eric served him. Rezi showed 
them how an American pig could be made to swallow his cock 
whole, how pulling on Eric's nipples made him suck more eag
erly. "It's like a machine," he explained. "The harder I pull on her 
tits .. . the harder she sucks. The deeper I press my fingernails into 
her nipples ... the deeper she takes me down her throat." He 
showed them how he could drive his cock all the way to the balls' 
in Eric's ass with a single thrust. 

After Rezi, the other men took their turns. Sometimes, while 
Ahmed used his mouth, the other two men would work their 
smaller cocks together into his ass. After Rezi, there was room 
inside him for two. 

Eric would be in torment while they used him. Their cocks 
pressed against his bladde'r, swollen with the piss they had put 
inside him. He ached to relieve himself. But if he released the 
flood on Rezi 's bed, the punishment would be terrible. If he 
could relax, he might enjoy the bursting pressure in his ass; but 
he had to hold himself tense. Every new thrust battered at his 
control. 

Sometimes he could not help himself. His body would revolt, 
and even as he fought to hold it in, jets of urine would fly from 
his cock in spasms, as if he were ejaculating. This amused the 
men, especially Ahmed, who liked to torture him by kneading 
Eric's swollen belly with his knuckles while he used his ass. 
"Come for me, pig," Ahmed would whisper in his ear; a jet of 
piss would squirt from Eric's cock. Ahmed would laugh and fuck 
him harder. 

Rezi liked to watch. He sat in his chair, lazily drawing on a 
cigarette and stroking his hard cock. He moved his lips obs
cenely when Eric looked to him for relief. 

Eventually the others left. Then Rezi would be ready to take 
him again. 

He would lead Eric, crawling because he was too weak to walk, 
into the tiny bathroom. There, Rezi sat on the edge of the 
rust-streaked tub with his feet inside. Eric climbed into the tub 
and sat on Rezi's waiting cock. 

Rezi filled his guts and left no room for the piss in his bladder. 
When the impalement was complete, the piss began to flow. 
Rezi held Eric's cock, still stiff, and aimed the uncontrolled rush 
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of urine over Eric's belly a d chest. Sometimes the flow was so 
forceful that it splashed onto his neck and chin; and Rezi would 
point the pissing cock straight up and force Eric's face down so 
that the jet shot into his open mouth. Eric relaxed inside at last, 
and Rezi was there, huge inside him. Then he felt a pleasure so 
exqusite it was worth all the agony that came before. 

After Rezi came, perhaps for the fourth time that night, Eric 
would finally be allowed to touch himself. Rezi sat in his chair, 
tired and glowing. Eric took his pla<;e on the floor. He drew the 
big cock, soft and satisfied at last, into his mouth. He mastur
bated while Rezi watched and cooed obscenities. 

Often, he was too exhausted to come. He pumped his cock 
until his body was glazed with sweat and his hair hung in ten
drils. He stroked himself frantically, futilely, faster and faster, 
unable to respond. At a certian point-Eric came to dread the 
moment-his cock simply became numb. The harder he 
stroked, the softer he became, until his cock flailed limp and 
useless in his fist. Even as his efforts to pleasure himself ended in 
anticlimax, Rezi's cock would be stirring again in his mouth. 
Then Eric would long for Rezi to use his big cock-to fuck his 
throat again, or piss in his mouth-to slap his face or twist his 
nipples. He needed a last, desparate burst of excitement to make 
his own cock rise. 

But Rezi would simply grow bored and push Eric away. He 
would laugh at Eric's soft cock, and send him home. 

It was hard to sleep on the nights they used him. Eric tossed 
and turned in his bed, trying to find a comfortable position for 
his battered body. The inner passages of his ass, bruised by their 
cocks, throbbed in time with his heart. The rough muslin sheets 
were like razors on his nipples. A welter of strange tastes filled 
his mouth. His balls, full and heavy, ached as if they would burst. 
His cock was limp, as it would remain until the next time he 
stood naked before Rezi, waiting for Rezi's hands or Rezi's cock 
to make use of him 

Rezi had enslaved him. And Rezi had unsexed him. 

3 
He was a fool to think that his deterioration would be invisible 

to the others at the Agency. His concentration grew weak. He 
seldom spoke except when necessary. He forced himself 
through each day, fighting a greater and greater accumulation 
of fatigue. His work suffered. These things did not go unnoticed. 

His immediate superior, thin gray agent named Landers, 
suggested he visit one of t e doctors at the consulate. Eric 
procrastinated, knowing he would have to explain the marks, 
faded and fresh, on his body. 

Landers was an old hand t the Agency. Considering his age 
and his years of service in Turkey, his position should have been 
much higher. Time had borne out Eric's first estimation of the 
man: that Landers was an unimpeachable mediocrity, the kind 
of agent who stabilizes early on in a position of low authority
valuable for his loyalty and his slow accumulation of knowledge 
in a very narrow field, but ultimately unimaginative, more ambi
tious than capable, aware though painful experience of his 
limitations and jealous of younger, brighter men. This jealousy 
he masked as curiosity and mock-parental concern. Landers 
liked to play the mentor; this gave him the opportunity to 
exhibit his .superior rank, tor nder advice, to pry. He spoke in a 
dry, cynical Midwestern drawl that seemed to lace even the 
most innocent comment wit multiple insinuations. 

As his obsession with Rezi grew more extreme and its conse
quences more visible, Eric began to fear Landers. There were 
numerous small signs that La ders suspected something. These 
might have been coincidental, as meaningless in fact as they 
appeared on the surface. Perhaps the frightful connections Eric 
saw were illusions created by his own anxiety. 

Landers asked how he spent his free time. Was Topkapi up to 
his expectations-or had he been too preoccupied with the 
Turkish women to play tourist? Landers warned him about vene
real disease, cautioned him about religious improprieties and 
the drug market; the consulate would rescue him from any 
embarrassing situation, of course (for its own sake), but it was 
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always preferable to avoid an incident altogether. And once, 
entirely out of character, Landers made a reference to the fam
ous oil-wrestling matches at Kirkpinar ("faggots fly all the way 
from the States to see it"), followed by an obscene joke about 
homosexual tourists hunting for Turkish cock at the Gardens of 
the Sultan Ahmel Mosque. 

Eric did not even try to hide his agitation. Rezi had stripped 
him of every shell. He could pretend nothing. He moved 
through life naked now, and was frequently amazed that his 
exposure was not obvious to everyone; they behaved as if every
thing were normal, as if nothing about him had changed. It was 
like walking stark naked into a crowded room, unremarked. 

But a man like Landers could smell a younger man's vulnera
bility. Did he notice the faint bruises on Eric's cheekbone and 
neck, the small cut on his lower lip? Could he tell, from Eric's 
awkward gait and the slight wince when he sat, that Rezi's cock 
had been in him only a few hours before? 

Perversely, Eric began to find excitement in his own paranoia. 
When Landers seemed to drop an innuendo (or as Eric 
imagined, to subtly interrogate him), Eric felt himself grow loose 
and submissive between his legs. He thought of Rezi, of Rezi's 
cock. He allowed his thoughts to show upon his face. He fantas
ized that Rezi would enter the room at that mo'ment, would strip 
and abuse him, and Eric would_ not resist. Landers the gray 
scarecrow would grow fat with smugness-order the clerks and 
agents into the room to witness the incident-order cameras to 
record what could not be spoken-suspicions confirmed. They 
would all see him for what he was, whimpering and groveling as 
Rezi slapped his face, fucked his mouth, called him an American 
pig-

If Landers read these fantasies in Eric's face, his own face was 
too stony and bloodless to show it. Later, Eric would see that this 
fantasy had been a prophecy; and he would spend much time 
considering the role he played in his own destruction. 

Then, for a short time at least, Eric had to put a stop to the 
nights with Rezi. At last, the long-expected coup was about to 
begin. The Soviets were massing in the Black Sea, American 
naval units intensifying reconnaissance in the Aegean. There 
was a new tension in the streets-overnight, a doubling of 
armed troops, chaotic interruptions in rail service, reports of 
bombings, confusion, excitement. Intelligence from Ankara was 
sporadic. Eric worked long hours at the consulate, far into the 
night. His trips to Scutari ceased; information was being 
exchanged through higher channels now. 

For the first time he became genuinely interested in his work, 
caught up in the manic flurry. There was simply no time for Rezi. 
Surprised, Eric found himself working for long hours at a stretch 
without thinking of him. At night, he left the consulate, ate at the 
hotel or cafe across the street, showered in his room and went to 
bed. At first, there were messages from Rezi every night. It was 
difficult to answer the calls, to tell him he could not come. Rezi 
did not demand or taunt; he would simply hang up. 

Eric knew that Rezi was displeased; and in the taciturn way he 
accepted the refusals, in the way he continued to call, Eric 
thought he sensed disappointment as well. This gave him a 
curious feeling of power, as he realized their affair was not as 
one-sided as he had imagined, or fantasized. It was strangely 
disillusioning to discover that Rezi desired him, just as he 
desired Rezi-and that he could say no, and still be desired. But 
it also gave him a glimmer of all that Rezi had stripped away from 
him, and a faltering first step outof the maze of frenzied self
abasement in which he had lost himself since that first day on the 
ferry. 

Each day, while a government crumbled about him and the 
· consulate spun in a whirl of anxiety, Eric felt stronger, calmer. 
There was a sudden but subtle change, and Rezi began to 
recede. Not thoughts of Rezi-because Eric thought of him 
every night as he masturbated before going to sleep. It was his 
craving for Rezi in the flesh, to be with him, to feel Rezi's cock 
inside him, that suddenly slackened. As long as he was occupied 
with useful work-as his own identity and history came back 
into focus-it began to seem that Rezi had been a fantasy that 



had somehow ripped through the safe fabric of his reality, had 
taken centerstage, had now begun to fade into fantasy again. It 
was almost as if the memory of Rezi, and the truths he revealed, 
was enough. This saddened Eric; but it gave him a sense of peace 
as well, a calmness after the madness of the storm. He had passed 
through fire, and he had survived after all. 

But all this was premature. As the days dragged on, the con
stant tension began to wear on him. Slowly, with a sensation of 
quiet horror, Eric knew he had taken only a short respite from 
his need for Rezi. The moment came when he knew that the 
memories would not be enough. 

He still said no when Rezi called, but now he tried to keep him 
on the line, said the words he knew would invite Rezi to taunt 
him. Rezi sensed the change in balance and reclaimed the 
advantage. He might have begun to doubt, but now he knew for 
certain: Eric was his. He grew abusive when Eric continued to 
hesitate, called him pig, reminded him of the game nights, of the 
piss he loved to drink; told him his cock was hard and ready for 
Eric's throat, slapped it against his thigh so Eric could hear. Eric 
resisted more feebly now. Almost in unconscious anticipation, 
he began to hoard his regained energy, still masturbating every 
night but never coming, falling asleep with his erection in hand 
and thoughts of Rezi in his head. 

Then he saw Rezi on the ferry again. 
The countryside was still in chaos, but events in Istanbul had 

cooled as quickly as they had erupted. There was an important 
packet from Maple in Scutari, and no one else to spare. Landers 
sent him on the evening ferry. He was instructed to pick up the 
packet and return to his hotel, to sleep beside the documents 
and bring them to the consulate in the morning. 

As soon as he stepped onto the ferry, he knew he would see 

Rezi. It was a premonition as exact as his instructions for the day. 
On the return trip, Rezi stood alone at the stern, taking his 
cigarette break. 

The sun was low, sinking below the water to the west. Its 
orange rays lit Rezi with a strange, lurid light, like the glow of the 
furnace below. He had removed his shirt. The sweaty muscles 
gleamed in the harsh twilight, massive and smooth. The mat of 
dark, wiry hair between his pectorals was lit from the side, 
tipped with liquid fire. 

He glanced up, saw Eric. They said nothing, kept their dis
tance. Rezi smoked his cigarette, staring. He finished it, tossed it 
over the rail, approached the stairwell into the hold. He con
tinued to stare as he came nearer. As he passed by, Eric lowered 
his eyes and shivered. 

Rezi paused for a moment. His voice was almost a whisper, 
low and harsh. "Tonight. I'll have you tonight. Do you 
understand?" 

Eric kept his eyes lowered. He found himself staring at Rezi's 
crotch. The cock was stiff as a pipe, the shaft and head defined 
against the damp khaki. 

"Rezi. No ... " 
Rezi moved his hand to his cock, slowly stroked it through the 

cloth. "Yes. Tonight I'm going to put it in you again. I'm going to 
fuck you with it all night long." Eric stifled a moan. "And I'm 
going to beat you. Do you understand? With my belt. You've 
made me wait, little pig. You've made me wait too long. You'll 
come to me tonight, and you'll be punished." 

"No ... " 
"Yes." 
"When?" 
Eric, staring at the cock, could not see Rezi's face. He felt, 
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rather than saw, his smile. "Come before curfew, before mid
night. You can leave in the morning, before dawn." 

The decision was made. Eric thought no more about it. He 
hurried to the hotel and climbed into bed. He would be able to 
catch a few hours of sleep before the long walk to Stamboul. 

When the desk clerk called to wake him, he quickly dressed. 
He had almost forgotten the packet Maple had given him. He 
considered bringing it with him, decided against it. The valise 
would be conspicuous at t his hour; if he were stopped by the 
military ,for any reason, or if he ran into violence ... Nor could 
he safely leave it wit.h the desk clerk. 

He checked his watch. Twenty minutes to midnight. There 
was no time to think it th rough. He slid the valise beneath the 
mattress of his bed, checked to see that no lumps were visible; it 
would have to do. 

That night, Rezi kept his promise. The punishment was severe. 
The beating he received, f rom Rezi's belt, from his open palm 
and clenched fists, was unlike anything Rezi had done to him 
before. It was a true beating, relentless from midnight until early 
dawn. 

Rezi stripped him as soon as he entered the apartment, tied 
his hands behind his back and gagged him. There was reason for 
the gag, for Rezi made him scream that night-as he also made 
him moan, whimper, weep. Eric's newfound feelings of inde
pendence and change v nished. He was an object, to be 
punched, slapped, penetrated. Not a man, not even what Rezi 
called him, a pig, but an object sculpted of flesh and pierced by 
twin openings, as ass for Rezi's pleasure, a mouth for Rezi's 
relief. All the rest was or amentation, for Rezi to enjoy and 
decorate-nipples to be mounted with clothespins, a cock to be 
bound and slapped, a belly for Rezi to pummel with his fists. 
Rezi marked his ass and elly and chest with red welts, and 
laughed to make him wrench in pain. 

Rezi was more brutal that night than he had ever been. To Eric 
it seemed that Rezi was reclaiming him, and he submitted him
self totally. Only later did he realize that Rezi's fury was a 

summing up, a final, frenzied farewell to what had been 
between them. 

When it was over, he walked back to the hotel through the 
narrow, dawnlit streets, shivering from the chill. The morning 
was surprisingly peaceful; he did not pass a single soldier. If he 
hurried, he would barely have time for an hour's sleep before 
the day began. 

He entered the hotel, took the lift to his floor. The room 
seemed somehow different; he was too tired to imagine why. 
He stripped off his clothes, hesitated for a moment as he passed 
the mirror and silently gasped at the markings on his body, then 
threw himself on the bed. 

He realized suddenly what was wrong. He scrambled off the 
bed and frantically reached beneath the mattress. 

The valise was gone. 

4 
The next 72 hours were the longest of his life. Worst was the 

waiting: Waiting to gather the courage to go to the consulate, to 
be asked about the valise; waiting, after they sealed him in a bare 
white room with a toilet and a cot, for the questioning to begin. 

He determined that he would volunteer nothin-g, answer 
every question in the simplest terms. He would try to escape the 
worst; but his interrogators seemed to know what direction to 
take from the very beginning. They were the first to mention the 
name Rezi Bakal, and when they did, Eric felt a prickling heat 
over his entire body and knew he was trapped. 

His interrogators were faceless, unemotional, completely 
professional. They made no attempt to deride or humiliate him. 
Their coldness told him they considered that his confession
that what he was-was humiliation enough. 

They wanted every detail. They made him strip, photo
graphed the marks on his body, demanded the origin of each 
mark. They recorded his faltering confession, played it back for 
him to hear, made him repeat and expand upon each detail. 

THE CRYPT 
If you've got the imagination ... The Crypt has the accessories. 

-----HOLIDAY SPECIALS-----

2222 Broadway 
Denver 

(303) 292-4040 

$3995 
ALL LEATHER 
VEST 
Our best seller! 
Fine quality black 
steerhide in S-M-L. 

ULTIMATE HOOD Never before has a mask been designed in 
supenor giHmentlealher lor prolonged and comfortable use. Smell . feel and 
taste the leather as 11 molds to your skm The ··uLTIMATE " IS the most 
versatile mask available w1th both gag and bhndlold . break1ng down all 
barr1ers Even w1th the gag snapped hrmly to the mouth . breathing is very 
easy through the open nose The upert crallsmansh•p makes this the most 
comfortable of romantic agon1es 1 

1310 East Union St. 
Seattle 

733 Fourth Ave. 
2820 Lytton 
San Diego 

(619) 231-4 776 (206) 325-3882 

MAIL ORDER: 3914 Hicock, San Diego, CA 92110 
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If you were there on 
Leather's big night you saw it 
for yourself. And we hope 
you were given a program 
along with a hard-on. So 
what do you need another 
program for, you ask? 
This is the updated, 
supplemented, added-to 
program with the winner(s) 
in all their nude glory, what 
happened backstage, 
offstage and in all the stages 
of getting aquainted that 
weekend. 

Filled with exclusive photos 
by the army of p oto
graphers covering the big 
event and the parties before 
and after. The snakes, the 
cakes, the chains and the 
watermelon along with the 
stars of the show. Photos that 
can't appear in DRUMMER. 

It was a night to remember, 
certainly one we'll never 
forget. The super extra-pages 
program will be a collectors'. 
item. 
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DRUMMER Magazine 
964 Folsom Street 
San Francisco. CA 94107 

Send me my program quick! Enclosed is three bucks. 

Name ----------------------------
Address --------------------
City __________ State/Zip, ____ __ 

Signature· _____________ _ 
(I am 21 or over) 



When it was over, they seemed grimly satisfied. There was 
nothing he had not told them. 

It was landers who cam to release him from the white room. 
Eric had been sleeping on the cot in the corner, fully dressed, 
when landers shook him awake from a sea of lost dreams. Saying 
nothing, landers pointed o the wash basin. Eric rose, splashed 
water on his face. landers offered him coffee in a paper cup. 

"You're free to go now," landers said. His gray face revealed 
nothing. 

"What?" 
"To return to your hotel. We're not keeping you here any 

longer." 
Eric stared at the coarse grains floating on the surface of the 

coffee, confused. "I thought-" 
"You're not under arrest, Christie. The intelligence you lost 

was of no concern to the military, or you'd already be in their 
hands. This affair will remain in-house. The consul prefers it that 
way. He's conferred with me, we've gone over the transcript of 
your interrogation. There is no reason to suspect you of treason. 
You've been criminally negligent, but as to your crime, that's to 
be decided higher up. You'll return to your hotel now, and 
remain there. A car will arrive for you tomorrow at noon. You'll 
be flown back to Washington. They'll take it from there." 

"Then-you want me to leave the consulate." Eric was still 
confused. 

"Yes. Through the kitchen and service entrance. No need to 
go through the offices. Your desk has already been cleared. 
We'd rather you left as inconspicuously as possible." 

Back in his hotel room, dazed, moving like an automaton, Eric 
paced the floor. He had no sense of time. later, it was impossible 
for him to remember his thoughts. Nothing was clear, really, 
until he threw himself on the bed, hoping at last to sink into an 
unconscious retreat. There was a lump beneath the mattress. He 
thought of the valise, but what he found was a pistol with a single 
bullet in the chamber. 

He knew who had left it, and how they intended him to use it. 

They preferred that it happen here, away from the consulate. It 
would be so much easier, so much cleaner for all concerned. 

Throughout the afternoon and into the night he lay on the 
bed, the gun nestled on the pillow beside him, pointing so that 
he could stare into the dark cylinder of the barrel. 

He finally slept for a time. When he awoke, in the last darkness 
before dawn, he had made his decision. It would rectify every
thing, he thought. It was the only possible outcome-and realiz
ing what he was thinking, he wondered if he was insane. 

He would use the gun. But not as the Agency had intended. 

He has remembered what happened next, replayed it in his 
head a thousand times. It is like a dream that will turn out 
satisfactorily, if only he dreams it often enough. But the out
come is always the same. The only possible outcome. The worst 
possible outcome. 

He is in the hotel room in Istanbul, lying on the bed beside the 
loaded pistol. He rises from the bed, takes off his rumpled 
clothing, showers and shaves, puts on a freshly pressed suit. 

He picks up the pistol. Spreading his feet, raising the gun with 
both hands, he takes aim at the mirror. The image satisfies him, 
makes him feel secure. He slips the pistol beneath his belt. His 
buttoned coat is adequate concealment. 

He leaves the hotel without incident. They are probably not 
even watching; they think he is dead by now, or patiently 
awaiting the car to take him to the airport. He takes a taxi to the 
quayside, wanting to be sure he catches the first morning ferry. 
Rezi will be on it. Eric knows his schedule by now. 

What will happen afterward? For a moment, on the crowded 
deck, Eric falters. Is he only compounding the disaster? Does 
Rezi really deserve to die? 

