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SLAVERY WAS ABOLISHED IN 1865 
BUT NOBODY BOTHERED TO TELL HIM. 

MEET THE MAN 
WHO IS DEDICATED TO 

CARRYING ON THAT 
AGE OLD TRADITION 

FEATURING: THE CONSTRUCTION WORKER 
THE STOCK BOY THE COP THE SURFER 

THE BODYBUILDER THE BUSINESSMAN 
THE MECHANIC THE MALE STRIPPER 

VIDEOTAPES 1 &2 5995 

64 PAGE MOVIE STILLS 
PHOTO BOOK 995 

FOR 
SALE 

He gathers 'em up one way or another, 
hunky men from all walks of life and brings 
them to the compound. They are stripped, 
shaved, branded, shackled, trained and/or 
used, then offered for sale to a very select few. 

It was done a hundred or so years ago, you 
must admit. It was done thousands of years 
ago. It is being done in this Robert Payne 
fantasy that will hold your attention while 
you hold on to your seat-or whatever. 
This tape, in two one-hour parts, includes MR. 
DRUMMER '84, MR. ROCKY MOUNTAIN 
DRUMMER, and stars MR. SOUTHEAST 
DRUMMER as the Dungeonmaster. It is an 
exciting concept and a breathtaking tape. 

------------------------------------------------------WINGS VIDEO 
960 FOLSOM STREEf 
SAN FRANCISCO, 

CA 94114 

Send me the following : D SLAVES FOR SALE I (59.95); D SLAVES FOR SALE II (59.95) ; 
D CHAIN REACTION 179.95) . Send tapes in DBETA DVHS. 
D Chain Reaction Book (9.95) ; D Slaves For Sale Book (9.95) 
Enclosed is$ Charge my DVISA DMasterCard 
Card No. Exp. Date. ________ _ 

Signature: (I am over 21 years of age) -----------------Name _________________________ __ 

Address---:=:------------------------
City/State/Zip -----------------------



EVERYTHING YOU EVER WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT FOR GIFTING 
AND WERE 

AFRAID TO ASK 

You might say that giving is a gift 
To know exactly what the right 

thing is for the right person is one 
of the season's most difficu lt 

problems. He can end up with 
something he will never forget 
you for, or the who le affair can 

be one disappointment The 
choice is yours and for a bottom 

not used to making his own 
decisions, that can be very painful 

indeed. 

Consider, for instance, the 
photograph on this page. The 

man in charge is wearing leat her 
officer's pants in black with a grey 

and white side stripe, along with 
officer's boots. Both are from the 

Studstore in San Francisco. The 
fellow who proudly presented 

these magnificent gifts is on his 
knees, enjoying the thanks he 

gets. 

His jeans are from Worn Out 
West (San Francisco) and boots 

are from Safco. We have the 
fee ling that both will be shed 
soon. Torso is by Nautalis, we 

assume. 
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Muir Cycle Cap in Black leather 
sizes 6'h - 7% w/chain add 

w/eagle add 
shipping and handling 

Black leather Arm Band, Adj. 
shipping and handling 
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GIVE OR GET 
THE SPOKEN WORD 

49.50 
3.00 
3.50 
2.50 

12.00 
1.75 

Harkening back to the old radio days 
when your imagination soared farther than 

either movies or television, Audio tapes 
are beco ming more and more popu lar. 

Starring at our left is Brutus, whose three 
Compound Tapes entitled " The 

Int erroga tion," " The Training Begins" and 
" Punishment and Reward" are all best 
se llers. Each is an hour long, which is 

unusual. 

A lso available is one from Tom of 
Fin land's catalog, " Sgt. Ronco 's Dirty 
Ta lktape." Man To Man tapes have a 

cata log of almost two dozen as does Hot 
Ta lk Tapes, a few of wh ich feature porn 

star A I Pa rker 

The best way for listening is with 
ea rphones, which makes the dialogue very 

rea l and int imate as well as leaving the 
hands free for other things. 