Yes, to both questions. Let the disaster run its course. Let Rezi 
suffer, for once. It was Rezi who betrayed him. The timing was 
too be perfect to be explained as coincidence. Eric does not for 
an instant believe that Rezi himself is an agent. No, someone has 
simply used him, someone who knew who Eric was, who knew 
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AL PARKER 
AS THE REPAIRMAN 
The legendary AI Parker in his first Hot 
Talk Tape. It's all here: the crotch
hardening hot sex that as made AI 
the biggest star in his field . This extra
special forty minute tape puts AI 
through his paces as the air condi
tioner repairman who drops by one 
scorching afternoon. You'll hear ever
ything AI is famous for. told in his own 
words plus those of his lucky victim. 
Lets you get closer to A Parker than 
you've ever fantasized you could. 

MASTER MARIO 
AS THE COP 

1250 

Master Mario, porn star, slave driver, 
the ultimate top man, as the toughest 
cop you've ever fantasized about. He 
puts a suspect through a domination 
trip that leaves nothing to the 
imagination. 

AL PARKER'S TURNED ON 
The original soundtrack, "Forbidden 
Overture," from AI Parker's hottest film, 
Turned On, available for·the first time 
ever, in Dolby Stereo. 

MARINES OVERHEARD 
Two hot and horny young marines 
meet in the barracks latrine. Richie 
has to take a piss, and Mike takes it 
from there. If you like your action 
raunchy while a hot marine squats on 
your face, then you'll get wet over
hearing these marines. 

MUSCLE BUILDER ORGY 
Five hot bodybuilders after a sweaty 
workout, stripping down to sweat
drenched jockstraps, eyeing each 
other. their hands reaching 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! 

HOT HUNG TRUCKER 
Teamster Bob picks up a hitchhiker at 
a truckstop in the California 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!" 

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! 

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 Commander is 
going to heap on you! 

r-----------------------------·· 
SJUD5JOR8 
960 Folsom Street 
San Francisco, CA 94107 

Send me the following tapes. 

TITLE 

Total (Add $1 postage) I 

NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY. STATE, ZIP 

PRICE 

Charge it to my 0 VISA 0 MASTERCARD 
No. __,_ _______ Expires __ 

Signature -----------
(I am 21 Or over) 

California residents add 6'12% sales tax. 
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the power Rezi had over him. They probably paid him to do 
it-to make sure Eric was out of his room that night. He was only 
an object to Rezi after all, a valuable toy to be bartered for 
money. 

Eric scans the deck, still not sure that he hasn't been followed. 
When he is certain no on is watching, he quickly descends into 
the hold. 

He remembers the airless corridor, the booming metal, the 
first time. Red heat rushes over his face, matching the coldness 
inside him. He enters the boiler room. Through a maze of pipes, 
furry with oil and soot, he sees Rezi, bent half-naked to feed the 
furnace. Perhaps, he thinks, he can do it without detection. The 
sound of the engine might cover the shot .. . 

Rezi sees him now. He frowns. Eric reads the confusion on his 
fa.ce. Rezi never expected to see him again. Yes, Rezi knew. 

Rezi stands, then draws closer, still frowning. The shovel is in 
his hands. Before he can speak, Eric pulls the gun from his belt. 
This is the moment Eric has been waiting for-the shock on 
Rezi's face, the greater shock to come when the bullet pene
trates his forehead. 

But Rezi only smiles, that smarmy, conceited smile Eric has 
come to know so well, showing the gap between his front teeth. 
He draws closer, his shoulders back and chest expanding as he 
begins to laugh. Eric is paralyzed. Like an insect pinned to velvet, 
all his limbs are useless. He tries to squeeze the trigger, but the 
only result is the strange, embarrassing, half-stifled noise that 
issues from his throat. He would like to silence Rezi's laughter, 
now, forever. To drown it with a single blast from the pistol. But 
Rezi is too perfect to be destroyed. 

He remembers a hard, black shape erupting against the left 
side of his head-the shovel, swung by Rezi's strong arms. Eric is 
knocked to his knees, th gun flies from his grasp. Rezi is over 
him, no longer laughing, ngry now. Eric sees the gun, reaches 
for it - but Rezi's boot is on his hand, crushing the fingers, 
making him howl with pain. Then Rezi is over him, smiling again 
as he points the gun at Eric's temple. 

"Do you want it? Eh?" Rezi runs the barrel over Eric's face. He 
slaps him, and when Eric opens his mouth to cry out, Rezi thrusts 
the barrel inside. Then, somehow-Eric cannot remember how
, because he could not understand it at the time-Eric is on his 
knees, his pants ripped apart, his wrists held behind his back, the 
barrel in his mouth and Rezi's cock in his ass. 

"You want it, don't you?" Rezi is saying. "This is what you 
want!" 

Perhaps Rezi intends to kill him; probably not. He will never 
know, for at that moment Rezi freezes inside him as both of 
them realize that someone else has entered the boiler room. 

Eric turns his face, and from the corner of his eye sees that Rezi 
is turning his face as well, in perfect synchronicity. Landers 
stands framed in the doorway, his face lit by the orange glow. 

Then Rezi begins to laugh again, a conspirator's laugh, and he 
starts fucking again, much harder. Eric looks at Lander's gaunt 
face, expecting condemnation, shock, disgust-and sees only a 
thin gray smile. 

He will never know for certain, but he is sure it was landers 
who set him up. Landers fo und out about Rezi, contacted him, 
bribed him; arranged for Maple to dispatch a bogus packet, set 
the date for Eric's ruin. That is why his punishment-a reprimand 
and expulsion-was so mild: The packet he lost was only a 
decoy, part of a test set up by Landers. Eric failed that test, more 
spectacularly than even Landers could have hoped. 

Istanbul is a scar on his life. In three years it has scarcely 
healed. He keeps the wou ds fresh by remembering. He would 
like to return there. Perhaps, after three years .. . but the State 
Department will not allow it. Instead, he lives in another city 
surrounded by sea, and searches for men who can remind him 
of Rezi. He imagines himself a slave, bound by chains of 
memory, as faithful as fate will allow to the master who betrayed 
him. He wonders sometimes if Rezi, too, remembers and 
regrets. But if Rezi is everything Eric thought, he has long since 
forgotten . 0 

• 
rotic History 

of circumcision 
from ancient Egypt 
to modern America 

as serialized in 
Drummer. 

• 
Foreskin Action 

from the files of the 
Uncircumcised Society 

of America 
• 

60 Photos & Dr a wings 
(cut and uncut cocks) 

• 
Circumcision: 
Pro and Con 

• 
$13.95 

(plus $2.00 post / handling) 

----------------------------------------Bud Berkeley 
Box 26011 
San Francisco, CA 94126 

Send me __ copies of Foreskin at $15.95 each. 
Enclosed is __ _ 

Name 
Address _________________ _ 

City -------------------
State/ Zip 
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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 d istributor 
for less than half? We'll fill your 
order from THRUST, HARD
WARE , RUSH, BULLET, 
PLAIN BROWN WRAPPER, 
BOLT or QUICKSILVER. Your 
satisfaction is guaranteed. 

Order by phone: 
Call 415-864-38 77 

r-------------------------------------------------, 
WINGS DISTRIBUTING 
964 FOLSOM STREET/ SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

Send me __ Six-Packs @ $15 (limit 3) to: California rwdents add 6% sales tax 

NAME ________________________________________ __ 

ADDRESS ______________________________________ _ 

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

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

California Residents add 6'12% Sales Tax. 

L-------------------------------------------------~ 





%9~~~~ 
7733 Santa Monica Boulevard 
Los Angeles, California 90046 
(213) 650-1022 



GUIDE 
~THE 

RIGHT 
STUFF' 



THE RIGHT ART begins with a classic 
Tom of Finland portfolio available only 
from Stallion Sound Hot Art, containing 
eight famous legends of masculinity 
(above) . Or, the latest Tom greeting 
card for Christmas from Tom of Fin
land / Los Angeles (left) . Or, the newest 
in humpy, masculine, hairy men form 
the Hirsute Club/ San Francisco (above 
and below right) . 

_£:-. 



FUTURESLAVE comes with rigid chrome 
restraints made to order from The 
Pleasure Chest L.A., for the elbows, the 
wrists, and the ankles. Topped with a 
chrome version of the the famous 
Fetters Wolf collar, this slave has balls 
weighed down with chrome-plated 
nickle orbs and sports a chrome ball 
stretcher. Something softer? Try the 
hand-constructed leather and chrome 
studded chastity briefs from Montgo
mery Leathers-strictly made to order 
to perfectly fit the lucky slave (left). 

COMPLETE SLING AS SHOWN 
$299 

Catalog $3. 

A Taste of Leather 
336 SIXTH STREET 

San Francisco, Ca. 94103 
(415) 777·4643 

Hrs.: Mon-Sat Noon-Six 
ALL MAJOR CREDIT 
CARDS HONORED 
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The ultimate flight: A Thirteen-Buckle 
Suspension Harness (left) . For shorter 
hops: A Three-Piece Suspension Har
ness. Landlocked? Try a Seventeen 
Strap Mummy Harness-exclusive items 
from the Pleasure Chest L.A. 



FINALLY _ _ _ _ A SYSTEM THAT WORKS 
FOR ENLARGING YOUR 

COCK • BALLS • NIPPLES 
Thla ayatem h .. been ao aucc"aful over the paat 3 y .. ra that we now h•ve 
111rted the ELECTRIC VACUUM CLUB 10 that you can talk with othera who 
are aucc"afully ualng thla ayatem. 

DO IT RIGHT 
Send for the very de
tailed 20 page bro
chure on th is incredi
ble new system . 

MARK IV - Dept. D 
25106, B-45 

Marguerite Pkwy. 
M ission Viejo , CA 

92692 

REFUNDABLE IF MACHINE IS PURCHASED. 

CREDIT CARD CALLS ONLY 

1-800.642-4372 ----------- DRUMMER 53 



Nothing's too good for the Master, 
according to The Pleasure Chest L.A.'s 
new half-body harness collection. 
Above: Three-Buckle Upper Torso Ring 
Harness. When he holds you to his 
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heart, he'll leave a real impression on 
you. 
The Bicep Caress comes with The 
Pleasure Chest L.A.'s W' Upper Torso 
Harness with Five Rings. You'll be 

licking leather on the front and back 
and sides ... all night, if you're good! 

Slightly more work, buckling The Plea
sure Chest L.A.'s Four-Buckle Upper 

Slave and Moster Video presents four revolutionary 
all-male tapes depicting the secret rituals of the 
S/M dungeon. 

NEEDLES & PINS. The unspeakable pleasures 
of pain are explored as the willing victim 's 
flesh is pierced repeatedly by pins and needles. 

DOWN & DIRTY. Slavemaster Rick conducts 
an intense training session that required the 
nude and degraded novice to wallow in filth 
and to clean his messy boots with his tongue. 

THESE TWO TITLES ALSO AVAILABLE 
EVERYTHING BUT THE KITCHEN SINK (fisting) 

and HUMAN INFERNO (hot wax) 

All tapes in color and sound, approximately 
60 minutes each. Rated X, for mature adults only. 

Price: 585 per tape plus 53 shipping per order. 

To order : Send o money order, cashier's check, or VISA 
or MasterCard number (wi th expiration date) far the price 
of the film(s) plus $3 shipping , with your name and 
address, a statemen t that you are over 21, and whether 
you wont VHS or Beta format to: 

SLAVE & MASTER VIDEO 
1349 N. Wells; Chicago, IL 60610 



Torso H arn ess, a sli ght var iation on 
th eir Three-Bu ckle version. The impres
sion th is one w i ll make on you is 
sli ghtly different, bu t an impress io n 
nonetheless ! 

OPEN 
FROM 8 P.M. 
UNTIL 10 A.M. 

1. Special Anniversary Package! Discover the exciting 
Stars of Dixie. Special offer: New ··sizzle " Newsletter, I 
full of details of the Dixie Club, unique In all the 1 
world, plus sample photos, and the Anniversary Poster I 
Of Doug liT SIZZLES!! .. . all for just $5. 

2. The Above Special Anniversary Package ... PLUS! The 1 
Dixie Album of Stars ... 30 fantastic color photos. $17. 1 

3. The Package, plus the Album ... and the Get· 
Acquainted Membership. Includes Gold card, Club I 
discounts, and a free gift for your membership. $29. 1 

4. New Dixie star Doug In a Sizzling Photo Set. Five I 
Jumbo prints Just $8. 

5. The Dixie VIdeo Library! The hottest cassettes now I 
for you to enjoy In the privacy of your own home for 1 
Just pennies a day! The premium tape club In America! I 
Only Dixie really reviews the films and provides you 
with a DeLuxe Library binder. l. Full Information 1 
package Just $1. OR r; Full Lifetime MembershiP. $55. 1 
Includes the fabulous new "Best Sequences Ever 
Filmed, Part I" tape not available anywhere else, FREE I 
If you Join now1 Select: r~ VHS • Beta. 1 

All models are 18 v0~~~! ~~ uo:d~~~::o~~~~~~~5~t~~·s.v~~o~::. wtsh to check the I 
Now offering man·tO·man phOne servlcel15051 761 ·7756 1 

TO: THE DIXIE c:LUB PO Box 8636, Madeira Beach Fl 33738 .1 

1 enclose S , or charge: _ MASTERCARD _ VISA _ AME X 1 
I I I I I 1 

-----------------1 
----------------------------1 
'----------------------------1 

_________ state ZIP _

1 1 am over 18 years of age. 17816lEE ST . .. ________ ......................... . 
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GIVE HIM A SLAVE 
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MASTERS & SLAVES make per
fect gifts. Try something in a 
slave photo set from The Dixie 
Club (above) , or make reserva
tions for a first edition of Olaf's 
explosive new illustrated novel 
(center), or something in the 
form of a classic drawing set 
from Etienne via Stallion 
Sound's Hot Art d ivision 
(right), or perhaps one of SM 
Video 's extraordinary and 
authentic independent video 
productions (Down and Dirty is 
illustrated bottom right) , or just 
a note of perfect submission 
from The Leather Fraternity 's 
hot new greeting card line 
(bottom center). 





CHASTilY IS 
IT'S OWN REWARD 

MAXIMUM SECUR
ITY is guaranteed to 
the holder of the 
keys of this unique 
chastity device from 
Fetters of London. 
Locks at the thigh 
and waist, and the 
removable cock 
pou ch insures he' ll 
do nothing without 
you r permission. 
Made to order, and 
wort h the effort 
(above and be low). 



THE HARD JOCK is reinfo rced leather, 
and not entirely comfortable for the 
bad slave who needs to be punished 
for playing with himself w ithout per
mission . Back locking co nnection 

(below) insures that he won ' t get out. 
THE ZIPPER JOCK (right) is a little 
softer, but just as restrictive. Zips on the 
sides of the pouch lock with a top tab 
to keep his hands off his balls until he's 

earned the right to play with 'em. All 
three items created by Fetters, the 
people who know more about chastity 
devices than anyone else. 

~ r--------------------------------------------------------------------------, 
Once again, the Tit Torture Catalog is pleased to prove that "Nobody Does It Better" (or in as many ways!). 

Therefore, we present . . . 

The New 

"BLACK 
SABBATH" ~~=-k 

Daddy's Black Boy 

BlackJack 

series of evil, 
perfectly engineered, 
and exotic adjustable 
Tit Clamps 

Daddy's Black Boy 
BlackJack 
Black Stallion 
Black Master 

$ 7.95 
$ 7.95 
$ 7.95 
$13.95 ''"~~~ 

(Add $1.50 for postage and handling) 

All items in th is serie!. sport a 
luxurious, jet black, lacquered finish . 
The first three items co'Tle with re
movable, Black Vinyl Tips, and for 
tougher tits, a// are available without 
the adjusting feature , at a lower price. 

11
R. Phillips 132 W. 24th St., New York, N.Y. , 10011 U.S.A. 

Send $2.00 for our 
new, expanded catalog 
withdetailson al/items ~ ~-
shown in this ad (and ::::J.D ~ 
more!) 

Black Stallion 

Black Master 

_...! 
u! a 
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GIFfS 
From the Pleasure Chest L.A. comes 

the latest in Latex bondage: Restraint 
Collar and Cuffs that are reversable 
(meaning you can use them to secure 
the wrists behind the back or to the 

chest, as illustrated on page 61). Add a 
lat ex blindfold and a standard-issue 
Seven Gates of Hell cock and ball 
device and you have a package ready 
for heavy-duty discipline. 



More elaborate restrai nt comes from 
the Pleasure Chest L.A.'s all-leather 
straight-jacket (middle), modeled after 
the authentic item, then outfitted with 
exciting extras. 



INITIATION: Dildos. shaving and fisting as a group of bikers 
initiate a humpy blond. Six 8x10" black and white glossy 
photographic reproductions and hot action narrative. 

H/!"t":'f::ot and Healthy 
J V f/2~me Together ... 

STAWON SOUND 
presents 

Price: $10.00. 

SIZZLING HOT FANTASIES TO 
GET YOU OFF 

5x7" Drawing 
Sets 

Bx10" Story Books 
Limited Edition 

Collections 
.. . and mor 

• DISCIPLINE FROM THE 
MASTER SERGEANT 

•HOT SCENES 
WITH BIKE BUDDIES 

• NAVY GREASE 
and 

• FOUR LETTER WORDS 
ART BY STEPHEN, 

ETIENNE, 
TOM OF FINLAND 

AND OTHERS 

Stallion Sound is 
your total fantasy 

studio with Hot 
Talk Tapes. Hot 
Sex Music and 

Hot Art. 

send for your free 
brochure 

S
:f STALLIONSOUNDPROD 

~ 
Box 436 

S 
Canal Street Station. 
New York. NY 10013 

The Studstore suggests your very own barber' s chair, and 
they' ll ship it to you anywhere. Male Hide Leathers of Chicago 
(below) always has a wealth of leather and stud ideas on hand. 



The ultimate stay-at-home-toy, from Mercury Distributing, a 
stu rdy, soft-but-so li d flesh-colored reminder of daddy's 
equipment. .. 

THE LEATHER CELL 

66 WEST ILLINOIS STREET 
.... --ICAGO, ILLINOIS 60610 

From The Leatherworks of Portland : leat her stocking, studded 
jocks, bar vests and teddy bears, just t he t h ings a good boy 
deserves for Christmas. 

BLACK 
EAT HE 
CAPS 

BIKER STYLE-K1 

"Ask 
For A 
SENTRY CAP 
BY NAME 
At Your 
Local Dealer." 

LEATHER 

SENTRY UNIFORM CAP CO. 
Dealer Inquiries Invited 

104 New Lots Ave . 
BROOKLYN, New York 11212 



GUY TAPES 
GUY2 

NEW TAPES! 

s/M 
NON-S/M 

FANTASY NAL 
INFORMATIO 

send 50¢ for Jist to: 
HATFIELD HOUSE 
P.O. BOX 14128 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94114 

SPECIAL ONE 
HOUR TAPE 

MEN COME 
FIRST 

ONLY $69.00 
PLUS $3.50 SHIPPING 

FEATURING 

GEORGE 
PAYNE 

HUGE NEW 1984 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOG $10.00 

(FREE Catalog with every order) 

0 AMERICAN EXPRESS 0 VISA 0 Beta 0 VHS 

0 MASTERCARD CALIF. RES. ADD6 '12% TAX 
# _______ EXP. DATE _ _ 

NAME ---------

ADDRESS 

CITY ___ STATE __ ZIP __ _ 

SIGNATURE ---------

1 WARRANT THAT I AM OVER 21 Dept. OX 



Leather Bib Overalls wa ist __ inseam @ $259 __ 
Soft Leather Motorcycle Hat S _ M _ L _ @ $69 __ 
Lace Side Leather Brief S _ M _ L _ @ $32 __ 
Leather Jock S _ M _ L _ @ $21 __ 

Name 
Street 

Texas Residents add 6% 
$1 .50 per item Postage & Handling __ 

Total __ 

Signature ----------

City St ___ Zip ------
Phone ( )------------
Visa __ Mastercard __ or American Express # 
Expiration Date ----------



I 
• THE QUALI1Y, THE PURI1Y, THE POWER ARE OBVIOUS FROM THE MOMENT YOU OPEN THE BODLE! 

THERE ARE A LOT OF FINE 
PRODUCTS OUT THERE TO 
CHOOSE FROM. PERHAPS 
YOU HAVE NEVER SEEN A 

BODLE OF DOUBLE EAGLE. 
HERE IS YOUR CHANCE TO 

~''"C'M'S''lll'tfS'-1 ' 
~~KE SUftEYOU"" 

CHANGE ALL THAT. TAKE 
ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL 
INTRODUCTORY PRICE. 
DOUBLE EAGLE WILL BE YOUR 
BRAND FROM NOW ON. 
WORTH THE FEWCENTSMORE! 

r----------------------~ WINGS DISTRIBUTING 
964 Folsom St./San Francisco, CA 941 07 
I'LL TRY IT. RUSH ME_ BOTILES @ $. __ 
ENCLOSED IS MY DCheck DM.O. DVISA DMASTER-
CARD Card No. _________ _ 
M.C. Ben Expiration ____ _ 
Signature __________ _ 

( I certify that I am 21 years.of age) 

NAME ___________ __ 

ADDRESS-----------

CITY STATE____liP ____ _ 

~----------------------~ 



WElL 
PICK IT 
UP IN 

MANIFEST::::::,._ ' 1 
TOO FOR • · 

L---------- FOUR-BITS' ' I 

HOT MAN-TO-MAN CONTACT FOR A COOL 35C A WORD! ,.__,,~..-

can provide a business card, letterhead 
or other printed material on which the 
phone number to be used appears. 
There will be no exceptions. 

WE'LL PICK UP YOUR AD S/M ART GALLERY 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF Experienced art dealer is considering 
possibility of opening a leather·S/M· 
Macho-Fetish art gallery. Interested 
~ainters, sculptors. photographers, 

FOR ONLY 15 A WORD Mo models, etc. submit photos of work, 
¢ RE suggestions, andfeedbacktoBox3772. 

50C A WO D THE FRATERNITY. 
The largest group in the country for 
men into boots, shoes, feet, footwear, 
and all types of clothing. Send $1.00 for 

FO BOT 
NATIONWIDE 

MODELS 
Drummer is looking lot leather/uni
form men willing to modeL {415) 864-
3456. 

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

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 international 
S/M community for an introduction 
Into the life style. Box 3675. 

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 

information to: P.O. Box 786 San Fran
cisco, CA 94101 (2321 Scott #9, S.F ., CA 
94115). 

SERIOUS SLAVE 
Seeks serious master. I'm strong 
enough and man enough to give up con
trol of my mind and body to the man 
who will be my master. Am 36, 5'10", 
150 lbs., black hair (thinning), trim 
beard, brown eyes, gooa body, sexu
ally intense but inexperienced. Know 
what I need and know I can handle it. 
Master is 25-45, intelligent, goodlook
ing and hot enough to mind-luck me to 
my knees and use me. Photo appre
ciated. Bob Mitchell, P.O. Box 9395, 
Scottsdale. AZ 85252. Can travel. 

HAIRCUTTING/SHAVING 
Meet men into crewcuts, USMC high 
and tights, flat-tops, head/body 
shaves. CLIPPERS, Box 5871 , Sta. Mon
ica, Ca. 90405. 

KEY WEST BOUND? 
Big bear makes good guide, hot! tile/ 
raunchy/ wild cuddle. Couples wei
cum. Box 3832. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE! 

I WOULD 
Like to travel in US & Canada in 84. Who 
knows how to do it without spending 
too much money? Am German, 23 and 
no not mind to work to finance the trip, 
Thanks for your help. Reply to Box 
3833. 

ALABAMA 
SOUTHERN HOSPITALITY 

In Mobile, AL. We want to show you 
some Southern Hospitality that General 
Grant never saw. Two Real Men. Both 
36; one blonde/ blue, beard and a hefty 
8" uncut solid log sticking out from his 
6'2" frame; The other6'1 " 170 LB fur ball 
with brown/ brown, equipped with a 
loaded uncut cock. We are looking for 
Southern Men and visitors to the south 
who are into being men and playing 
hard. We've had enough of the southern 
belles at the local bars. If you're fat or 
fern or don't qualify as a real man, don't 
waste our time. If you think you're man 
enough for our brand of hospitality, get 
your shit together and write us a letter 
with a hot photo (returnable) of your
self. Box 3754. 

ALASKA 
HOT BOTTOM 

Hot bottom man into hiking, camping, 
backpacking. Would like to meet hot 
top men for fun in Alaska. I'm 5'10", 172 
lbs. 42, br/ 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 
SLAVE/SON 

Must be obedient and be completely 
dominated by two Hairy master I Dad
dies in 40's. We will give companion
ship & Love in return, No Drugs, Photo, 
to Box 35762. Phoenix, AZ 85069. 

ARKANSAS 
LITTLE ROCK SLAVE 

Get on your knees and write to this 
dominant Master, 6'2", 185 lbs, B'h" 
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 l~tting 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 
DIRTY WHITE BOY 

Available for perverted Pig Dads. Shit, 
piss. crud, amyl, suds. You name It, Sir. 
Box 3310, Santa Clara, CA. 95051 . Photo 
gets same. 

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. 

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 h1gh pain threshhold and a sense 
of adventure, call Don, (415) 864-5566 
or (707) 869-0243 from 10am to Spm 
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? If you've been 
told, "it's too biQ," and you know that it 
IS a whopper, 1f you 're frustrated by 
dudes who can't handle you, then you 
want to meet me. I'm 29, 5'11", 160 lbs., 
ex-porno actor, hunky, gdlky, hot ass, 

An-swering a Drumbeat ad is easy, but the few rules we have are hard and fast. So observe them or else. Seal your letter in a envelope on 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 enJelope if you want the letter returned 
should there be some problem with delivery. Put proper postage on the envelope. Include 25¢ for each letter you want forwarded . Put the whole thing (sealed 
letter and fee) in another envelope addressed to Drummer. Letters not properly prepared will be destroyed. 

fi)\lo)fiD~~lo) 
~w~ LUJ~ AD COPY (Please Print Legibly) 

964 Folsom Street, San Francisco, CA 94107 
Anyone correspond ing with advertisers must comply with all local, 
state and federal laws. No advertising accepted from persons 
under 21 years of age. Alte rnate Publishing will not knowingly 
accept fraudulent, obscene, offensive or questionable advertising. 

Name 

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

City/State/ZiPo-----------------
1 declare that/am over 21 years of age and that the data in my ad is true and 
correct. I understand that no proofs of ad will be supplied to me for approval 
and I waive all claims regarding accurate reproduction due to mistakes or 
techinal failure. I understand that Alternate Publishing is in no way responsi
ble for any trnasactions between myself and any poerson I contact through 
their publications. 

SlgNIIure 

My_ ad is_ words @ 0 35ft DRUMMER 0 50ft both DRUMMER 
& MANIFEST. I am enclosing$ Now, get .busy! 

DRUMMER67 



insatiable appetite. And if you're a 
young, super-hung horny dude, into 
fucking a hot ass with that meat of 
yours, plus any other raunchy action 
(except FF) write with a pic. I'm for real, 
man. J.M., P.O. Box 99688, San Fran
cisco, CA 94109. 

HOT S F COUPLE 
Seeking buddies (1 or more) for mutual 
enjoyment in expanding our experience 
in fucking, light S&M, B&D, WS, toys, 
dildoes, polaroids, playrooms, & fan
tasy scenes. Not into FF, scat, heavy 
pain. Reply with photo to Box 3797. 

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 things around the 
cosmos for us to pick up. Me: WM, 40, 
5'11", 175. You: I hope you have a good 
mind. Box 3441 . 

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-Nordic 
type. Picture is a must. RST, Apt. #2, 437 
29th St., S.F., CA 94131 . 

THREEWAYS 
Two horny leathermen seek third fo r 
hot threeway action. Jake: exclusive 
top w/big ·dick. Dan: very versatile & a 
good bottom. Reply w I photo to Jake & 

an, 584 Castro #246, S.F., CA 94114. 

TALL MELLOW TOP 
Wants an easy going, independan 
Buddy with a healthy hairless body and 
a hot fuckable ass. Photo, letter, and 
phone to Box 3767. 

NEW 

BLOND COCKSUCKER 
Bodybuilder has spit and suction for 
men with good muscles and healthy 
minds. No dick too long. No muscles 
too sweaty. Box 1536. 

MASTER WANTED 
I am a 52 year old slave, am in excellent 
physical condition, 6'5", 185#, full head 
of hair. I have the head space to serve-a 
Master between the ages of 21 and 32 
who is dominant and knows what he 
wants . I am looking for a permanent 
relationship of serving and servicing a 
Master. Am interested in movies, 
theater, reading, sports and a variety 
of other interests. I realize a relation
ship cannot be built in a black room, 
but I am open to the interests and needs 
of the right Master. Limits are set by a 
caring and responsible Master. If you 
are interested, please, Sir, contact me. 
Box 3757. 

S/M ART GALLERY 
Experienced art dealer is considering 
possibility of opening a Leather-S/M
Macho-Fetish art gallery. Interested 
painters, sculptors, photographers, 
models, etc. submit photos of work, 
suggestions, and feedback to Box 3772. 

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 than 
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 
and I'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,hasalotofrope 
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. 

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. 

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 to, please let me 
know. Discretion is important. I am 
friendly, considerate, talented , sincere, 
discret. Steve, P.O. Box 22036, San 
Francisco, CA. 94122. 

HOT COCK + 
I'm 32, 150#, 5'10", hirsute, muscular 
w/br. hair, moust. & beard , tit-ri,lg & 
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 phoio 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 invited- other 
slaves submit respectful letter. Only 
serious replies w/photo will merit this 
experience. Box 3615. 

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 B/0, VI A, boots , gloves, police 

PANDEX FROM JOHN FLOYD 
EROTIC SPANDEX FOR YOUR BONDAGE WARDROBE 

THE LOVESKIN - The Loveskin is one 
piece of material that snugly sheathes the 
head, arms, and upper body torso giving 
you a tight, tingling, sensual bondage 
feeling . Rings at the end of each arm add a 
new dimension to your bondage thrills. 
Price is $50 postpaid. 

LOVEBAG WITH HOOD ................. $65 

THE LOVEBAG W/LOVE HOOD 
Versatile to fit your imagination, this item 
covers the entire torso from the neck to 
the tip of the toes . Metal rings on each item 
allows binding them all together for some 
fantastic bondage fun . Price is $65 

COMBINATION ..... ... . ........... ... . $100 postpaid-cash, check, or money order. LOVESKIN .... . ... . . .. ....... . .......... $50 

PURCHASE BOTH THE LOVEBAG W/LOVE HOOD AND LOVESKIN AND SAVE. COMBINATION PRICE $100 POSTPAID. 
2 WAY STRETCH S IN NY SPANDEX SPECIFY COLOR: BLACK, RED, PURPLE, TURQUOISE, OR WHITE. 

JOHN FLOYD PRODUCTIONS • BOX 5296 NORTH HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA 91616-5296 
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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. 

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

33, WHITE MALE, 180 
Seeks life as dog with leathered master 
owner. Into heavy B&D, punishment Sk 
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'Farrell306, S.F., CA 
94102. (415)775-9120. Relocateable. 

MASTER SEEKS 
Slave for military training POW S&M, 
B&D FF WS pic & ph . no. Boxholder 
51786 San Jose CA 95151. 

BONDAGE PARTNER NEEDED 
For regular playtime-experienced top 
preferred-Bob Smith, 71 Pearl Street, 
SF 94103. 

HOT RAUNCHY PLAYFUL 
W/M, 31 , 5'8", 130, goodlooking & trim , 
pierced tits, hairy chest, moustache 
and stubble beard , works ou t Seeking 
hot raunchy sessions with guys 18-40 
into fucking, sucking , listing, piss, J/0, 
spit, armpits, Crisco, hot wax, l it-play, 
amyl, fun drugs, toys, greasy JOCk
straps, wet briefs, tight faded levi 
501's, ass-play, torn underwea , 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 450, 220 NINTH ST., 
S.F. , CA 94103. Yeah! Hot fun! 

HOT GDLKG W/M 
26 wants a hot man to spread his 
cheeks & sit on my long wet tongue. 
Greg ( 415)673-9201 . 

TRAINING 
Balding , big dicked Daddy , 6'2", 35, will 
take on hot boys 18-30years old,_ who 
need basic mstruct1on or limits 
stretched. TT, CBT, BD, FF,WS, shaving 
and/or just taking a big one. Lots of 
affection, too, if you 're a good boy. 
Apply w!letter & photo, now, to Jake, 
584 Castro #246, S.F. , CA 9411 4 

SAN FRANCISCO: HANDSOME 
Hot, hairy, 34, wide receiver seeks well 
endowed active men for 101 . Have pad 
& toys. Reply P.O. 14065, S.F. , 94114 
with phone# & time. 

SAN JOSE BIKER 33 
Hot, muscled in leather needs disobe
dient son into B/D, VI A, wi ll train 
novice. Box 3851 . 

DADDY WANTED 
By 26 year old Black M. No FF or scat. 
Looking for long term realtionship. 
Must be over 25. Call anytime 415-474-
2034. 

FIND HIM 
IN THE CLASSIFIEDSI 

FISTFUCKERS 
It's not depth but motion that excites 
this hungry hole. Good looking WI M 
wants to play with other hot men who 
know how to use their fleshy paws. 
Write to Daniel at 584 Castro #246, S.F., 
CA 94114. 

RELATIONSHIP WANTED 
I am a 52 year old bearded male, 6'5", 
185 lbs, excellent physical condition. I 
seek a relationship with a younger 
man, preferably 21-32, who enjoys the 
companionship of older men. I don 't 
drink or use heavy drugs. I don't 

believe in slavery, I don't want to "own" 
you. I offer you my experience, matur
ity and love. I hope we can grow 
together. I can play rough , but I can be 
gentle and loving too. I have a broad 
range of interests-movies, sports, 
music, theatre, but am open to your 
interests as well. Sexually, I am very 
versatile and open to mutual explora
tion . If you are honest, stable, 
employed , I would love to hear from 
you. Box 3757. 

VERSATILE WRITER 
Into SM and you name it, seeks man 
under 45 with good body. No JO phone
calls. 861-3183. 

TATTOOED DADDY 
Firm, young, 40, wants pies and letters 
for J/0 from punks, excons, cops, and 
other daddies. Box 3847. 

SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

ITCHING FOR A FIGHT 
Looking for studs who are into heavy 
pro-style boxing, loughman contests, 
serious fistfights or bruising bare
knucks brawls to a KO finish. Send 
challenge and photo to Box 3834. 

SAN DIEGO TOP 
6'3"- 40- 190 into all scenes- com
plete game room- BID 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 shoulders, chest, and back; plia
ble beer 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. 

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. 

ANY REAL ACTION 
From dudes who know what the hell 
they can, and will put out and take. 
Really know about MIS, BID, 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 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. 

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. 

For the best sex in the west! 

(2l3) 484-b495 
MasterCard, VISA andl AMEX 
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EXPERIENCED KENNEL MAS'rER 
Seeks raw human animal for trai 1ing. 
Object: obedience loyalty development. 
Will consider all breeds from street 
mutt to pedigreed hunk. Must have 
strong healthy constitution, spiril: 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; c~liefly, 
house security and companionship. 
Your opportunities limited only b~· your 
will. The San Diego area will be tlome. 
Keep in mind that the best animals have 
good intuition; so follow your instincts. 
Submit photo address and phonll. Box 
3581 . 

SLAVE DANNY 
Will submit to bondage, tortures , shav
ing, whipping, piercing of arm pits & 
tits. For parties, photos, groups or one 
Master. (213)846-9486 

WANTED 
LEATHER BIKE MASTER 

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

WANTED: 
Healthy male slave, any race, 21 -35, 
must be willingly disposed to tol'al ser
vice, in any and all means, without rea
son or question. This property will be 
personally owned by a Master dEJmand
lng His slave's whole mind and body in 

a fully subservient existence, dedi
cated to its Master and His life style 
Send appropriate application· humbly 
to: Master Conrad. P.O. Box #938, 29 
Palms, Calif. 92277. include a complete 
mailing address and telephone 
number. BE READY TO RELOCATE 
IMMEDIATELY if acceptable. 

IF HE'S NOT HERE 
HE'S NOT AVAILABLE! 
BLACK MUSCLEMAN TOP 

Wanted by blond bodybuilder, into: 
bondage, leather, CBT, Shaving, 
vacuum. Total service. Am hardwork
Ing, stab le . professional, building 
gameroom and gym. Have much physi
cal & mental potential. 1st ad, serious 
only pis . Photos retrnd. #245 8306 Wil
shire Blvd. Beverly Hills Ca. 90211. 

S/M ART GALLERY 
Experienced art dealer is considering 
possibility of opening a Leather-S/M
Macho-Fetish art gallery. Interested 
pamters, sculptors, photographers, 
models, etc. submit photos of work, 
suggestions, and feedback to Box 3772. 

SADIST WANTED 
By masochist for expanding my limits 
in all scenes. No drugs or shaving. 
Available weekends. Box 3656. 

BLACK SADIST WANTED 
To torture my white body as he wishes. 
Box 3777. 

LEATHER DISCIPLINE 
Hot, hndsm w/m 40 6'1" 190# Sadistic, 
Experienced and widely respected 
seeks unfullfilled muscular maso
chists. OBJECT: Enlargmg the S&M 
spectrum buy satisfying mutual needs. 
Rawhide and steel will restrain your 
power while whips, wax and weights 
stimulate your endurance. If you're 

ready to work up a sweat on your 
naked flesh and strain your muscles to 
reach new horizons, contact Frank 
Albright, Box 84085, San Diego, CA., 
92138 or call619-260-8196 (after 11 pm). 

PIERCED, TATTOOED 
LA TOP 

Bearded, 6', 155#, w/m, mid-40's, look
ing for LIL, boot-lickin', piss-drinkin', 
grease/ oil-lovin', bondage slave to 
shave. Must be willing to expand limits 
on piercings, tattoos, C/B/T IT, W /S, 
shaving and bondage. Am responsible 
but demanding. Exhibitionistic punks, 
ok.. Photo/ phone replies answered 
first. Box 3741. 

PROFESSIONAL 
BEHAVIORAL TRAINER 

With extensive experience as a topman 
offers S/M counseling , training, 
instruction, and experience. Mental 
and/ or physical. Write Box 3692. 

NOVICE SLAVE SEEKS MASTER 
38, 6', 185, dk brn/brn, goodlooking, 
good body except soft middle, looking 
for a dominant top/master to serve/s
ervice. Into lite BD, W/S, VA, and 
expanding my limits with the right 
man. No pain. Please write to LF, PO 
Box 351011, LA., CA 90035 as I am wait
ing to serve and service you. 

BONDAGE TOP WANTED 
For inventive, heavy bondage; disci
pline and service. Interested in serious 
tops who want more, their way. Into 
leather/uniforms and intense scenes. 
Sucessful and together, 30, 160#, 6', 
G/W /M. Travel. P.O. Box 29444, Los 
Angeles, CA 90029. 

LOOKING FOR A FIGHT 
Boxing, loughman contest, stripped to 
the waist, levis, boots, bareknucks fist-

fight to a KO finish. If you're ··into a 
sweaty, bloody, bruising brawl send 
photo and challenge to Box 3849. 
SHORT BLONDS, BIG REDHEADS 
Two withy Masters seek 2-3 hrdwrking 
slavemen with steel balls, 20-25, tough 
scrappy dudes into BB, wrest., karate, 
gymnastics, etc. Will sponsor competi
tion material. Absolutely hlth minded. 
No dopers, drunks, smoking, bullshit or 
damage. Age, looks, cocksize unimpor
tant. Seek obedience, loyalty, disci
pline with "Yes, Sir!" attitude, capacity 
for correction, punishment, having 
balls whipped, butt paddled. Do it right 
or do it over. Not looking for 2nd best. 
You will wear collar and leash with 
pride, eat from dog bowl with gratti
tude along with our 3 dogs. If familiar 
with white line brigs, you have an idea 
of the obedience and discipline we look 
for. Your strngth, brawn, mind and 
intelligence will be totally committed to 
our exclusive benefit, comfort and 
pleasure. We're looking for slavemen 
who work & sweat hard for their Mas
ters, will spitshine Masters' boots, take 
pride in doing it well. I require thirsty 
slaves who can relieve me of 3 AM piss. 
No nellies, assholes, game-players, 
nonsense, preferably no family. This is 
permanent, the real stuff. You will have 
your butt in gym every day, train in 
martial arts, perform strength and 
endurance routines for your Masters 
and their friends, will be pierced and 
tattooed. Duties will be house slave, 
personal attend., run Owners various 
bus. entrprses. We like washboard abs, 
gigantic forearms, hvy vascularity. 
You will be GP, FA; will help design your 
own leather and steel gear. Limits 
entirely up to us, but no scat or FF. If 
you dig motorcycles, great. I'm partial 

The M;~GNIFICENT ART OF JOE JOHNSON 

Closeout! 24 95 
BEAUTIFULLY REPRIODUCED IN AN UNBOUND PORTFOLIO OF NINE 11%" x 17%" OFFSET LITHOGRAPHS READY FOR FRAMING. 
These were the last original Joe Johnson prints and are catalogued 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. 
STUDSTORE TM 960 FOLSOM STREET SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 
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to redheads, my lover likes blonds, not 
required. I like em tall, my lover short. 
Brd & moust. desirable. If apeman 
hairy, you 're practically home free, 
also not required, if you are good it 
makes no difference. Desire some 
bckgrnd/intrst in cooking, carpentry, 
gardening. Vegetarian oriented. Must 
be able to get driver's license and pass
port. We travel, need driver, bag 
handler, etc. If you think you're in tlul 
ballpark , let ' s talk . Pho t os. 
Remember-no limits, no excuses. 
Your attitude is everything. If you're 
good, we have !attitude. Now read this 
again, very carefully. Box 3846. 

YOUR FANTASIES 
BECOME REALITIES 

IN THE CLASSIFIEDSI 

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 advert isers 
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 
HOUSEBOY SLAVE SON 

Under 30 wanted by older experienced 
sane leatherman who will help you 
achieve scholastic, career, health, 
physical & leather goals. Mike P.O. Box 
18876 Denver, CO 80218. 

DISTRICT OF 
COLUMBIA 

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. Write 
P.O. Box 30651 , Bethesda, MD 20814-
0651 . 

FLORIDA 
WOODSHED DISCIPLINE 

Young, goodlooking Dad, 27, gives hot 
bare bottom spankings to naughty 
boys. No Greek. Photo a must. Box 
3539, St. Petersburg, FL 33731 . 

FT. LAUDERDALE 
Masculine, attractive top with firm but 
gentle style seeks partners for "train
ing" in heavy bondage + light S + M. 
Limits respected. Discretion required 
and assured. Applicant will include 
photo and phone in application letter 
(or cassette) . Jake Leonard, Box 
130051, 2260 NW 68th Ave, Sunrise, FL 
33313. 

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 & dam, 
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 I more info & specs, my 
pies, Plan me your area/ you visit 
S.Fia. Mr. Sir, Box 11816, Ft. Laud ., 
Fla.33339. 