Available from: 

MALE HIDE LEATHERS INC. 
2816 N. lincoln Avenue 
Chicago, Illinois 60657 



: 

·············· 

We haven't seen much of lack 
for some time and it is good to 1 

see more of his excellent work,:· 
this time in a style that is some- · 
what of a departure for him. 
These illustrations of gift sugges
tions are available from The 
Leather Locker in Los Angeles, 
which offers a catalog illustrated 
by lack. There is more informa
tion on page 56. 

...... 
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ONE OF OUR 
FAVORITE ARTISTS 

FAVORS US AGAIN 
WITH THESE , . 

Le ft is a wide buckle harness with cod 
p iece. Th e return moves up th e ass and 
connects in th e back natura lly. Talloo is 
optional. 



SUGGESTIONS 
FOR THE HOLIDAYS 
There are plenty of things you can use 
on a favorite body and Zack shows us a 
few. From the heavy leather sling, 
going clockwise, there is a laced cock 
sheath in tandem with a cock ring/ ball 
harness, a slave collar in leather wh ich 
connects by chain to a metal and 
leather cockring ensemble. The leather 
leash is an accessory. 

Moving right along are beautifu l 
leather restraints dripping with metal 
buckles and rings and chains to keep 
your slave in his place. Ankles attach to 
thighs for a good kneeling position and 
the accompanying belt has rings for 
chains. He'll /ave you for it! 
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1 DRUMMER HOL/OA Y BOOK 53 

.. 
·: 



:.<: 
u 
0 .., 

mcnt;cme~~ 
Leatne~s 
BOX 161, AGINCOURT 
ONTARIO, CANADA M15,3B6 
416-499-5539 
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CUSTOM 
.JDCKS 

WE'VE GOT 35 STYLES 

NEW ILLUSTRATED 
36 PAGE CATALOGUE 

$5 
PLUS 90¢ POSTAGE 

"CUSTOM LEATHER GOODS MY 
JOY TO MAKE, YOURS TO WEAR! 
THE PRICE INCLUDES ALL FUTURE 
SERVICING, NO CHARGE. II 

POSTAGE NOT INCLUDED 

INDIVIDUALLY CUSTOMIZED LEATHER 
NOT MASS PRODUCED 
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Wholesalers & Dealers 

YOUR WORLD-WIDE SOURCE OF TIT-TOYS 
FROM BASIC TO BIZARRE 

T-T CATALOG~::s~~etter! 
Manufacturers of quality Tit Clamps, nipple clip restraints, 
and novelties. The originators of th·e famous adjustable all igator tit clamps. 
Catalog and samples on request. Wholesalers and distributors contact: 

T-T CATALOG 

\. New hot item 
for tits and/or 
cock & balls. 

\r.' HA:g:::eN'S 



• , . ...... ........... __ 

SHOW A LITTLE 

RESTRAINT 
Fellers shows us (above) how to keep track of a slave. Steel 
wrist shack les, chain connected. Right is a unique bondage 
harness from The Pleasure Chest_ Los Angeles. It takes a 
while to install but believe us, it is we ll worth the effort. 

Also from The Pleasure Chest is a latex and chain bondage 
ensemble that adjusts to most any size. Keeps legs up and the 
subject can release himself in any emergency. The rubber bit is 
akin to a horses and wi ll keep him quiet. Collar matches bondage equipment. 
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LEATHER LOCKER, INC. PRESENTS 
A very special catalog of Leather items 

illustrated by artist Zach. 