SUBMISSIVE WHITE MALE 
26, looking for mature dominant daddy, 
into teaching me how to serve you. 
Bondage, light S&M no F.F. or SCAT. 
Hairy chest & or beard a plus. Box 3841 . 

GEORGIA 
SOUTHERN GENTLMAN 

Late-30's, goodlooking, straight appea
rance/manner. 5'11 ", medium build, 
shaved balls/ asshole, seeks masculi
ne/straight Southern Gentleman 
Daddy, 40-50, for mutual affection, 
some discipline/humiliation, cock/bal
ls/asshole/piss worship, occasional 
listing and other creative sex. Daddy 
must be Southern native. Relationship 
possible. Joey, Box 3037, Atlanta, Ga. 
30357. 

HOT, HORNY WHITE MALE 
Versatile (Top or bottom) seeks others 
into fucking, listing, rimming, sucking, 
dildoes, S&M, W IS, 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. 

ILLINOIS 
UNTAMED NOVICE SLAVE 

Seeks hot, masculine, hung, built , 
tough, mean, sadistic/sane master. 

lTLliTl'S 
STUBBY BUGIS 
&Bill 
TEllS 
TillS 
DRILL I•& 
COMP.&•t 
VIRGINIA & HIGHLAND ATLANTA 872-8685 

Leather/Police Gear. White (especially 
dark, hairy, foreign born, Greek, Ital
ian, Mediterranean)/or Latin 21-35. 
Possible long term relationship. I'm 
Black, 27, tall , hot, handsome, hung, 
built. Think you can tame/train/ own 
me sir? Using moderate S&M, leather 
toys, B&D, W/S, intense VA/humilia
tion/ degradation, spanking/whip
ping, mind control, etc. I respectfully 
request your interrogation/ demands/ 
orders s1r! B.J. (219)883-3502 evenings 
10-12. No listing, piercing, shaving, 
heavy pain, physical damage. Smoke/ 
alcohol/ poppers O.K. 

YOUNG MASTER 
Very goodlooking, wm, 28, 6'0, 160 lbs, 
blonde/blue, cleanshaven, well hung. 
Seeks slim or skinny wm slavedog 18-
30 for naked servitude and ownership. 
Permanent ownership desired. SM, BD, 
WS, VA , humiliation, shaving, toilet 
training, mild scat. Serious replies 
only. Send detailed application listing 
all measurements and experience, and 
nude photo. Box 3835. 

W/M, 36, 5'5", 175 LB 
Assumes either role. Into serious 
outdoor-wilderness s/ m, B/ D, suspen
tion scenes. P.O. Box 30288, Chicago, 
IL 60630-0288. 

INDIANA 
SKINNY BLACK MASTER 

32, seeks slave/dog 18-35 who will 
drink my piss and take my hot cock up 
his boy-cunt. For application send 
photo and info to P.O. Box 122, Terre 
Haute, IN 47808. 

SLIM, BLACK, MASTER 
33, seeks w I m slaves to 30 for total 
service to his hot cock and ass. Novi
ces trained if necessary. Permanent 
relationship desired. Your limits will be 
respected and expanded. Letters with 

nude photo/ phone answered first. Box 
122, Terre Haute, IN 47808. 

IOWA 
MIDWEST ACTION 

Hunky, Handsome, Kinky, 33, 5'9'12", 
175, w/m wants uninhibited hot men 
who enjoy top, bottom or mutual play. 
Can get into nearly anything: fantasy, 
bondage, humliliation, rimming , 
leather, rubber, w Is, socks, boots, out
door I barnyard plus more- or just 
glain touching, holding sincere sex. 

iscrete professional looking for good 
times and honest friends, can travel. 
Photo if possible; will return Confiden
tiality assured. Box 128, Des Moines, 
Iowa 50301 . 

MARYLAND 
MIND GAMES 

WM, 32, 6'3", with rigid bondage, rack, 
& fetters fantasies ready for POW, sen
sory deprivation, & endurance tests. 
Take me away. Box 3843. 

MASSACHUSETTS 
ARROGANT WRITER 

Strictly top 33 w bald moustache ff ws 
tt right bottom man. Box 3799. 

STTHOMAS, US VIRGIN ISL. 
Hot looking tops or young bottoms 
looking for kinky scene Nov & May 
write GPO Box 11202, StThomas, US 
Virgin lslnds, Area 00801. Give your 
details, photo/ returnable and require
ments get mine, local scene info and 
maybe place to stay. 

INTERESTED IN MEETING 
TEACHER OR FELLOW STUDENT 
Of B/D, Rubber, Rope, wool socks and 
other wool clothing. I am novice to 
some- virgin to others. Into leather but 
not pain. P.O. Box 1458, Boston, MA 
02117. 

Ferr.ari Publications 
P.O. Box 35575, Phoenix, AZ 85069 (602) 863-2408 
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MISSOURI 
MILITARY TRAINING 

3 Military Drill instructors will adminis
ter discipine, physical training, ce ll 
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
ces available. Address Serious Inquir
ies to: Training Center Information, P.O. 
Box 672, Bridgeton, MO 63044. All rep
lies answered. (314-867-7233) 

NEW JERSEY 
MASTER SEEKS SLAVE 

Wanted-one on one Master/Slave 
relationship. Tired of weekends only. 
Master is W/MM, 45, 190 lbs. , 6'2", 
hairy, straight acting and appearing no 
nonsense type; but can be gentle and 
understanding. You should be between 
25 and 35, know how to behave and 
want to serve a Master on a one to one 
basis. Muscular or swimmers body 
that enjoys a work-up plus. No drugs. 
Final go-around tor me. If you are 
thinking about this type of relationship 
now is the time to act, so write. Box 291 . 

NEW YORK 
MASCULINE LEATHER HOLE 

Very handsome Leo BB, 26, 6'6", 205#, 
blond, smooth . Big hungry butt, throat 
tor 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. 
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through trust & respect , not violence 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 8/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)67~-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 their 
capability to absorb both unlimited 
verbal & physical abuse. Having worn 
both the green of the army, as well as 
the blue of the navy, will obviously give 
preference to former members of the 
military and/or married 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, (pref) 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. 

SPITOON BOOTWIPE URINAL 
Droolin9 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 is 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, 57", 140 lbs, brown hair and 
brown eyes, submissive bottom man, 
into most scenes except heavy pain, 
scat and F I 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 I 
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. 

The Hot Line 
revolutionizes the 
telephone fantasy 
business! 

All telephone fantasy 
services operate the 
same way. You call in at 
your own expense. The 
fantasy man of your 
choice calls you back 
collect - billing you at 
the most expensive rate 
the telephone company 
demands. No matter 
which service you 
choose, you can expect 
to pay an additional $ 1 0 
to $35 per call in Long 
distance fees! 

We at The Hot Line 
tAink that's too much. 
So we have set up a 
free 800 number. Now, 
you can call The Hot 
Line FOR FREE and 
place your order. More 
importantly, we now 
offer FREE LONG 
DISTANCE CALL
BACKS. Now you can 
call from anywhere in 
America and enjoy The 
Hot Line FOR ONE 
LOW PRICE. 

Now you don't have 
to call a lesser service 
to avoid long distance 
charges. You can enjoy 
the best telephone 
fantasy service and pay 
less for it than you 
would calling a service 
closer to home. No 
matter how Low-priced 
another service is, when 
you add in the telephone 
costs, you will find that 
no service in the country 
is cheaper than The 
New Hot Line. So why 
call anyone else? Now 
you can call the best 
and save money too!! 



Free Long Distance Call-Backs! 
A Nationwide BOO Number! 

THE 
OT LINE 

The BEST 
Telephone Fantasy Service in the Business 

CALL 

1(800)621-2821 
In California, CALL 

1(213)650-8079 
Owned and Operated by Gays 

Open 24 Hours 

Use Any 
Major 

Credit Card 
OR 

Send check or 
money order to: 

THE HOT LINE 
256 S. Robertson 

Beverly Hills, 
CA 90211 



WINGS DISTRIBUTING 
964 FOLSOM/SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

D Gotto try LUBE. Send me __ D 4 oz. D 16 oz. 
jars of D Natural D Hot D Ultra immediate
ly. I have added a buck for shipping. 

NAME ________________________ __ 

ADDRESS ----------------------
CITY, STATE, ZIP------------------
Enclosed isS or you can charge it to my 
D VISA D MASTERCARD no. Exp._ 
Signature ______________________ _ 



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 ol your fanta
sies. Box 3564. 

CLASSY B&D 
NYC/WORLDWIDE 

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

NYC MASTER AND SLAVE 
We're both in our 30's, over 6' , blonde, 
muscular and attractive. Aspirant 
slaves who are under 35, muscular and 
attractive are invited to submit a 
request for consideration as a slave 
trainee. Successful applicant will be 
taught obedience, obeisance and endu
rance. Send photo (required) with 
resume. Box 673. 

:ED 

S/M ART GALLERY 
Experienced art dealer is considering 
possibility of opening a Leather-SIM· 
Macho-Fetish art gallery. Interested 
painters, sculptors, photographers, 
models, etc. submit photos of work, 
suggestions, and feedback to Box 3772. 

BEND AND SPANKFUCK 
This health concious body beautiful 
bisexual, smooth, full, hard, white 
novices' buttocks, 5'10", 40 ch, 30w, 
suntan. Definely muscled 21-40 ONLY. 
Any race. Photograph, telephone # 
please. Box 6029, F.D.R. NYC 10150. 

UP STATE 
Rebellious, tall, slim, bl/bl eyed travel
ling salesman requires masculine, 
dominant master to expand my limits. 
If you're hot, clean, mean, and 25-351'm 
yours. P.O. Box 354, Cheektowaga, NY 
14225. 

SEX SLAVE AVAILABLE 
Handsome novice, 30, br/br., bearded 
6'1", 155 tbs., athletic build-seeks to 
be bound, shaved, lucked and abused 
by demanding yet level-headed Master. 
Will answer all. Box 3836. 

YOU ARE TRIM 
WHITE AND HEAL THY 

You don't answer ads but, you will 
answer now because you won't pass 
rare chance to service, worship and 
please this hard-fucking, big, strong 
black Master 6'1 'h'' 205# 45. Letter, 
phone and revealing photo(s). Box 
3837. 

THE BEST ACTION 
IN TOWN! 

$6995 
JOE GAGE 

TOBY ROSS 
WAKEFIELD POOLE 

J. BRIAN 
STEVE SCOTT 
TONY PRINCE 

OVER 300 TITLES TO 
CHOOSE FROM ... 

~A 2015 Pontius Avenue, Dept DR·12, Los Angeles, CA 90025 
V\:::>LA::t. LABs 1Nc (213) 478·3083- Call Toll Free 1·800·421 ·2386 

Name 

Address ------------------------------------------
City----------- State __ Zip 

Visa/MC # ---------------------- Exp. 
0 Please send my full color catalog of the hottest 

films on video, enclosed is $3.00 (Free with purchase) 
0 Please send me: 

0 Beta 0 VHS Personal checks 
allow 4·8 weeks 

CA 6'h'lb Tax 

$2.50 Shipping Per Tape 

Total Enclosed 
Signature I hereby certify that I am over 21 years of age. 

THE HOT ONES! 
In sizzling color 
and all hard action! 

JEFF NOLL'S BUDDIES 

, 
~~ 

Jeff Noll's Buddies know just what it takes to 
turn each other on, again and again and again ... 
Every throbbing inch is wet, hard and in 
complete color ... 

$1500 

TOPS & THROBBERS 
Tops & Throbbers brings two of the biggest 
(where it counts!) new superstars fogether: Steve 
York and Kip Knoll, along with other hot and 
willing young studs. Completely in color, 
completely hard and throbbing ... 

$1500 
-----------------------
STUDSTORE 
960 FOLSOM 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

I'm ready (I'm also over 21 years of age), send me: 
o Jeff Noll 's Buddies $15. 
o Tops & Throbbers $15. 
(Add $1 postage/handling) 

Name -------------------------------
Address ----------------------------------

City------------------

State/Zip-----------------

ORUMMER75 



/ , 'II I 1:-1,' There is no such thing as an old issue of 
COMPliTI YOUR ·COlliCTION IHill YOU CAN! 

' 

6 issues For 

SIX PACK SALE 815 __________________ .............,.___________ except n3.6.7 and8 

BAKERS DOZEN 825 
DRUMMER 76 except n3.6.7 and 8 



Send me: 
0 Best & Worst $6.50 0 issues 3,8/$10 0 issues 6,7/$6. 
0 Six Pack (Circle six issues befow) $25.00 • $2 postage 

0 Baker's Dozen (Circle thirteen issues below) $25.00 • $4 postage 

0 Single issues (list numbers here) $3.50 ea 
I want to subscribe to DRUMMER: 

0 $40, 12 issues 
0 $55, First Class or Canada 
0 $80, Foreign Air Mail 

ISSUES AVAILABLE: 

5 6 7 9 10 11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 

21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 31 32 

33 34 35 36 37 38 39 40 41 42 43 44 

45 46 47 48 50 51 52 53 54 55 56 57 

58 59 60 61 62 63 64 65 66 67 68 

NAME ------------------

ADDRESS __________________________ _ 

CITY 

STATE/ZIP _____________________________ ___ 

Signature ----------you must be over 21 

Charge to my D VISA D MASTERCARD exp,ation date __ _ 
# _____________________________________ _ 

Canadian and Foreign prices: 

I 

Canadian prices: Add $1 .00 per 1tem ordered. S1x Pack is $20.00, Baker's Dozen IS 

$30.00. Items sent First Class only. 
Foreign prices: Add $1.00 to Canadian prices. Items sent A If Mail Only. Six Pack is 
$25.00, Baker's Dozen IS $35.00. 

ALTERNATE PUBLISHING 964 FOLSOM ST. SAN FRANCISCO CA 94107 



sAD soY co~~~ 

by JOHN PRESTON 
Penthouse called it one of the top ten SM novels of all 
time. We agree. There never has been a love story like 
this one, ripped from the lives of real leatherman and 
the young men who quest after them . Completely re
edited and with a surprising new epilogue from Mr. 
Benson himself, even if you 've read Mr. Benson when it 
was serialized in the pages of Drummer, you've never 
really read it until now. Trade paperback, 

]95 

HI AINT HIAVY,HI'S MY LDVIR 
by CARLO CARLUCCI 
You'll laugh, you'll cry, you'll blush with embarrass
ment as you experience Carlo Carlucci 's satiric and 
right-on-target humor in Alternate Publishing 's first 
book of cartoons. Carlo, as he is known to Drummer 
and Advocate readers, takes us on a relentlessly witty 
excursion through the first years of his coming out, the 
people around him, and-the real highlight of the 
book-right through The War Between The Sissies 
and The Machos. The perfect gay Christmas gift! 
Trade paperback, 

by MASON POWELL 
The new SM masterpiece, the finest exploration of 
total domination and total submission since The Story 
of 0; destined to become the most talked-about first 
novel of the decade. A stunning psychosexual portrait 
that will leave you a sniveling mass, writhing on the 
floor. An articulate and devastating journey that will be 
impossible to forget. Trade paperback, November, 

r••••••••••••••····---------
ALTERNATE PUBLISHING 
964 FOLSOM STREET, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

BAD B~OY C:OMIX Please send me _ Mr. Benson (7.95) , _He Ain't Heavy 
(5.95) , _The Brig (8.95) , Bad Boy Comix (2.25) . Add .50 
postage and handling per title. California residents add 61f.!% 
sales tax. We are pleased to offer you the first issue of the most 

irreverent gay comic book to date: Bad Boy Comix 
Issue One explicitly tackles Puerto Rican street gangs, 
Fathers and Sons, Highway Bandit·s·, Dildos, Fuckome
ters, Mermen, Carniv t Sides.hQW , and just about 
every sleazy sex .. ot nown to man. 32 pages, color 
cover, instant cla~s:$•=:·cti.t ~--------

Enclosed: $ __ Charge my 0 VISA 0 MASTERCARD 
CARD No. Exp. Date ----
Signature -------- --- ------

Name 
Address 

City -------- ------ - - -
State/Zip -----------------



JAPANESE MASTER 
37 57" 135 wants ex. WM. house slave 
with FF age to 35. Start new life in NYC. 
Good body slave mind. Important no 
pain scat. Photo letter phone to Box 
160, 132 W 24 St. NYC 10011 . 1 

BKL YN GWM, 46, 5'9", 155 UJS 
Brn/Biu, good body . Prefer bottom, but 
versatile. Into toys, F.F. , T T., B/DI CBT. 
Lt. SM . Limits need expanded. Photo/ 
phone gets mine. Box 3839. 

FILL ME WITH ENEMAS 
That can 't leak. hot wax on my muscu
lar body and cock, hot male tits to stim
ulate, watch me twitch and moan. 
W/M , 37, 5'10", 150, 7 inches. Medical 
experiments and perverse atmosphere 
A+. Box 3844. 

EXHIBITIONIST 
Likes to do things in your house in the 
nude (cleaning, car washing , servmg 
meals) . You are the boss. Slim beautiful 
defined body, very hung, smooth round 
ass. Box 3848. 

DOMINANT MASTER 
W/M , 6' , 182, seeks M that knows what 
its about, light to heavy respectful of 
limits. Photo and letter telling about 
yourself. Rochester area. Box 3850. 

DADDY PIG 
Muscled, 50, 6', 180, hairy-chested, 
uncut, wants to oink for sadistic son, 
another daddy or a tough granddaddy. 
Piss on me, sit on my face, tuck me. 
paddle me, slap me. make me squeal, 
twist my tits, spit on me, feed me cock, 
use and verbally abuse me. No FF or 
scat. Also like role-switching session 
with other pigs. Let's oink together. 
This is the year of the Pig. Box 3600. 

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 
SLAVE NEEDS TRAINING 

W /M needed for undisciplined slave 
who responds well to strap, enemas 
and other punishments - short or long 
term. Box 3778. 

RANCH/RODEO COWBOY 
24, W/M Cowboy, 150. 5'9", needs 
another Cowboy for leather action. Brn, 
Blue eyed Cowboy into all Cowboy gear 
includmg 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 . 

SPEC\AU 

ORDER BOlH BOOKS 
AND SAVE! 

Orders placed before 
December 31st for 

both The Adventures 
of Drum and The . 

Erotic Art of Bill ward 
are available a~ the 

special combined 
price of 

995 

THE ADVENTURES OF DRUM 
An awesome collect ion by England's master erotic 
illustrator, Bill Ward's The Adventures of Drum . .. 

Explosive new drawings never before seen com
bined with the hottest adventures of the most fam
ous character in leatherdom ... 

You'll spend hours and hours pouring over each 
panel and each episode of Drum, probably holding 
the book firmly in one hand... 495 

THE EROTIC ART OF BILL WARD 
There are still a few cherry copies left of the first look 
at the erotic world of Bill Ward, which includes some 
of the earliest Drum adventures as well as his original 
Beau series and much more. . . 

600 While they last ... 

OHIO 
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 tuck 'ti ll it 
all tastes and smells the same. Your 
photo gets mine. P.O. Box 41326 Cinti., 
Ohio 45241. 

IN SEARCH OF 
OLDER MEN? 

LOOK RIGHT HEREI 

TIT PLAY/TORTURE 
W/M , 42, 6', 160 lbs., beard ; seeks oth
ers into pees, nipples. and tits, espe
cially muscular and leather. No wimps. 
P.O. Box 22028, Cleveland, Ohio , 44122. 

OKLAHOMA 
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. 

HORNY 
Needs well hung 8" Master. Has beard, 
moustache. 6'5", 240 lbs. Master 
between 20-45 uncut or cut. In to fuck
ing and sucking, likes poppers, tight
asses, likes hairy bodies. Love to have 
a uncut sausage and thick to suck and 
get tucked . Photos appreciated. Box 
3798. 

YOUR FANTASIES 
BECOME REALITIES 

IN THE CLASSIFIEDSI 

LEATHER 
2 Hot young Leathermen, want to make 
it with another Hot Leatherman. Let's 
get together for some hot 3-way 
LEATHER SEX. Photo in LEATHER gets 
OURS. Write: P.O. Box 5805, Norman, 
OK 73070. 

YOU CAN NOW LIST 
YOUR PHONE NUMBER 

$1 VERIFICATION 

OREGON 
DOMINATE MALE 

6', 175#, seeks trim, w/m for BiD, S/M. 
Interest important, not experience. 
Photo. Box 3842. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
REAL MASTER 

Needed for heavy bondage, total con
trol, Weekend Confinement, and Disci
pline. 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. 

HOT TOUGH YOUNG M 
6'2", 170 lbs , 27 yrs, 8'12", 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. 

MAN WITH HOT MOUTH 
Wants to hear from gay and b1-sex. 
males for sex. 21 to 50. Call (215) 831-
1594 AFTER 6 p.m. James. 

r 'AuE'RN"ArE PUi~s'H1"NG'-------------
964 FOLSOM STREET, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

0 I want to expand my mind, send me the all new Adven
tures of Drum. 0 Send me The Erotic Art of Bill Ward. 
0 I want them both, send me the combo (order must be 
postmarked before Dec 31st!) for $9.95. 
Add .50 postage/handling. Calif residents add 6Y2% sales 
tax. 

Name 

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

City-----------------

State/Zip ----------------

Charge to my OVISA OMASTERCARD Exp. Date __ _ 
Card No. ________________ _ 

Signature 



THI PH NOIINON GROWS ... 
I 

\\From the earliest that I can 
remember, I have always had a 
hard-on for my father. The very first 
erection that I can remember was 
while he was playing pony with 
me ... II 

DRUMMER DADDIES 
The Search for Older Men begins! It started in 
Drummer, when we put out a call for Daddies and 
their sons to share their personal case histories-and 
did they ever! Pretty soon it was clear that we'd 
discovered a genuine sensation, and the pheno
menon grew too big for even DRUMMER to contain 
it-and DRUMMER DADDIES was born! 

This special Six Dollar/No Advertising edition fea
tures a score of sizzling true-life case histories (where 
Daddies and sons lay ito the line), training tips, hot 
fiction, and much, much more! Packed with photos 
and artwork, including a very special "Daddy Art 
Portfolio," where over a dozen masters (including 
Tom of Finland, Rex, Etienne and Bill Ward) show their 
visions of the Daddy Phenomenon! The first 
DRUMMER DADDIES is already a classic! $6 

DRUMMERBO 

DRUMMER DADDIES 2 
The Search for Older Men reaches fever p itch in 
DRUMMER DADDIES 2, the only possible follow-up to 
the first DRUMMER DADDIES! We explore the pheno
menon in greater depth than ever before-new 
case histories, new fiction, new photography, and 
exclusive new artwork, including stunning never
before-seen masterworks by Olaf and Rex! 

Like its predecessor, DRUMMER DADDIES 2 is cover
to-cover excitement with no advertising. Daddies 
demand it! Good sons deserve it! This is the man-to
man breakthrough of the '80s- don't miss it! $

6 
r------------------------------------------~ 

ALTERNATE PUBLISHING 
964 FOLSOM STREET/SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107 

I'm joining the Search for Older Men! Send me: 
0 DRUMMER DADDIES ($6) 0 DRUMMER DADDIES 2 ($6) 

Add .50 postage and handling per copy. 
California residents add 61-'2% sales tax. 

Enclosed: __ Charge my o VISA o MASTERCARD 

Card no. __________ Expires _ _ 

Name 

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

City-- ------- ------

State/Zip ------ --- - ----

Signature 
(I am over 21) 

~-------------~----------------------------



TENNESSEE built, handsome, hopefully uncut & chested, baby faced and prefer slave FOREIGN MAIL cigar smoker for love, hot sex, atten- younger than master. Slave should be 
LEAN, INTENSE, SENSUAL tion. Son likes to be lucked, W /S. C/B, totally obedient & ready for B&D, TT When answering foreign ads with 

Bi-sex man is interested in locating needs toilet training, tits. Daddy, CB/T; & whippin~s . Upper half nude box numbers, remember to Include 
another natural man who realizes his please send letter with photo and your picture requeste , nude picture ~re- the correct amount of overseas air-
need for a buddy who knows the honest worn jock. Your response gets same. ferred. Master is level headed. ox mall postage. Current rates are 40¢ 
gut-pleasure-through trust-of dis- JDD, PO Box 191122, Dallas, TX 75219. 3607. per 'h ounce. Letters without correct 
covering and sharing the touch, smell, 

I AUSTIN-32 YEAR OLD TWO KINK MEN postage will be destroyed. 
taste and sound only a man comforta-

Br~/brn. 6'3", 185 lbs., open minded. Into FF, WS, B&D, piercing and espe- AUSTRALIA ble with himself can provide. The 
energy I want to share is so basic and le ther Novice, light drugs OK. Seeks cially equestrian barnyard activities. 

MELBOURNE 
honest. it seems few "gays" know it similar for learning, growing, careing. Looking for men with similar interest. 

Knbw anybody here? Dominating, No Blks, Fats, Ferns. Box 3831. Can travel. Write with photo Pat & Ed, exists. Long, slow, mind-n-soul fuckin' P.O. Box 1366, Milwaukee, WI 532.01. raunchy . macho topmen in leather, 
is where it all begins. If you, too, need a VIRGINIA levi 's and jockstraps wanted for kinky 
man who'll openly and proudly share 

BLONDE, BLUE-EYED YOUR AD GETS RESUL TSI times with a submissive bottom 45, 6'3" 
what he knows and has, r,ou mab have and 190 lbs who is into bondage, ws, tit, 
found your partner! I'm 6 t .. 150 I s., 43 VIRGINIA FARMER 

CANADA ass and c&b play. Box 3332. 
yrs., greying black hair, beard , and In good shape (5'10", 150 lbs) wants to 
moustache; with a natural, uncut dick share bikes. leather, bondage & affec- BOTTOM, 37, 5'9", 160 LBS. BRAZIL 
that'll hang a heavy 7 inches for the tion w/ soul brother. Box 3 85. Bearded , mustache likes to submit to LATE 20's, 135#, 5'8'12" 
buddy that talks to 11 right. Dig sweat, WASHINGTON big and strong dominant masters. Into Blond, swimmer's body in Southern 
hair, holes. nipples. foreskin, lo- humiliation, verbal abuse. bodywor- Brazil into CB , BD. WS, etc. Like to meet 
swingin' balls. and other natural LEATHER SON SLAVE ship, armpits, tits. CB, feet, rimming, anyone passin9 through or exchange 
delights. If you're interested and got the Seeks leather Daddy into leather, uni- WS, bondage, shaving, some SM. fan- hot letters, stones, jocks, etc. Box 3826. 
balls to talk straight, shoot a no bull- forms, boots, SM. CBTA Torture and tasies. Lim1ts to be respected but can 

GERMANY shit note my way. Travel is possible. taking care of Daddy. I'm WM, 35, 6", be carefully expanded. Willing to try 
Box 0061. 170#, bearded bodJbuilder. Rewarded new experiences. Loves to cuddle in LIMITLESS DIRTSCENES 

TEXAS with friendship an cuddling would be between games. No FF or scat. Letters Wanted by experienced male 42, 5'11", 
nice. Send letter with photo to Box with photo get priority. Box 3770. 160, looking lor pigs into mutual and 

SLAVE(S) SON? LOVER? 3487. CIGAR SMOKING top. Tit work, piss, snot, scat, puke. 
Dominant, versatile, educated profes-

WISCONSIN LEATHER BIKER enemas, sweat. beer and trips. Also 
sional, w/m 47, 5'11", 175# accepting Foul-mouthed, hairy, bearded, 35, 5'8", have a lot of rubber and leather gear. 
applications. You must be mature, · INTELLIGENT MEN 150 lbs, wears full leather seeks con- Like oil , mud, grease, catheter, foot and 
masculine, well-proportioned , willing MILWAUKEE/RACINE AREA: 35, 150 tact with like-minded men or with dog- boots fetish. Interested in world wide 
to serve. Any race or age. No drugs or lbs, 5'8", 6", blond. blue eyed. moust- boys who like to service same. Beards, contacts. Box 3285. 
drunks. NOVICE OK- will be trained- ached, Levi/Western/Leatherman . leather/ gloves/ VA boot/ cigar fetish- ITALY limits respected, expanded? Send pic French A/P, Greek A/P. Rainmaker, ists, bikers es,rc. welcome. Photo with needs, desires, uses, work, etc. Rimming, Tits & toys. Write if you're required. Box 38 0. ACTIVE SLAVE Hdqtrs- Houston. Naked servitude? 35-45, butch looking, black hair, dark 

INTERNATIONAL ltalian,39 real sportsman. brown hair, 
Permanent live-in 8ossible. or I can eyes, 5'8" or taller. Interests: Bars/all green eyes, muscular. macho ty~e travel. MASTER BU . Also, opening for types; travel ; movies; food; music; MENSTROKERS INTERNATIONAL desire to service muscular master. I m a master. Box 3329. baseball. Uniform cops/firemen a turn- New worldwide HEALTH-CONSCIOUS into heavy training whips. tit torture, 

FIND DADDY HERE! 
on. Discretion assured. Box 3528. contact organization for men who seek F.F. verbal abuse etc. Prefer body-

SLAVE NEEDED satisfying and comgleting connections builder. Travel in USA. Hospitality 10 
SON SEEKS MOIST DADDY 27 yr old Master, 6'0" 1951bs- Museu- with others into J/ . voyeurism. exhi- Milan. lnterchain member. Photo 

GWM, 32, 5'11", 170 lbs. handsome, lar, is seek in~ a young slave boy. Slave bitionism. Menstrokers, P.O . Box re~uired which gets mine in return. Box 
well-built seeks Daddy 25-50, hung, must be s im or hunky, smooth 42667, San Francisco. CA 94142 USA! 38 8. 

HOT NEW TITLES FROM GAY SUNSHINE PRESS 
D CUM: 'IRuE HoMOSEXUAL ExPERIENCEs FROM STH VoL
UME 4. Edited by Boyd McDonald. Almost 200 pages of hot male-male sex + nude photos : 
"Uncut Cocks Drive Me Crazy, " "They Took Turns Fucking My Mouth, " "Marines Piss on Reader," 
"He Lay There with His Legs Around My Neck," etc. etc. $13.00 ppd. 

D MEAT I FLESH I SEX: TRUE HOMOSEXUAL EXPERIENCES 
VOLS. 1, 2 & a. Gay best sellers nationwide. "Puts the sex back in homosexuality. " $37 
for all3 books ppd. (or individually $13 each; circle titles wanted). 

0 BLACK MEN/WHITE MEN. collection of fiction , articles, photos etc. on 
the black / white gay experience. Edited by Michael Smith. $10.00 ppd. 

D SEX BEHIND BARS. Sizzling stories of male-male sex in prison, written by a 
prisoner (Robert N. Boyd). $11.00 ppd. 

0 MY DEEP DARK PAIN IS LOVE. Includes 2 novellas about sex in 
marines and between high-school boys, sex experiences of the tropics ; 30 fiction pieces in all, by 
a dazzling array of talent. Almost 400 pp. $11.00 ppd. 

D THE BOY HARLEQUIN. 14 stories with sex, humor by a southern writer, 
Girard Kent. Includes "The Mighty Jexters"-secret sex-club in a boys' school; "Roberto"-an 
older man faces his love for an adolescent boy ; etc. $8.95 ppd. 

D TELENY. Brilliant erotic novel of gay love affair, attributed to Oscar Wilde. $8.95 ppd. 

D PHYSIQUE. More than 120 magnificent nude photos-color, black/ white-of Amer
ica's sexiest young men over a 40-year period. Large sized book : regularly $20, now on sale for 
$15 ppd. Photo: 

D UNZIPPED. S ven erotic gay stories by best-selling author John Corio! an, illustrated by Tom of Finland. $8.95 ppd. 

TO ORDER: Check titles wanted & send check/ money order to G.S. Press, PO Box 40397, San Francisco, CA 94140. Postage included in 
prices quoted. (Calif. residents add 6% sales tax .) Mailed in unmarked book envelopes. 0 Send complete catalog : $1 . 

NAME STREET// BOX 

CITY//STATE//ZIP - - - ------------------------------------

DRUMMER81 



MODELS 
NATIONWIDE 

THE $1000 FANTASY 
Your wildest fantasies fulfilled. Send 
S.A.S.E. to 584 Castro #246, S.F .. CA 
94114. 

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. 

HUNKY NORWEAGEN 
Strong massage. In or out. Call415-552-
8164. For color photo send $2.00 and 
your address to Bill Lunde, 246 Missoui 
St., S.F., Ca. 94107. 

AS WILD AS YOU WANT IT 
Tall top leatherman with playroom & 
toys. Into anything! Clint (415)626-6444. 

ORUMMER82 

COMPLETE SATISFYING 
MASSAGE 

By handsome guy dwntwn S.F. 
(415)398-2198. 24 hrs Tom. 

JO-EXHIB. 
$30. (415)398-6541. Marty. 

I MODELS 
SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 

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

A REAL MAN-36 YEARS OLD 
200# 6'3" Healthy hairy hot 
man-to-man leather action 

Brutal or beginners 
Jack (213)469-6020 
24 Hours $60-$100 

RAUNCH FILTH RAUNCH 
GET IT FROM A REAL MAN! 

JACK 36, 6'-3" HEALTHY, 200# HAIRY 
HOT MAN-TO-MAN ACTION 
24HOURS (213)469-6020 

DO IT, FUCKER 

MODELS 
FLORIDA 

ESCORT/MODEL 
Bodybuilder. 813-823-5629. Jerry. 

MODELS 
NEW YORK 

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

MODELS 
TEXAS 

READY TO WEAR 
My dog collar? Strip, kneel and call 
Laird Ty. (713) 869-2298. Will interview 
young passive models. 

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. $9 (includes postage/handling) 
from: Studstore. 960 Folsom. San Fran
cisco CA 94107. 

MANIFEST 
BACK ISSUES 

While they last: April 1982 and May 
1982 issues are available for $2 each 
(First Class add $1) from: The Stud
store. 960 Folsom. San Francisco. CA 
94107. 

EROTIC PORTFOLIO 
The original Joe Johnson unbound 
portfolios of erotic male nudes. Eight 
oversized lithos ready for framing. 
Original price: $45. Few remaining for 
$25 postpaid from: The Studstore, 960 
Folsom, San Francisco, CA 94107. 

THE ALTERNATE 
BACK ISSUES 

Rare back issues of America's most 
controversial and exciting gay maga
zine. Number 17: First interview with 
The Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence, 
complete text of Daniel Curzon's play 
Beer and Rhubarb Pie and George Bir
misia's How Come You Don't Dig 
Chicks , Von Gloeden portfolio, and 
Boston's Gay History. Number 15: 
Robin Tyler interview, Arimondi portfo
lio, Nuki portfolio, Carson McCullers 
biography. Either issue, while they last. 
$2. (post paid) First class add $1 . Stud
store, 960 Folsom, San Francisco, CA 
94107. 

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

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESUL TSI 

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 
magazine-sized, 24-page production. 
Send $3 to: Studstore, 960 Folsom. San 
Francisco. CA 94107. 

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

Starring 

*DWAN *JEFF STONE 
*JOSE MORALES * KENT BRANDON 

*ALLEN MATHEW 
*DEREK CASSADY 

MALEXPRESS STUDIOS, LTD. 
has 60 MINUTES of HOT, 
COLOR VIDEO CASSETTE 
entertainment FOR YOU! Order Now! * SUPER STUDS right out of the * GREAT CUM SHOTS from 

centerfolds of top the BIGGEST, HARDEST, 
. International Magazines' COCKS! * Non-stop J.D. ACTION! * LOTS of SOLID, HARD ACTION 

r.------------------------1 MALEXPRESS STUDIOS, LTD. Date: ___ _ 
Box 160 207 E 85 St .. N.Y. N. Y 10028 

Name 

Address 

State lop 

Stgna ture I hereby cert1fy that I am over 21 years of age 

0 Check 0 Money Order 0 V1sa 0 Mastercard 
VHS C BETA 0 

C-a-rd-H-ol-de-,-N-a-me_____ tW Mmute Cassene $69 95 

NY Res s·.'\ Sales Tax 
Card No 

Postage and Handlmg 2 50 
Interbank No 

Total 
Exp Date X- Raled Not lor sate to mmors 



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-l ine stud 
action captured in explosive drawings 
by one of the top erotic artists of our 
time. Send $5.00 for ten 8'12 X 11" black 
and white samples plus full mforma
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 "For 
used boots, write Ernie Hale, Box 2153, 
Salt Lake City UT 84110; 1-801-359-
5145". 

$3 GETS CATALOG OF 
UNBELIEVABLE 

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

CLASSIFIED ADS 
ARE A BARGAIN! 

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) 

S&M, B&D, W/S, FETIS ES 
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 Richton, 
#18, 77098) . 
JOCKSTRAP THE WAY YOU WANT 
Top exclusive model will fullf il! 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 commem
orative limited edition buckles. Refun
dable 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. 

FREE SEX TOYS! 
Market research needs open minded 
people to rate sex aids. (Tapes, photos, 
latex items, inflatables, etc.) You keep 
free & return "Product Profile". You pay 
only ship +hdl. 12 shpmts. Send check 
or M.O. for $14.23 Inti. Prod. Resch. & 
Develop., 545 Haight Ste. 229 S. F., CA 
94117. 1st 2000 only. Others returned. 
Must be 21 yrs. 

USED RUBBERS 
And raunchy jocks. Actually used by 
horse-hung studs. Rubbers $5. Jocks 
$12. Add $1 .00 for postage. Check or 
M.O. to: BERNARD, Box 444,444 Hudson 
St., NYC 10014. State 21+ 

RUBBER BONDAGE 
Inflatable helmet with inflatable gag 
shown page 12 Drummer 64. $90 sent 
airmail. Latex lined laced leather penis 
muff-lined inside with 140 spikes. $35 
airmail. Now 172 unusual, high quality 
bondage items in leather-latex. Largest 
stock in Europe. Prices lower than U.S. 
Lists sent airmail $3 bills. Remawear, 
Sherwood House, Burnley Road , Tod
morden, Lancashire OL 14 7ET England. 

"THE TAMING" 
Three guys in hot leather action. Video 
and phofos available. A2Z Dept. DR, 
P.O. Box 1849 (3810 W Magnolia) Bur
bank CA 91507. 

ANAL TOYS 
OUR SPECIAL TYI 

Catalog $1. Unicorn, Box 10024-F, Chi
cago, IL 60610. (540 N. Dearborn) . 

WHERE THE BOYS ARE 
This complete travel guide and source 
book is a must for those who enjoy 
cross-generational sex! Send $10 to 
Tustin Box 29075 Portland OR 97229. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or your money 
back! (2255 W. Burnside). 

WET PANTS 
Young shirtless "Rick" (18) totally pees 
his old faded LEVIS, IN PUBLIC! Start to 
finish 7 picture photo set $10. (No 
checks) . Steven M. Holden, 31191sabel 
Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90065. 

"REAR ATTRACTIONS" 
Enema equipment, male douches, infla
tors, bard exes, plus great stuffings for 
hungry holes. Catalog $3.00 KINGS 
MEN LTD BOX 544, AVON MASS 02322. 

THE HUN 
For information on Hun Art, send a 
stamped self-addressed envelope and 
a statement that you are over 21 years 
of age to: The Hun, Box 19240-A Los 
Angeles, CA 90019. 

CUSTOMIZED SEX TAPES 
Phone service vets make hot cassettes 
to order 30 minutes/$30. Write to tell us 
what you need or send for sample 
"standardized" tape-$10. MC Tapes 910 
Geary #8G, San Francisco, Ca. 94109. 
Forget oneshot phone ripoffs! 

VIDEO OF 
LEATHER BIKES 

UNIFORMS LATEX 
Send for brochure, Paradise pictures, 
P.O. Box 765, Encino, Calif. 91316. 

MASTERPIECE-BULLSIZE 
Uncut-My dominant stiff-Sicilian 
live cock-exposed on polaroid clo
seup especially for you-never two 
photos alike $500 each-piss-cum 
stained and shitty jockstrap $1soo 
each-stinking raunchy socks $1ooo 
pair-state you 're 21 yrs old sign
write to FRANCO 537 Jones St. #9236 
San Francisco-CA-94102-Money 
Order only. 

GAY RUBICS CUBE 
Shows 6 hot nude men. Great gift idea. 
$695 plus $1.oo shipping. THE SHOP, 4216 
Melrose Ave ., Los Angeles, CA 90029. 

HOT JOCKSTRAPS 
Worn by uncut DRUMMER DAD. Send 
$1250 to THE SHOP, 4216 Melrose Ave ., 
Los Angeles, CA 90029. 

84 OLYMPICS BELT BUCKLE 
Limited edition stamped & numbered. 
Only $2250• CA. residents add 6'12% tax. 
Order early before sold out. THE SHOP, 
4216 Melrose Ave ., Los Angeles , CA 
90029. 

OUR ADS GET RESUL TSI 

BOOTMAN CALENDAR 
Hot Shots of Booted Feet in Tall Engi
neer, CHP, Logger, Crotch High, Cow
boy,and Hiking. Super gift For Your 
Favorite Bootman. $1500 plus $1°0 pos. 
incl. SAFCO P.O. Box 23764, San Jose, 
CA 95123. 

SI\JDSJORe 960 FOLSOM/ SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94107 

Send me: BORN TO RAISE HELL (7995) 
in D BETA D VHS 

Enclosed is S __ Check, Money Order or Charge to my: 
D VISA D MASTERCARD No. Expires __ 
Name 
Address 
City ________________ _ 

State/Zip ---------------
Signature I am over 21 

(California residents add 6%% Sales Tax) 
L--··••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••~ 
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65 W. ILLINOIS ST.· CHICAGO. Ill. 
(312) 644-6029 

736 Ponce Deleon N.E. Ave. 

DRUMMER84 

Atlanta, Georgia 
(404) 872-0209 

BAD BOY COMIX 
The first issue of Bad Boy Comix is here! 
The most uninhibited collection of new 
erotic gay adventures (some suitable for 

o~\"1.. coloring, some suitable for staining) on the 
eO~ c s·z?.'::: market! Full-color covers and 32 pages of 

~0 'i>'9fl' raunch , satire, wit , and uncrossed buns! You 
' 1 N-'1-i'IS()(\l'l must be 21 years of age, and you better rush 

$2.50 (postpaid) for the first issue to: 
(.;il, -.,. ~. 
<··'!. ~~ .. ,.,., ~ •. ' 

,~ ( 
The Studstore 

960 Folsom Street 
San Francisco, CA 94107 

12121 807·1413 

Phone authentic m~~~t:~'ed 
typtes ~'::~c~~·. ~weating and 
ou , P I \till any tantasy 
ready t~ u, (212) 807-1413 
-anyttme. 

Owned & Operated Service 

Open 24 Hours 
MasterCard & Visa B 

El 
Bl 
0\ 
w 
S! 
Nl 



IF YOU LIKE 
SPUNKIE JOCKS 

Full of Jizz Wiz, one can be yours for 
$5.00. Mark, P.O. Box 625, Linden, NJ 
07036 (50 Williams Drive, Elizabeth, NJ 
07208). 

EASY INSTRUCTIONS 
DYNAMITE RESUL TSI 

IT'S RAINING MENI 
We now offer a dozen hunky men for 
your phone sex pleasure at the best 
price in America, $25. Our jack off 
cassettes are just $10. Our fou l cum 
stained, piss drenched jocks are just $8 
in a sealed pouch . J/0 letters made just 
for you are also $8. Each mail order 
gets a FREE color picture and pubic hair 
lock. Used rubbers $6. Cash, money 
order, check to: Sir, P.O. Box 14425, S.F. 
94114. Discreet Brown Mailer. (942 Div
isadero #3. S.F., CA 94115). 

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-offs 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 disctpline, 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 avail able. 
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. Christi an 
eroticism. phallic art, poetry, send $1 
for sample. NYC, LA par ishes. Most 
active Gay church in U.S. Sex can des
troy evil. 

CS- FOR MEN WHO SMOKE 
And turn on to cigars. For more info r
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 4160, VILL STA. 
NY, NY 10014 (350 BLKR) 

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 TH EIR 
OWN SIZE. FOR DETAILS SEND S.A.S E. 
WITH PHOTO/ OR DESCRIPTION TO MR. 
SC P.O. BOX 1925 PACOIMA, CALIFOR
NIA 91331 . 

WR~TLE/SEXISM 
J-0/FANT/CO TAX, 500 MEN NATION
WIDE. IN FOP, XPAK: $4.00, NYWC, 59 
W10 STREET NYC 10011 . 

BOSTON WRESTLING CLUB 
Join the action people newsletters, 
membership listings, box service & 
more. For info send SASE to BWC GMF 
Box 1081 Boston Ma 02205. 

INTO FEET, 
BOOTS, SOCKS, ETC.? 

Join "Footmates" INFO: RS ENTER
PRISES, Box 3596, L.A., CA 90078. 

THE HIRSUTE CLUB 
HAIRY men and men who love hairy 
men! National fraternity publishes 
exciting newsletter-not photos, frank 
listings/ hunky guys. Information: $2-
P.O.B. 11514, SF, CA, 94101 . (not to 1878 
Market). 

PHONE SEX 
SAM PHONE SEXI 

(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. 

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

TRY THE BEST 
PHONE SEX ALL SCENES (415)775-5260. 
Live sessions also possible. 

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 
SHANT! PROJECT 

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 

(714) 537-6262. 
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. 

CATHOLIC NEED A 
PLACE TO WORSHIP? 

Clergy , Religious, Bishop(s) . Need An 
Association Or Advise Contact: Com
mission On Clergy At Large, P.O. Box 
36, Garden Grove, Ca. 92642-0366. 

HNSTM~ 
~~: 1 fF~l~ 

---YULETIDE 
CRAFT ~ tiiFT 

HARXEt 

. d nun proht (Orpora llon 

Fridays 
Saturdays 

and Sundays 

!NOW 
q--h\'"0~ 

DE0®23 
Fox Oakland Theater 

18th and Telegraph 
( 19t h 51. BART Staloon) 

Fndays, Spm lo IOpm 
(Fro . , Nov. 2S & Dec. 23 from lOam to IOpm ) 
Saturdays, lOam to IOpm & Sundays lOam to 

General Admo ssoon $ Z 95 
Choldren under 12 $3 95 Semor Colo tens $4. SO 

Cre_dit Card Group Sales 
Charge by phone: & Information 

(415) 4344625 (415) 4344623 

Jim Wigler 
Photography 

(415) 673-1284 
DRUMMERBS 



I/ I I I I I:;' 
AIN'T NO 
MAINSTREAM 
MAGAZINE! 
DRUMMER ISN'T A COPY 
OF ANYTHING ELSE 
The best in fiction, photo
graphy and art presented in 
the hottest, most forthright 
manner possible. The popu
larity of DRUMMER is •onon • .-.~ 
ary and there is nothing 
like it. Don't miss an issue. 
one of a kind! 
Sample copy is 3.95 
TWELVE ISSUES 

840 

FOR 

MACH IS DRUMMER'S 
BIG BROTHER! 
If you think DRUMMER is 
outrageous, wait until you 
meet MACH. We introduce 
the Six Dollar Magazine, 
which Is in itself fairly out
rageous. More color, more 
of everything, except 
tlslng. MACH is fresh, 
and a definite instant 
on. Strictly High Octane. 
Sample copy $6 
FOUR ISSUES 

820 

IAN 
AMERICA'S HOTTEST 

GAY MAGAZINE 
BARGAIN! 

At a buck-ninety-five, you cer
tainly get your money's worth 

from MANIFEST. The biggest 
ering of personal classi
ads around in our Man-

nt Section. More pictures 
of more flesh along with 

articles and fiction. It's 
've been waiting for, 

nn,.,a,.. at about half of any-

PUBLISHING 

Take advantage 
while we're young 

and vulnerable. 
TWELVE ISSUES 

Sample copy 1.95 

S20 
Street/San Francisco, CA 94107 

me DRUMMER in a plain brown envelope. 
r (outrageous!) 

me MANIFEST and make it snappy! 
r (cheap!) 

me MACH. I'm man enough. 
year (and worth it!) 

"'"11:1', ___ I am over 21 --'-------
Signature 



I WONDER Wl-lAT 
I<IND CK FANTAsY "Tl-liS 
SHOP CATEI<S FOR,.· 

=====~~===Jc~FITAINLY NOT MY 
FANTASIES. 



YOU REALI5E: 1 a= 
611<. 11-lAT A GR~AT DEAL or 
5KILL GOES INTO "mE 

CONSTRUCllON 0~ THESE. 
MACHINES AND VERY tv\ANY 
N\AN I10UR'5 OF PAINSTAKING 
YO<:K , •. THEREFORE. THEY 
ARE NOT C~AP TO Slt{ f 

DRUMMER88 

••• OUR D£1V\ONSTRATION 
MOD~L -"THERE \'5 NO 
OBL\ GA110N TO 



,.AS 
SOON AS 

ANOll-IER LIKEL 
CUSTOMER 
APPEARS! 

DRUMMER89 



TIT CLAMPS 
AT AFFORDABLE PRICES 

We now manufacture and 
have in stock 18 styles of tit 

and cock & ball tort ure 
clamps. with many more 

styles to come'll 

WE ALSO CARRY AND MANUFACTURE: 

• BANDANAS 
• RE GULATI ON HANDCUFFS 
• BLACK HANDCUFFS 
• HANDCUF F TIETACKS 
• CHR O ME CHAIN S 
• LEATHER FOR 

EVERY OCCASION 

Send S3.00 for Cata loq 
& Tit Clamp Brochu re 

State Over 21 years of age 

DEALER INQUIRIES WELCOME 

[!iiij 
THE HIDE HOUSE 

Manufacturers of 
Quality Leather Goods And. Accessories 

P.O. Box 10003, Minneapolis, MN 

20" Engineer Boots 
with Vibram Soles: $170.00 

Other Styles Avai lable 
Catalogue 50¢ 

HOT BOOTS , 

~-) 
...... ·~ 

SAFCO 80 TS 
The best supplrer (maybe even the 
brggestl of regulatron safety boots. 
Wrrte to. Jim of Safco Boote 

Box 23764 

GREAT 
"REAR ATTRACTIONS" 

• Wet Toys • 
I nf la t o r ~. Baroe, \. f:ne r n,1 

Equrpmenr . t'IC C<ltdloq S3 UO 

THE INFLATOR 
A great toy for the " rear activist." Lrke 
a dry enema. can be pumped up to 
your delights. This will surely fill your 
hungry hole. 525.99 

KINGS MEN, L TO. 
Box 544, Avon. MA 02322 

(617) 586-7836 

Before you buy 
CYCLE-CHAPS, 
send$ I. oo U.S, 

AU ITEMS SOLD AS 
NOVELTIES ONLYI 
MC/VISA ACCEPTED 

and mention this ad 
for more details 
and Order Form 

plus S2.00 For Frrst Class Postage 
& Handlrng To 

Tom of Finland 
P.O. Box 26716 Dept. D 
Los Angeles , CA 90026 

Or Send $1.50 For Catalogs. 

Overseas Add $ 1 .25 U.S. 

CA Resrden ts Add 6'12% Sales Tax 

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 



montgome~~ 
~ecthe~ 

Box 161, Ag 1ncourt , 
Ontario , Canada, M1 S 386 

Catalogue •3 now avai lable. Illustrated 
32 page catalogue $5 .00 + 90<t' postage 
and handling. ASK FOR ITI 

#780G BONDAGE BELT ONLY 
$9000 

urn 
Mr. Red I 545 Haight St. I Ste. 13 
San Francisco I CA I 94117 
861-3724 ext. 113 NR 

name --------

2-3 weeks delivery time 

address -----------

--------- zip __ _ 

MC I VISA# ----------

Gleclh~ll 
En•erprjses 

Rebel- n- One who revolts against 
Because w e are all rebels--

The Rebel Cap is available in 
Small , Med ium , Large & Xtra Large 

Blue or Grey Suede-$18°0 

Black Leather- $240° 
& Each plus tax $2 50 shipping 

Ltathar 
amaslsiOcklna 
thegtift.' ~.&•J~r$· \19.~2. 

' . '7 PAID 
Supple, glossy, top-grain • 

black garment cowhide; 
cgmplete with leather loop for 
hanging. 12" tall, will hold plenty 
of goodies. SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED OR YOUR 
MONEY BACK. 

WRITE OR PHONE NOW 
FOR TIMELY OEUVERY: UPS 
SHIPPING, 10 DAYS OR ADD 
$2.00 FOR AIR FREIGHT 
(5 DAYS). Send check (with 
address, phone and drivers lie.), 
VISA, AEX, or MC, sorry no 
C.O.D. 

me I.88IIIJIWJrlcs 
2908 SE BELMONT, DEPT. F 
PORTLAND; OR 97214 
(503) 232-3280 
FREE CATALOG with order, or $1 .00 
without (rfndbl.} . Finest clothes & 
erotica at direct prices. 

LEATHER BLINDFOLD $17.99 -..:.·~~'7''-1"' 
Keep that slave guessing about what's 
coming next. Fully adjustable with padded 
eyes. 
NECK-TO-WRIST RESTRAINT $29.99 
Thick leather slave collar buckles around 
the neck and attaches to adjustable 
leather wrist cuffs . May be used sep
arately. 
LEATHER PADDLE $18.99 
Wake up the neighbors! This 18 inch pad
dle has a split end for maximum sound 
effects. 
All three items for $62.99 plus $4.00 ship
ping 

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 2 

Ser&d £or oau- FREE 
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OH, GROW UP! 
This information arrived addressed to 

Drummer Daddies at large, "from a wet, 
bad little boy." It's the latest in handker
chief codes, for "diaper-boys and their 
Daddies." 

For Daddies, it's quite simple: Diaper 
pins hanging from the left hip beltloop 
and/or a white Curity diaper tucked into 
the left rear pocket. These are the marks 
of a dominant Diaper Master. 

For the boys, who wear their diapers on 
the right, signaling special needs gets a 
little more complex. 

White Curity diaper wi t h yellow or 
plain pin: Diaper wearer, diaper-loving 
adult. 

Pale blue with blue diaper pin: Diaper
boy, likes to be treated as little boy or 
baby boy. 

Pale pink with pink pin: Sissy baby, likes 
to be treated as sissy or lit tle girl; petri
coated baby. 

Diaper pins and/or pl astic teething 
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keys from right hip beltloop: Daddy's 
baby. 

Does this mean gay boutiques will soon 
be stocking up on pacifiers, rattles, and 
Gerber's baby food? 

CHURCH'S FRIED CHICKEN 
The much-loved "hot seat" may soon 

become a thing of the past at Holden 
Ranch for Boys in Morgan Hill , California. 
It appears that Youth for Christ (YFC), an 
international religious organization 

which provides volunteer services at the 
county-run facility, recently went too far 
in applying its electrical "youth program
ming tool ," and two teenage boys incar
cerated at the ranch ended up with 
dime-size burns on their thighs. Unwel
come media exposure and threatened 
lawsuits followed. 

Use of the "hot seat" is apparently a 
long-standing fetish among YFC organiz
ers. Ideas, a YFC training manual, 
explains: "The 'hot seat' ... is a great 
youth programming tool ... Esentially it is 
an ordinary wooden stool that has been 
wired with a six-volt battery and a Model
l coil. Its function is to give the person 
sitting on the 'hot seat' a harmless shock 
that usually sends him (or her) leaping off 
the seat . .. When properly used, it can be 
a tremendous source of enjoyment for 
any group of young people ... The 'hot 
seat' was developed and widely used in 
the nationwide network of 'Campus Life' 
clubs and has been used for fun in many 
other youth programs from coast to 
coast." 

Another YFC booklet suggests lines to 
use during the fun: "This is the original 
Bunson burner-Mike is now going to get 
his bunson burned," "Joe has just won a 
free rump roast," and "Are you chicken? 
Good ... now you're going to be fried 
chicken!" 

Another book promises, "When it is 
used for fun, kids will usually look for
ward to the day when they get chosen to 
sit on it," but warns that "it is quite possi 
ble to get such a personal thrill out of 
frying kids on the electric chair that fun 
turns into vindictiveness." 

Shocking. 0 



THE LIMITS OF DESIRE 
In the history of Ameri can porn there 

has been little that was revolutionary. 
Sure, the explicit depiction of certain sex
ual acts- fistfucking, water sports, genital 
torture- have raised a few eyebrows. But 
in as many quarters as not these acts have 
been splayed across the screen without 
causing even the slightest arch of outrage. 
Literature, or more specifi call y porn liter
ature, has brought the vagaries of human 
sexuality into the home and the mind 
since the first editions of de Sade. There 
has been nothing new under the sun. 

Until now. 
The She-Male Encoun ters collection 

contains six one-hour and two feature
length titles packaged by Caballero Con
trol Corporation like potato chips-you 
can't eat just one; if you eat one you'll eat 
them all. Directed by Ki m Christy, who 
obviously comes from the t raditional Hol
lywood school of filmmaki ng, these eight 
entities are the sexual revo lution in porn. 
There has never been anyt hing like them, 
and they alter forever the way one views 
sexuality. 

Christy uses a wide vari ty of reidenti 
fied genders throughou t the series: 
Transvestites (in the classi cal sense), pre
operative transsexuals, and, in Sulka's 
Wedding, a post-operative transsexual. 
With the exception of the latter, these are 
the "she-males," a label that quickly sheds 
She-Male En counters, Volu mes 1-6; Dream 
Lovers ; Sulka's Wedding; d irected by Kim 
Cristy; Caballero Control Corporation ; 1983; 
running tim es one hour to 90 minutes. 
Volumes 1-6 are $49.95 each, 2 or more titles 
$45.95 each; Drea m Lovers and Sulka's Wed
ding are $69.95 e ach, both fo r $130 (add $6 
postage and handling per ord er) . Beta!VHS. 
Signed stateme nt required. VMC, 21540 Blythe 
St./Box 91304, Canoga Park, CA 91304. 

itself of any ignoble infamy and becomes 
a term of sexual and politi cal power. But 
since all these works are aimed at a major 
heterosexual market (and one must 
believe they were and are) , Christy mixes 
his metaphors, biologically, and uses both 
homosexual-identified as well as 
heterosexual-identified men as sparring 
partners. As if that were not complicated 
enough, especially in a world where com
plications are the order of the day, Christy 
also employs biologically female co-stars. 

A word about all these bodies, each of 
which works against any traditional 
gender identification: We label things 
and people so that we will know exactly 
where we are at any given moment and 
what is expected of us in any situation. It 
has its advantages. But, sin ce labels are 
hardly absolutes, it doesn't always work. 
She-Male Encounters is a sterling testa
ment to how misleading labels can be. 

There are myths about pre-operative 

transsexuals (who make up the bulk of 
this series) that She-Male Encounters 
vaporizes- like "transsexuals have no 
sexual desire," " transsexuals can 't achieve 
erection and / or orgasm," "transsexuals 
cannot function in a heterosexual 
encounter as a male." Wrong, wrong, and 
wrong. In human sexuality there simply 
are no rules. 

The male- identified actors in these 
tapes are themselves worthy of special 
attention. It' s easy to pick out which ones 
are in reality gay men; for the sake of a 
never-ending argument we'll assume that 
in those episodes in which the partici
pants are pre-operative transsexuals and 
biologically-identified men who either 
fellate or get fucked by their consorts, 
that the men are inherently gay. Easy 
enough. But when it gets slightly more 
complicated, when the characters are 
composed of one pre-operative transsex
ual, one biological female and one man
who engages in every sexual combination 
possible given such a group-where are 
the boundries? Especially in projects like 
Sulka's Wedding-the crowning achieve
ment of this series-where well-known 
heterosexual - identified male porn stars 
are the co-stars. It's best if you first of all 
simply forget everything you 've ever 
been told about men and women, hete
rosexuals and homosexuals. 

She-Male Encounters Collection 1 and 
Collection 2 are a good place to begin. 
Designed as a basic introduction to trans-

sexualism through fictional narrative, 
Collection 1 stars Carnal Candy and Mag
nificent Margo, each sporting well
deserved adjectives, as two friends w ho 
chat over coffee one afternoon about 
their lives, their friends, and their adven
tures. Both are pre-operative transsexuals 
(everything but the actual vaginal con
struction); both are, as near-women, 
extremely beautiful. It seems Margo has 
just posed for a magazine as a transsexual. 
When she visits Candy she tells her about 
the shooting, about the latest news in her 
career as a model; Candy tells Margo 
about a new seamstress she has found 
who makes elaborate underwear
corsets, garter belts and su ch- and when 
Margo shows an obvious interest in Can
dy's intimations that the woman came 
over for more than a fitting, describes 
what transpired. Collection 1 uses thi s 
literary device, known as the "reliable 
narrator," to bring forth each of the sex
ual episodes. The first we see is the 
encounter between Candy and the seam
stress. It's glamorous and low-keyed; like 
everything else in this series extremely 
well photographed and paced . But there 
is a great deal of attention paid by director 
Christy to details of clothing, setting, and 
how the bodies are set against the envir
onments in each of these tapes. Candy is 
well-hung (another myth shattered) ant! 
very adept. 

Margo is impressed with Candy's story 
and expresses her desire to someday be 
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introduced to this multi-talented 
garment-maker. Candy next tells Margo 
about something that happe ned to their 
friend Sulka (the legendary Sulka, as we 
will see.) One day, while sunbathing by 
her pool, she caught a young blonde boy 
watching her and beating off behind a 
fence . Never one to let a culprit go 
unpunished, Sulka makes the the young 
man join her at poolside and gives him a 
lesson in erotic deportment. She takes 
him inside her house where, in a moment 
of over-heated passion, she reveals her 
cock, which is about the same size as his. 
His eyes show amazement, but his 
mouth-which falls open in disbelief-is 
soon filled. Sulka does not fuck him (I've 
never seen Su lka fuck anothe r man in any 
of her films) but that in itself is the excep
tion and not the ru I e . In t e next tale, 
which Margo relates to Candy, we see the 
first example of a man being screwed by a 
transsexual. It 's the delivery boy, who gets 
cheeky about a tip when e drops off 
Margo's groceries. Margo is 99% domina
trix and plows his young hai r less ass with 
her oversized equipment. 

In Candy's final tale, she and Sulka pick 
up a hunky young hitchhike r. Like most 
men in these adventures, he initially 
believes the transsexuals to be 
biologically-natural women. But, clever 
vixens that they are, they always wait until 
their male partner · is hard, exposed, 
throbbing, drowning in passion before 
revealing their male sexual organs. The 
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point being, one must assume, that by 
that late date he will find himself on an 
irreversible course. It never fails. By the 
end of this adventure, the hitchhiker 
finds himself helping the two statuesque 
she-males adjust their stockings. 

Margo begs her departure-errands 
await. She promises to come and visit 
tomorrow. 

Collection 2 is almost a direct sequel. 
Margo and Candy are watching Margo's 
first porn film. Candy is fascinated by the 
whole idea of making films as a 
transsexual-and Margo encourages her 
to imagine the kinds of roles and situa
tions she could stage. This cassette has a 
few remarkable plusses. It is the most 
strikingly photographed of the entire 
series-each of the situations is extremely 
well-conceived and realized-and the 
individual segments are exotic and 
highly-charged with a sense of style and 
mise en scene. 

In the first imagined film idea, a black 
transsexual, Sylvia, seduces-and nearly 
fucks the brains out of-her poolboy. 
Candy imagines herself a German mis
tress with a transvestite maid, whom she 
tops with her inherent sadistic nature as 
well as her oversized cock. Lynn has the 
choicest film sequence, where she por
trays a socialite getting dressed for an 
evening out when a muscular, handsome 
burglar invades her mansion and, finding 
a lack of ready cash , violates her porcelain 
body. When the housebreaker rips off 

her panties and exposes her dangling 
male genitals, he goes for them like a fish 
to water. Finally, Toni, a raven-haired 
transsexual with a fiery Latin disposition, 
beats the shit out of her rubber slave, 
whom she keeps chained in the base
ment, before plowing his throat with her 
between-the-thighs surprise. This is also 
one of the few tapes in which there are no 
biological women present. 

Collection 3 starts a new format in the 
series; individual segments are not tied 
together (as in 1 and 2) by a common 
narrative. The couplings become more 
diverse. TV Therapy is a three-way 
between a transsexual, a biological 
woman, and a man who decides to dabble 
in transvestism. The Seduction of jennifer 
has a biological woman rape (in the mild
est sense of the word) a transsexual. Dom
inate Desire is a real treat. A shackled 
slave in a play room (Craig Roberts, a 
seldom-seen but extremely hot man) is 
being worked over by a leather-clad 
woman who, among other delights, 
makes him drink milk from her breasts. 
They, or rather she, is caught by the real 
mistress of the house, Miss Sugar, a black 
dominatrix transsexual, who decides to 
punish them both. She does. Craig 
Roberts becomes the first heterosexual
identified male porn star to have his ass 
violated by another man in this series
but not the last. So much for labels and 
sexual-preference identification. 

Collection 4 starts with The Truth 
About jennifer-who is forced to reveal 
her transsexualism to her husband-to-be 
before their wedding night. It isn't even a 
minor disappointment as he proves to 
Jennifer a little thing like her dick won't 
stand in the way of their sexual happiness. 
In fact, by the time the story ends, he has 
on her clothes. The Salesman's Surprise 
features another handsome, hung hunk 
who is peddling dildos door to door. 
When he calls on Debra, Jennifer and 
Margo (one is a biological woman), he 
finds out that he has a product without a 
market. In this episode complete bisexu
ality (as we know it) is the focus. Mark 
gives and takes any and everything, a few 
things twice. Witch on Heels brings more 
transvestite SM, as Debra dresses up her 
boyfriend, whom she renames Rebecca, 
in slutty whore's garb and tortures his 
oversized genitals completely and with
out mercy. 

Collection 5 is two very long segments, 
Orgy at the Poysinberry Bar and The Out
rageous Nurse. In the former, one of the 
most languid of all the encounters, we see 
a wide variety of men, women, transvest
ites, transsexuals, and downright drag 
queens who frequent a bar where just 
about everything goes, either on the bar, 
the bar stools, or the dance floor. A new
comer in the male category stars in both 
of the stories on this cassette and he is a 
sight to behold-maybe one of the hot
test men I've ever seen in a nongay porn 
film. His name is Larry Shipps and, though 



I've never seen him before, he is 
destined-unless he decides tomorrow to 
become a dentist instead-for stardom. 
Although Craig Robert's ample charms 
are featured in Orgy, it is Shipps who ulti
mately gets invited home with a quartet of 
various genders for an all -night orgy. In 
The Outrageous Nurse, Sh ipps reappears 
as an oversexed stud who has worn his 
girlfriend out. The nurse is none other 
than transsexual Jennifer T om as (known 
as Juicy Jennifer), who gives girlfriend 
Gypsy Rose a complete vaginal examina
tion with everything in the clinic. Rose is 
on the table for such a long time that 
boyfriend Shipps comes in to check on 
her and finds the nurse buried to the balls 
(literally) in the all~ged sore spot. Yes, 
Virginia, they have a three-way. 

Collection 6 is called Trilogy of the 
Bizarre and moves toward new areas, 
including lesbian SM. Manhattan Pickup, 
the first of the trilogy, has the distinction 
of being the first transsexual story in 
which (as far as I have not iced) both the 
transsexuals and the young man are 
uncut. Two New York transsexuals, com
ing home the next morning from an all
night party, encount r a young 
college-type hunk on his way to wher
ever. He follows them for a few blocks 
before they stop and confront him. They 
let it be known that they are not biologi
cal women, which he doesn't believe, so 
they take him home to prove it. In this 
completely non-threaten ing environ
ment (there is no one around to tell his 
college friends) he experiments, and 
experiments, offering up his virgin ass to 
both the she-males (whic they accept 
with relish) and later to a rather large 
dildo. In She-Male Surprise, a peeping 
Tom is watching two women make out on 
their semi-private deck. They see him, 
invite him in, and-you've got it-one 
turns out to be a transsexual. He's no 
great beauty, although sexually quite 
sophisticated. Naughty Girl's Nightmare 
is deceptive at first. You expect the 
leather-clad, whip-wielding dominatrix 
to be a transsexual. This is a lesbian SM 
section that has a wonderfu l hair-cutting 
scene (a wig is used at first, but later you 
see the really-shorn head in question) but 
otherwise does not live up to the intensity 
of the other stories. 

Dream Lovers and Sulka's Wedding are, 
in a word, unique. These two feature 
films, when taken together, carry the 
viewer through the entire spectrum of 
emotions and sexual desires of transsexu
als, and include the pre-operative as well 
as the post-operative performances by 
Sulka, the single most famous contem
porary transsexual. 

In Dream Lovers, Sulka, who is still pre
operative, is a hostess in a nightclub 
where everything goes. Mixed with her 
duties are her dreams-for the perfect 
lover, who appears as a man in a plastic 
mask (and nothing else) early on in the 
story. Filmed as a montage of episodes 

and incidents, the story aims towards the 
romantic coupling of Sulka and Craig 
Roberts. While director Kim Cristy can 
handle the set-pieces well enough, there 
is lacking in Dream Lovers an overall 
cohesion that underlies the narrative 
filmmaking. 

Not so in Sulka's Wedding, the cream of 
the crop of transsexual films. The film 
opens on the morning of Su lka's wedding 
day-to her dream lover to be be sure, 
who is spending his last morning of free
dom in bed with a woman from the night 
before. Besides Sulka herself and Craig 
Roberts, Sulka's Wedding also sports the 
likes of Paul Baressi (from, among other 
things, Men of the Midway), Ron Jeremy 
(the biggest cock in porn films excluding 
John Holmes-and a man who takes pride 
in being able to blow himself, which he 
does in this film), and a number of other 

men and women who have appeared in 
porn films. 

The entire film is devoted to bringing 
each of the characters to the wedding (it 
seems everyone is either in bed or occu
pied in mid-morning sexual bliss). Once 
assembled, after a few pit stops for various 
additional sexual encounters (in the 
bathroom, in the kitchen, etc.) the wed
ding begins. Then comes the reception: 
champagne, much picture taking, and 
one final all-stops-out orgy to end all 
orgies. Whew! 

Sulka's Wedding covers the entire 
spectrum of transsexual sex as well as the 
more mundane heterosexual and homo
sexual varieties. It is, unquestionably, well 
worth the price of admission. 

Sulka herself, now that her final trans
sexual operation has been completed, is a 
marvel of modern technology. Not the 
most beautiful transsexual-some of the 
transsexuals in this series are breathtak
ingly beautiful-nonetheless she is the 
most famous, and her body, while the 

more superwoman type than the tradi
tional, is a prime example of what plastic 
surgery and sexual reidentification can 
~chieve. Everything has been done but 
the soles of her feet including some areas 
you might assume are never redesigned, 
like the mouth and chin. 

After seeing all of these cassettes, I have 
to admit that I have a much different per
spective (no pun intended) of pre
operative transsexuals. Beyond the shock 
value, there is an innate eroticism in 
transsexual porn. To the gay man it is 
accessible in a way that heterosexual porn 
is not. Very often the camera records a 
tight shot that is all male genitals, an 
image straight from gay porn, one that is 
identifiable and comfortable. As the 
camera moves back and reveals a woman 
(the transsexual) in a masculine sexual 
position ng a male-identified 
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sexual act, the boundaries become less 
clear, the visual stimulus redefined. 

When the scene is a transsexual and a 
biological woman, given the same tight 
shot, the look and feel is heterosexual 
porn, another social given and one that 
has become, if not accessible to the gay 
man watching, at least identifiable, 
understandable. Then, when the camera 
moves, it does not move to what can be 
identified as a lesbian framework-we are 
not watching two women making love
but equally does not move to anything 
else "comfortable" in the realm of our 
experience. The more complex the cou
plings, the more fuzzy the boundaries 
and points of reference, until finally we 
are left with only one absolute, as simplis
tic sounding as it may well be-sexuality 
is. That is the revolution of transsexual 
porn and of transsexuals themselves, that 
they have laid bare the lies of human sex
uality and offered the only proof of sexu
ality, that it exists without limits. 

-john W. Rowberry 
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THE HAPPY HUSTLER 
The saga of Sam Steward (alias Phil 

Andros, alias Phil Sparrow) seems likely to 
go on forever. Novelist, namedropper, 
scholar, tattoo artist extraordinaire, 
seducer of the great, sex researcher (in 
league with Dr. Kinsey), p ioneer writer of 
erotic gay fiction-Steward has done all, 
and told all. 

He was born in the Midwest in 1909. 
and grew up amid rough-hewn farmboys 
whose favors (as he reveals in his book of 
memoirs, Chapters from an Autobio
graphy) were often surprisingly easy to 
come by. Those initial erotic adventures 
established his first lifet ime preoccupa
tion early on: a passion fo r the glories of 
the male body and spirit. H is second fasci
nation was for writing and writers, and as 
an adult Steward pursued contact with 
the literati of his day with the same fervor 
he brought to his pursu it of handsome 
(and willing) men. 

Steward is a self-professed and obses
sive collector-of men and of mementos 
(he claims to possess a lock of Rudolf 
Valentino's pubic hair), and of meetings, 
fleeting or prolonged, w ith the literary 
great. Over the years, Steward managed 
to rub shoulders, and so metimes more 
than that, with Thornto Wilder, Lord 
Alfred Douglas (the lover of Oscar 
Wilde) , Andre Gide, and the Paris salon of 
Gertrude Stein . His associ ation with Stein 
and her companion Alice B. Toklas grew 
into a deeply felt rel ationship than 
spanned more than two d ecades. 

Steward's own literary career started in 
the 1930s with two novels ow long out of 
print and virtually forgotten, Pan and th e 
Firebird and Angels in the Bough . Recog
nition from the literary establishment and 
the reading public was not forthcoming, 
and Steward eventually settled into col
lege teaching and a numbing affair with 
alcohol. He eventually gave up drinking 
and severed his academ ic ties, not to 
resume his career as a novelist, but to 
become a tattoo artist (und er the nom de 
needle Phil Sparrow) . That vocation 
allowed a certain outlet for his creativity, 
and also brought him into contact with a 
fascinating range of fetis hists and their 
fetishes. 

Eventually, Steward returned to writ
ing, merging his craft w ith what fasci
nated him most : men, and the pursuit of 
sexual adventures. In the early '60s he 
began a cycle of erotic stor ies, told in the 
first person and publish d under the 
name Phil Andros. 

Andros (the character) w as a vagabond 
hustler and bon vivant , earthy and per
petually horny, but hard ly dumb; Ste
ward gave him a voice au thentic to the 
streets, along with a skill ed writer's eye 
for ironic detail and an ear for clever dia-

log. The Phil Andros adventures offered 
an unusually polished blend of literary 
craft and steamy sex, and (published as 
standard porn paperbacks) stood head 
and shoulders above most of their seedy 
competition. 

Between 1965 (when the Supreme 
Court made it possible for his work to be 
published in the U.S.) and 1972, Sam Ste
ward wrote seven Phil Andros books. The 
work may have been artistically and eroti
cally rewarding for the author, but it was 
financially unremunerative (sometimes a 
flat $400 per book) and frequently 
frustrating-dealings with disreputable 
publishers, pirated editions, waits of up to 
five years between writing and publica
tion. After finishing The Greek Way in 
1972, Steward retired from writing. It 
appeared that the gay world had seen the 
last of Phil Andros, and heard the last of 
Sam Steward 's uniquely convivial voice. 

The story might have ended that way: 
Steward alone and silent with a lifetime of 
amazing memories, his reputation as a 
writer based on a series of novels and 

story-cycles relegated to pornography 
and remembered only by a small circle of 
collectors and cognoscenti. 

But this story has a happy ending, for all 
concerned. The surge of gay publishing in 
the mid-1970s offered a fresh market to 
Steward, and eventually new Phil Andros 
stories began to appear. In 1976, 
Drummer featured two Andros stories, 
"Babysitter" (Drummer 5) and "Many 
Happy Returns" (Drummer 8), and a year 
later (Drummer 21) published the classic 
"In a Pig's Ass." (All three stories, with 
nine others, were reprinted last year in 
the Perineum Press anthology Below the 
Belt and Other Stories. ) 

At about the same time, a re-energized 
Steward published his correspondence 
with Alice B. Toklas, Dear Sammy, and 
began writing the series of memoirs that 
appeared in The Advocate and eventually 
led to his book Chapters From an 
Autobiography. 

Sam Steward and his alias/ alter ego, 
Phil Andros, were reclaimed by his origi
nal readers and rediscovered by a new 
generation. 

$tud, the first Andros book (written in 
1965 but not published until 1969), was 
brought back into print last year by Aly
son Publications of Boston; and San Fran
cisco ' s Perineum Press has just 
reissued-in handsome paperback edi
tions with striking cover art by Tom of 
Finland-two more Andros volumes, My 
Brother, My Self and Roman Conquests. 

Phil Andros, first and foremost, is a 
good read. His physical descriptions are 
among the finest I've ever encountered. 
Steward knows how to transmute adjec
tives into flesh; images of his characters 
seem to levitate just above the page, as 
enticingly defined as daydreams. He 
knows how to skirt the fine line between 
the immediacy of actual experience and 
the embellishment of fantasy; and there is 
a very welcome, very subtle sense of 
humor underlying all. I recommend any 
or all of these titles. Roman Conquests, 
with its nonstop erotic encounters and 
exotic setting, might be the best place to 
start, though the stories in Below the BPit 
are more oriented toward SM. 

I'll close with a brief sample of the 
author's craft, from Roman Conquests . 
Our hero, lost in a delirium of amyl, is 
getting royally screwed by an Italian cop: 
"I shut my eyes tightly too, and against the 
green-colored lids I saw his cock plung
ing in and out of my asshole, seeming to 
grow larger-a baseball bat, a sapling, and 
then a huge tree topped with a police
man's cap instead of the high-t .-anched 
leaves. And then as the dream faded a 
little again I felt that I could see through 
his cock, that it was transparent, and that 
the white gyzym was rising in the vast 
trunk of it-and then spurting with vio
lence into me ... " 

The titles mentioned in this review, if 
unavailable in bookstores, can be pur
chased by mail: $tud from Alyson Publi
cations, PO Box 2783, Boston, MA 02208 
($6 . 95 plus $1 postage); Chapters From an 
Autobiography ($5. 95), Below the Belt 
and Other :itories, Roman Conquests, 
and My Brother, My Self (each $6. 95) from 
Subco, PO Box 10233, Eugene, OR 97440 
(each title, add $1 postage). 

-Steven Saylor 
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IF YOU WAIT, THE WORLD FALLS APART 
1982: Querelle is finished . Producer Franz' sympath ies and interests are 

D ieter Shidor has been making an extra- crushed by others' scorn, but he goes on 
curricular film about it-about its direc- "knowing what he knows" and act in g 
to r : Der Bau er von (the Wizard of) accordingly. 
Babylon. "What will you do now," asks Women are not immune. In a case of 
Shidor, when he can no longer provoke mistaken sexual identity, Franz', friend 
his subject very far out of to rpor. The Eva (Hanna Schygulla) is horrified at what 
w izard slumps further sideways into the she takes to be a lesbian approach by his 
puffy cushions, sucking invisible lines of naive true-love, Mieze (Barbara Sukowa). 
co ke out of the air, his eyes sly, shy and In fact, as prominent as the female roles 
swollen nearly shut, his speech slurred are in Alexanderplatz, they fade to insi g-
and ingenuously articulate. Rainer nificance whenever the men make 
Werner Fassbinder replies in a w ry death- contact-another social mirror. 
song: "I will grow ugly and work-then It is Franz' Nemesis, Reinhold (Gottf-
let them come." ried John), the compu lsive womanizer, 

Two years and five well-received fi lms who finds his eventual reward/punish-
earlier ("Mighty are the fists that caress ment in sed uction and capitulation to a 
you when you're a success"), Fassbinder fellow prisoner (the latter, by the way, the 
completed Berlin Alexanderp latz , the most self-assured gay image ever to 
ultrafilm of Alexander Dob lin's epic appear in a Fassbinder film). Franz and 
novel whose central character, Franz Bie- Reinhold meet ear ly on as strangers, 
berkopf, possessed the filmmaker most of lower class-mates, in the local pub (later 
his life. Via Gunther Lamprech t, exhaus- transformed into a backroom leather bar 
t ively brilliant in the signal role , the char- in a mad-dream sequence). Reinhold i' 
acter and the alter-identity merge and the stuttering, satu rnine, liquid-eyed vii-
ex pand in 15Y2 hours or dramat ic immor- lain. They cruise and connect powerfully; 
ta lity. The style of Alexanderplatz is Franz ' innocent approach out of curiosity 
remarkably viewer-friendly-an expres- and friendship has challenged the other 
sionistic evocation of feelings and acts of beyond bearing-he has set in motion the 
the Bavarian soul, lighter-tempered than necessity for Reinhold to manipulate, and 
the mordant Prussian, trapped in 1928 destroy, him. 
Berlin except for that "now" always pres- In Wizard, only actress Jeanne Moreau 
ent in RWF 's Einsteinian space/ time flirts with the camera, declaiming her pas-
co ntinuum. 

Franz is the eponymous ant i-hero of 
Fox and His Friends ; the ultimate control
ling hand of three-fourths of Fassbinder's 
fi lms (editor "Franz Walsch," a co mposite 
named after Bieberkopf and th e admired 
A merican director, Raoul Walsh) ; and 
plain "Franz" in a half-dozen others 
where pieces of character fit. He is as gay 
as he need be. "Homosexuality is not a 
theme: (The film) is about the identity of 
an individual." 

In Alexanderplatz, the auteur is present 
th roughout, though on screen only once, 
spying on Franz during a slaughterhouse 
orgy and flanked by unheavenly Angels. 
Li ke Fassbinder, gay sex itself is not exem
plified until toward the end, bu t its con
sc iousness pervades . Franz-all the 
men-will stand as straight as th e umbili
ca l pull of a homosexual undertow will 
al low. 

There are caustic in-jokes ("as i f politics 
needed me to make it up") , on the per
versions and prejudices of this (any) con
ve ntional , depressed , repressive 
society-a prescription for enhancing 
erections, signed by Dr. Magnus Hirsch
fie ld, abandoned half-used in a prosti
tu te 's room; a "scientific" sex manual 
fictionalizing the tragic effects o f Para
graph 175 of the German Pen al Code. 

• 
sionate admiration for her directer-the 
rest flirt with their own egos, with each 
other. 

On the crowded, twilight set of 
Querelle, Fassbinder is glimpsed in film 
noir frames, never wholly captured, 
always surrounded and set off in a kind of 
bas reli ef by shadows of deep alcoves or 
platoons of dark, sexy men in purposeful 
Brownian agitation around their nucleus. 
He disappears emotionally from view 
even while holding center stage-his 
magnetism, his magic, deflects attention 
always to the work at hand . "My body 
already heavy with fat and leather," he 
tells the interviewer with breezy detach
ment. "I am disenchanted with glamor." 

Shidor cuts back and forth between sets 
and eli citing remarks from cast, crew and 
incessant visitors. The takes and retakes of 
kisses and clinches, off-camera so litary 
workouts, bodies exuding sensua lity, 
provocative poses never entire ly at 
ease-these are always in view of an 
attentive male audience. The sexual ten
sion is the work tension, not unpleasant, 
and later transmitted en bloc to the 
screen. It is all the more powerful for con
taining the ambiguit ies and fears of those, 
like stars Brad Davis and Franco Nero, 
who are playing gay ... but from the bot
toms of their sou ls. 

For Franz Bieberkopf, for Querelle, for 
Fox, for all the denizens of all the Baby
lons who fall victim to their own imagina
tions or realities, Fassbinder tossed off a 
message to critic and admi rer alike: "The 
heroic part will be added by the 
spectator." 

-Penni Kimmel 

"I< 

-from Berlin Alexanderplatz 
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Greg P. Lo i or was) a circumcised 
Drummer reader I i v m g · r~g'""~'""~ll!U!.Yi,.,.l.t.t .. iii+"'W 
wanted a foreskin; Greg got a kin, by health an cal condition, so my 
undergoing a surgical procedure ca lled a recuperat ion time should have been the 
Phalloplasty. What follows is his first- minimum expected. It is taking longer 
person account of that experience. The than I thought, and I believe the doctor 
first part, written a few weeks after the feels the same way, considering that he 
operation, describes the surgical tech- originally said the swelling would be 
nique he se lected and the recovery down in a month, and has since decided 
period that immediately fo llowed. It 's that it may take two or three. 
updated at the end by a brie f postscript, The surgery was performed while I was 
written four months after the operation, under sodium pentathol. I pray for once I 
in which Greg reflects on his decision. kept my mouth shut. I awoke (kind of) 
This true-life drama is not fo r the sq ueam- that afternoon-the surgery was per
ish, but we believe it's a valuable and uni- formed at 7:30A.M. and lasted one and a 
que contribution to the lore of foreskin . half hours. I had a catheter, but was not of 

The procedure is technically called a 
Phalloplasty. It is an operation by which, 
among other things, a foreskin may be 
"i nstalled" where none was before. I 
recently elected to have this operation 
performed on my own phallo, and am still 
in the process of recovery. I am writing 
this in hopes of answering any questions 
you may have concerning this type of 
plastic surgery, and probably answer 
questions you may not even think to ask. 

My surgery was performed by a urolo
gist in Hollywood, California. I had origi
nally considered a scrotal implant 
technique by a plastic surgeon in San 
Antonio, Texas, but the plast ic surgeon's 
method seemed technically compl icated 
and, considering that the entire proce
dure takes up to a year to complete, time
co nsuming. I suppose I wanted 
so mething simple, yet effective, though I 
would have gone with the surgeon if I had 
not chosen the urologist's method. 

I sent him a letter expressing my desires 
and inquiring as to his surgical technique. 
His reply was that he uses a variety of 
methods, according to the needs of the 
individual. The plastic surgeon's method 
takes skin from the scrotum to constuct 
the foreskin. I saw pictures of the results 
and I was impressed. However, I have 
so me ski n left, being not as t ightly cut as 
some I have seen, and I want d a method 
that pulled forward what skin I had and 
then added " new" skin behind. This is just 
what the urologist proposed to do in my 
case. (He might have suggested some
th ing else had I been built d ifferently .) 

The surgery itself see ms relatively 
simple-the recovery is not, and this is 
where I think more informat ion shou ld 
be provided. Had I known th e degree of 
healing that wou ld be needed I might not 

the mind to enjoy it. I also had an IV . That 
even in g and so metime the next day I had 
a shot for pain. Since I had to lay on my 
back for the duration, I discovered that 
the shots caused almost as much disco m
fort as they e liminated. 

The operation was performed on a 
Monday, and the cat heter and IV were 
removed on a Wednesday. The IV was 
mostly for antibiotics. I was put on two 
grams of penicillin per day, to which I 
later developed an allergic reaction. The 
reaction didn't occur until a week after 
the surgery, while I was at home. I looked 
and felt like I had rolled around in a bed 
of poison ivy. My sweat and urine reeked 
of antibiotic. Since I showed no sign of 
infection the doctor took me off the anti
biotic. I was later placed on a different 
type. 

I 

"well 
quate and n 
when the bandages 
resembled an over-ripe eggplant. I was 
told that there would be some swelling, 
but I was not prepared for the bulbous 
growth which now rested (painfully) 
between my legs. Not only was it swollen 
to the limit the skin would stretch, but it 
was a purplish color, with black splotches 
thrown in for aesthetics. It looked dis
eased. There was blackened, dried blood 
on one area that had been cauterized~ 
sto p the bleeding, and pieces of rubber 
bands stuck out from underneath the 
sutures. The rubber bands are used to 
promote easy removal of the stitches. To 
borrow a phrase: We were not amused . 

Admittedly, part of the swelling was 
from the sa line injection administered to 
purposely stretch the skin, but this swel
ling did not even begin to recede until 
eight days after the surgery. (One month 
later it still has not return ed to normal.) 
The stitches were removed one w ee k 
after the surgery. 

My four and a half days in the hospital 
had their memorable moments. two 
female nurses shaved me-the first one 
having done an inadequate job. And one 
nurse was so interested in my operation, 
she would try to sneak into my room at 
1:30 in the morning when she had night 
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duty for a peak under my covers. Since I 
am a light sleeper anyw ay I always woke 
up, and she would o ffer the excuse of 
checking my dressing; she was the only 
one who seemed obi iged to do so at 1:30 
A.M . And there were two male nurses 
who really liked my tatoos ... 

(I might also mention that I like to take 
vitamin supplements, and by being cun
ning I was able to continue taking the 
vitamins I normally consume while I was 
in the hospital. They do not like you 
bringing your own pill s. ) 

One of the worst pro blems associated 
with this type of surgery is the intense 
pain encountered dur ing sleep. I never 
realized how much of a stud I am-I must 
sleep with a constant hard-on. I would 
sleep for perhaps an hour and a half and 
then awake in excruciating pain when I 
would enter the dream state and get an 
erection. This became an interesting 
experiment in sleep/ d ream deprivation. 
Just after I got out of the hospital I went to 
the drug store for bandages and such, and 
spent fifteen minutes trying to remember 
the few things I was supposed to get. I 
more of less wandered around the store 
in a daze. I thought my lack of mental 
facility was the result o f too much televi
sion during my four day hospitalization, 
but later decide it was the lack of sleep. 

The day after my stitc es were removed 
I developed a compli cation-my suture 
line pulled apart at the top of the shaft 
where the skin from the scrotum was 
raised up and sewn into place. It hap
pened around 3:00 A.M., and there was 
some pain involved. It didn't worry me 
too much at the time, as I couldn ' t really 
tell what had happened. I simply red
ressed the "wound" and went back to 
bed. Around 6 A.M. I was of a clearer 
mind, and upon opening the dressing I 
could tell immediately what had hap
pened. A friend drove me back to the 
hospital where the doctor's associate 
sewed me back up. (My surgeon was out 
of town .) There was a lot of pain involved 
with the novacaine injection . 

I suspect that what caused the separa
tion was the half mile I ran and the forty 
push-ups I did the previous afternoon, 
though I can't be sure. The suture line 
may have simply weakened since I felt no 
pain during my exercise. I could also have 
been undone by an erection, which was 
what awakened me in the first place. I 
asked the doctor if th re was something 
he could give me toke p me from getting 
a hard-on, but he said there wasn't. 

It was important to keep the area and 
dressing clean. I did t his by showering, 
leaving the genital area for last. I used a 
very soft-bristled com plexion brush and 
Ivory soap, followed by a rinse with water 
and then a rinse with hydrogen peroxide. 
Then I let the area dry w hile I shaved, etc. 
Next, with cotton swabs, I applied Beta
dine Ointment to all incision points, and 
then wrapped the ent ire thing in cotton 
gauze. I also wore a tr ss to relieve some 
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of the tension on my new stitches. It 
looked like hell. 

Unfortunately, that was not all the trou
ble I had. I pulled the new stitches loose, 
and had to return to be sewn up. A couple 
of days later they came apart again, pul 
ling through the scrotal skin . Why was I 
having so much trouble with my stitches? 
I believe what was happening was that 
every time I would experience a little 
pain, the scrotum would draw up tight
like it does when you get a chill. But the 
drawing up would cause more pain and 
thus increase the pull on the incision. 

By this time I had developed an infec
tion, despite the antibiotics, and it really 
looked terrible. We decided to send me 
to a plastic surgeon since my doctor was 
still out of town. He managed to get the 
infection under control by the time my 
doctor had returned. That involved a dif
ferent type of topical medication (Baca
tracin) , and soaking in "Buro's Solution" 
three or four times a day. That was a pain 
in the ass. 

Since the healing process had begun 
along the incision lines it was decided to 
leave it alone and let it heal. This means I 
may have some scar tissue at the base of 
the top of the shaft instead of smooth 
skin, but it should ht!al and the skin 
should draw back over the incision by 
itself. Later on I will be using cocoa butter 
when the scar tissue forms, to keep it soft. 

Should you decide on the surgery I sug
gest you plan on a minimum of two weeks 
off from work beginning with the first day 
of surgery. And this is if all goes perfectly! 
I spent most of my time naked or wrapped 
in a towel to keep pressure off my cock. I 
was not able to wear a jockstrap until the 
stitches were removed (the first time), 
which also removed 80% of the discom
fort . The remaining discomfort comes 
from the hair growing back and sticking 
you along the raw suture lines. The truss 
helped with this also. Once the swelling 
started to go down I was able to graduate 
to a jockstrap. I will be glad when I can go 
back to wearing nothing underneath. 

As far as the cost goes, it breaks down as 
follows : 

Surgeon 's fee 
Anesthetic 
Hospital 
Medication (home) 

TOTAL 

$3200 
400 

2800 
75 

$6475 

As you can see, there is a lot of pain, 
time, and money involved in this type of 
undertaking, but if you want a foreskin 
badly enough I suppose it's worth it. I 
keep telling myself that, anyway. 

Postscript : 
Now, four months after the operation, 

my recovery is well advanced, and I can 
engage in normal sexual activity. There is 
extensive scarring; which means it's 
noticeable in an intimate situation, but 

not in a locker room. Though the healing 
is not yet complete, the hair hides most of 
this. There is also some residual edema 
(swelling) at the main incision point, and 
it looks as if it will still be some months 
before that recedes. 

As it stands right now, the new "fore
skin" still will not extend over the head of 
its own accord. This type of surgical 
procedure does not seem to have pro
vided enough length to permit this; 
which is of course the whol e point of the 
operation. To put it bluntly : I did not get 
what I paid for. . 

In an attempt to stretch what skin I 
have, I have discovered a variety of clever 
ways of using clear first-aid tape to keep 
the skin pulled over the head, but this is 
not a permanent solution. In fact, this is 
no solution at all , but I 've become accus
tomed to the feel of having the glans 
covered, and so I continue to use the tape 
despite the pointlessness of it. 

At some future date I will probably go 
back under the knife for some "touch
up" work and possibly a "Z-plasty" to 
complete the lengthening. But I will 
NEVER again go back into a hospital and 
be placed under general anesthesia. It 's 
too hard on the system, and mu ch, much 
too expensive. Any more cutting that has 
to be done I hope to have performed 
under local anesthesia and in a doctor' s 
office. 

My suggestion to readers who wish to 
get a foreskin reconstruction is to get the 
scrotal implant technique. The only per
son I know who uses this method is a Dr. 
Greer in San Antonio, Texas. Save your 
money, move to Texas (if only temporar
ily), get a job (and insurance!), and let Dr. 
Greer do it. He's had a lot of practice, and 
has the methodology down to a fine art. I 
have seen pictures of the results and they 
were very impressive. I later learned that 
if the skin color doesn ' t match, you can 
get medical grade tattooing. 

Also remember that the doctor who did 
my surgery was a urologist, not a plastic 
surgeon. The recent advances in plastic 
surgery can only serve to accent the qual
itative differences. Despite the lengthy 
recovery period, the scrotal implant 
seems to be the most effective and realis
tic. So what if you can ' t fuck for a year
there are other hobbies. Had I been more 
informed I would have chosen that route. 
From what I've seen, it is well worth the 
cost, time, and effort. As my father always 
said; "You get what you pay for." Little did 
he realize ... 

-Greg P. Logan 
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The hunky man is stripped naked, tied 
down to the black leather torture table, 
his head hooded, his mouth gagged, his 
balls stretched away from his body by a 
wide strip of leather. Gently at first I begin 
to play on his pees with a pair of slender, 
black wooden rods, tapping a rhythm 
inspired by the music coming over the 
sound system. Rapidly I move over his 
body, tapping at his shoulders, his biceps, 
his abdomen, his thighs, his calves, the 
soles of his fe et. 

Slowly the taps become harder and 
harder. The skin and underlying muscles 
become more and more sensitive. At first 
he lay there quietly, now he writhes and 
yelps at each tap. He doesn't know where 
I'll strike next, his sweat-drenched, 
spread-eagled body tenses and jumps as 
the blows continue to rain on him, but his 
cock is hard. I include it in the repertoire 
along with the light blows to the bound 
balls. He screams, nicely. I grease his cock 
with Vicks, it burns but he stays hard and 
throbbing. 

I switch th e black drumsticks for a 
length of heavy rubber hose. It punishes 
with deep bruises. I know from exper
ience that tomorrow he will be black and 
blue wherever I use it on him. With one 
hand I use th e hose to beat his pees, his 
abdomen and his thighs; with the other I 
stroke his lon g hard cock. He writhes and 
moans and gasps and screams-and 
finally shoots a load across his chest. One 
of ttle men who has been watching licks 
the come from his chest hairs. 

Just off Interstate 85, in the heart of 
eastern Pennsylvania's Pocono Moun
tains, is a motel, one of a major US chain 
not unlike hundreds of others scattered 
across the country. But on the second 
weekend of May each year this motel 
becomes like no other anywhere! This is 
the site of th e Pocono Warriors White
water Weekend. 

Robin is a mummy at heart, he loves 
long, immobile bondage. I put him in one 
of the slings and wrap his torso and the 
sling securely with long strips of rubber. 
Then I wrap his arms and legs to the 
chains supporting the sling. I wrap his 
head leaving only the nostrils exposed. 





The sling has disappeared. The rubber 
mummified body hangs from four chains. 

To occupy the time while he hangs 
there and enjoys his bondage, I select 
Geoff and use ropes to securely lace him 
into the adjacent sling. I work him over 
with the drumsticks then put a ball 
crusher on his balls. Two dowels trap the 
balls and, as I turn the pair of wing nuts, a 
wooden plate tightens on the trapped 
balls, slowly increasing the pressure. With 
each turn of the wing nuts the pressure 
increases and his cock gets harder. Now 
he's writhing more than ever, and letting 
out low gasps of pain. I tighten more and 
more and he starts to beg, "Please, Sir, 
please!" but his cock stays hard. When I 
think he has neared his limit I tell him he 
will get two more turns on each screw. 
Tears fill his eyes. I put the side of my hand 
in his mouth and he b ites hard as I turn 
the screws twice more. I stroke his hard 
cock as he savors the pain. 

This past May 6 through 8 the No 
Vacancy sign went up on the six-floor 
motel as the space was occupied by nearly 
200 hot and horny men. Many of them 
had come primarily to experience the 
wild ride in rubber rafts down the Lehigh 
River, seasonally swollen with frigid water 
from melting snow on the mountain tops. 
On Saturday a 6:30 A.M. wake-up call 
rouses them to an ear ly breakfast and a 
bus ride to the river. There they don wet
suits and enter four- man rafts for the ride. 
The water is cold, the sun is hot, and the 
scenery is magnificent. Muscles strain to 
keep the rafts off the rocks and occasion
ally all of the occupan ts of a raft take a 
brief, involuntary swim in the bracing 
water. After about five hours the weary 
voyagers beach their craft and head back 
to the motel. 

Animal has a well-deserved reputation 
for destroying equipment, so I take par
ticular care in putting the leather wrist 
restraints on him and securing them to 
the horizontal beam of the cross. I put a 
pair of clothespins on each tit and he 
looks at them with disdain. I add more 
clothespins in a row across his chest, con
necting the nipples, then more, extend
ing the line from his n ipples up towards 
his armpits. His lean, wiry body trembles 
as the number of wooden clamps biting 
his flesh grows and grows. Rows of 
clothespins cross his chest and run down 
his sides from Adam's apple to navel. Now 
he's literally vibrating in the bondage, 
shaking the clamps so they keep the skin 
awake and alive to the torture, and from 
his throat come some of the sounds that 
helped give him his nickname. I've used 
only about half of the 300 clothespins with 
which I intend to decorate his body when 
he begins to writhe vio lently, ripping the 
D-rings from the tough leather of the 
wrist restraints. But he has to stay there 
and take the worst pun ishment of all, the 
removal of the 150 clamps that decorate 
his torso. 

The whitewater ride is unique. Only the 
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Pocono Warriors, among the country's 
leather /levi clubs, offer this experience at 
a run. But this isn 't the only unique fea
ture of Whitewater Weekend. One floor 
of the motel is reserved for the other 
activity that drags men to this run-the 
Dungeon. Several years ago the Warriors 
asked the Chicago Hellfire Club to host a 
dungeon at Whitewater. There was con
siderable interest and over the years the 
Dungeon has grown. Many men now 
hold membership in both clubs and the 
Warriors no longer need the help of any 
other organization to equip and super
vise a superb dungeon party. Safe and 
sane SM sex are the objectives, and a very 
hot time is available to all. 

I'm tired and it 's /ate. The crowd is thin
ning and I pack up my equipment to head 
back to my room. I have to save some 
energy for tomorrow/ Then I notice a 

cute little hairy hunk that I've been 
admiring all evening. I tweak a tit and he 
responds the way he should. We end up 
wrestling around on the floor until/ pin 
his muscular little carcass, using my own 
massive body for bondage. I fuck his 
mouth and finally relieve my own pent
up passions. 

Dungeon facilities at Whitewater 5 
included a smoking lounge (no smoking 
in the rest of the area unless the smoking 
material is an integral part of the scene
love to singe chest and crotch hairs with 
the tip of a glowing cigar!); a porno movie 
palace; two fisting rooms, one with slings 
and one with beds; three general pur
pose dungeon rooms; a water sports 
room, an electrotorture room, . and a 
shaving room. Both T. A . Feldwebel , who 
supervised the electrotorture room, and 
Ross V., who expertly wielded the straight 



razors in the shaving room, are members 
of the Warriors. and associates of Chicago 
Hellfire Club. And both rooms needed a 
take-a-number rack for the eager partici
pants who wanted to try out the relaxi
cisor, the violet ray wand, the hand crank 
magneto, etc., or get all or part of their 
body shaved. 

Two muscular bodybuilders (one the 
po liceman coverman from Drummer 62) 
stand back to back. Ray and I wrap them 
tightly with rubber bandages until there is 
on ly a beautifully shaped grey rubber 
mummy standing with a cock hanging out 
on each side. With bodies and legs 
wrapped together they have to cooperate 
to keep their balance, rubbing sweaty, 
muscular bodies inside their double 
rubber cocoon. Two eager volunteers 
come forward to suck their cocks. 

After years of working at Chicago Hell-

fire Club Infernos and one-night parties it 
was GREAT to be at a party where alii had 
to do was play. All kinds of action was 
going on all over the place. I was too busy 
doing to observe much of what others 
were doing, but I was constantly sur
rounded by wonderful sounds of whips 
strik ing flesh and moans and screams of 
agony and ecstasy. 

I take a break and head for the lounge. 
On one torture tab le a muscular man 
writhes under layers and layers of hot 
wax. In the hall/ hear the sound of a whip 
striking flesh and look int o another dun
geon room to watch Ken use his expertise 
in applying a bullwhip to the ass of a man 
spread-eagled on a cross. In th e nex t 
room Paul is bound int o a bathtub (not 
the one in the bathroom, but a special 
one in the middle of what would normally 
be a bedroom) with a virtual spiderweb o f 

ropes . His face reflects ecstasy as four 
men stand around the tub hosing him 
down with their own anatomical hoses. 

In th e lounge I sit back and enjoy a cold 
drink. From across the room I admire the 
whip stripes on the back of the slave 
kn eeling at John 's feet , each red mark 
sharp and distinct and perfectly parallel to 
every other mark, the entire back a grid
work of welts and stripes as precise as if 
done by a draftsman. I catch John's eye 
and offer my compliments, we discuss the 
possibility of a precision flogging contest 
at a forthcoming Inferno. 

Not everyone at Whitewater Weekend 
is eager for SM. They come for the rafting, 
or just for the fun of the run. Live music 
and dancing provide entertainment else
where in the building. Many spend all 
their nights there, or at private parties in 
their rooms. But many come to watch, to 
learn, to discover their own interests, to 
come to terms with their fantasies. For 
many the Dungeon at Whitewater is their 
first encounter with the reality of safe and 
sane SM. Some learn that they prefer the 
fantasy to the reality. Others discover that 
they want to DO. No one is forced, unless 
they want to be, but many discover new 
worlds of pleasure and sensual 
experience. 

Three short muscular bodies, two white 
and hairy, one black and smooth. I place 
each in a rope body harness, taking care 
to select a particularly white rope for the 
g listening ebony skin. When all three tor
sos are tightly encased in the rope net 
work I put th e three of them together, 
facing out, and lace each adjacent pair of 
arms toget her, tightly confined against 
the bound bodies. Then each adjacent 
pair of legs is laced together so that the 
trio stands on a tripod of bound legs. 
Three cocks stand out hard. The three 
heads are tied together by ropes through 
each of the three mouths and across each 
of th e three pairs of eyes. Then the three 
sets of balls are linked. Volunteers assist 
me to chew on tit s, stroke and suck cocks, 
squeeze balls. Each time one reacts to a 
stimulus, all feel it ; the slightest move
ment by one is felt by the other two. And 
my helpers and I see to it that all thre e of 
them are kept writhing in a cons tant com
bination of agony and ecstasy. 

The Pocono Warrior's Whitewater 
Weekend is the only run I know of that 
includes a major dungeon and which is 
open to anyone who wishes to attend. All 
other dungeon parties are by invitation 
only. It is the perfect place for someone 
who thinks he is interested in SM to learn 
more about it and about his feelings, and 
to do so in an environment of safety and 

. concern. For information about White
water Weekend 6, write the Pocono War
riors, PO Box 381, Scranton, PA 18501 . 

Animal asks me to torture his balls. I'm 
eager to do so but don't want to destroy 
any more equipment. I sit on the floor 
cross-legged and tell him to lay on his 
back with his head in my lap. I tell him that 
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I'm not going to restrain him, he has to lay 
there and hold his balls up for punish
ment. He holds them in both hands, forc
ing them up and away from his body-a 
tempting target. I tell him that the torture 
will come in sets of ten strokes, then tap 
his balls rather lightly ten times with a 
black wooden rod. He sighs and writhes 
and after a few seconds I repeat the ten 
strokes somewhat harder. By eight he is 
writhing and I command h im to lie still. 
After a brief pause he gets ten more, 
harder still. After the tenth stroke he rolls 
around on the floor moaning in pain, 
then puis his head back on my lap and 
holds his balls up for more punishment. 

Now I'm hilling HARD. With each blow 
I see the balls flatten and rebound, mus
cular reactions to the pain cause his mus
r'es to jerk violently and he screams out 
with each blow. After the set he writhes 
uncontrollably for several minutes. When 
he returns to the punishment position I 
switch to the heavy rubber hose. Ten 
moderately heavy blows o f the hose is 
terrible torture. He screams with each 
one and his body tries to double up and 
protect his balls. My own cock throbs at 
the sight of him fighting against himself, 
r acting to the pain and fighting it, mak
ing himself lie there, begging for more. 

At the end of the ten with the hose he 
rolls around on the floor l ike a madman, 
clutching at his tortured nuts and his 
cramping muscles. He seems reluctant to 
return to the torture position. I order him 
back and tel/ him that he will get only 
three more blows-but these three will 
be the hardest yet. With each blow he 
screams, his legs jerk into the air and his 
body rolls, trying to escap e despite his 
determination. After the third blow he 
again rolls around and writhes in agony as 
several men jerk off watch ing him. Finally 
he recovers his ability to control his body 
and crawls to me. Sweat drips from him as 
he thanks me and takes my cock in his 
mouth. 0 
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