15, 8V2x11 individual pages suitable for framing -
Only $10.00 

(Refundable on 1st order of $100 or more) 

You must state you are 21 

M/C, VISA, CHECK OR M.O. TO: 

LEATHER LOCKER, INC. 
8250 Santa Monica Blvd. 
Los Angeles, CA 90046 

Credit Card Customers 

Card# ______ Exp. Date _____ _ 
Signature _______________ _ 

THE ENEMA AS AN EROTIC ART by Cavid Barton--Jay 
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Yours to savor for 
plus $4.50 for insured postage 

Til E DAVID BAfHO~-.JAY PROJECTS 
Suite 3156, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York , New York 10010 

Name (print) 

Address 

City/State/Zip 

Your Signature 

---------

(I am of legal age, so please hurry with the book') 

Apt.# --

For information on photo seta available, send $1 .00 + SASE. 
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Not the least interesting thing about this story is that 
it is true. jake celebrated his birthday in just this 
fashion which certainly made it a night to remember. 
jake is a beautiful young man of our acquaintance 
who is further pursuing his training. Some of the 
names and places have been changed to protect the 
guilty. 

I was a Christmas baby, which fucks up a guy's 
birthday like you wouldn't believe. I have always 
spent Christmas at home-you know the scene. 
Relatives, presents, big Christmas dinner, the tree, 
singing carols, sometimes even going to church on 
Christmas Eve. But this year I was a thousand or more 
miles from home, and to make matters enough to 
break your heart, it was my twenty-first birthday. What 
ended up making it the best one I can remember, I 
had very little to do with. 

It all started about a month before. I had walked 
into this leather bar in Portland, which is where I met 
Robert. He was a bartender unlike any I had ever seen 
before. Wearing an upper-body harness and bare-ass 
chaps with a military cap, Robert had enough attitude 
for a half dozen bartenders. Watching him at work 
was an experience and, at the end of one evening of 
Budweiser and Schnapps, I ended up signing my life 
away for one of his infamous private six-week training 
courses that several guys warned me about. How all 
that came about is a complicated story and you don't 
really care. All that is important is that Robert 
convinced me I needed training in obedience along 
with plain old boot camp discipline. It was his hobby. 
At that point I became his hobby. 

For that night when the bar closed, I went home 
with him, direct to his basic black SM bedroom. It was 
done World War II Army style, not that Robert was of 
that vintage but his furnishings were. In the middle of 
this army surplus bonanza, my training began. From 
that moment on we proceeded down perfection's 
route for four agonizing weeks. That whole month I 
couldn't call my soul my own. Or my ass. Or my balls. 
Or even one hair on my body. This was the setting for 
the particular Christmas Eve at hand, aka my birthday. 

You might call it a surprise party, although after a 
month of Robert's training, nothing would surprise 
me. I had been shaved, humiliated, whipped, pissed 
on and abused daily. That's right, I had to move in 
with him and serve him when he wasn't using me to 
amuse himself. At work he would keep me standing 
by the bar, collared, with my hands behind my back. 
If he was in a good mood, ocassionally I was allowed 
to play pool to kill time until he would attach the 
leash to my collar and take me home. Usually I was 
stripped to the waist or wore a T -shirt with "In 
Training" across the chest. When he tired of that 
training at night, I went through the ritual of polishing 
his boots, removing them and licking his feet. Then I 
would be allowed to lie on my pad beside the bed, 
sleeping lightly to be available at any time during the 
night. 

It had been particularly rough and late the night 
before, and I was allowed to sleep it off that 
afternoon. When I awoke I found a set of military 
fatigues laid out for me with a note attached: "Put 
these on and come down to the bar." 
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I showered and, naturally, did as I was told as fast as 
possible. I took a look in the mirror. The fatigues were 
tight and, other than my new burr-head haircut, I 
didn't look at all bad. My cock and balls made a nice 
bulge, not an easy task in fatigues. The phone rang 
and I knew it had to be Robert. So I ran out the door 
knowing I would pay dearly for being late. In fact I 
ran all the way to the bar and arrived breathless. 

It seemed more than a little strange that all my 
friends were also there but I put it down to simply the 
fact that it was Christmas Eve. I had assumed the 
fatigues were a present from Robert for either my 
birthday or for Christmas and that was that. But things 
got stranger. Everyone kept buying me drinks. Instead 
of standing in a corner, my hands behind my back, 
with everyone too afraid of Robert to talk to me, I was 
suddenly the center of attention. It certainly was not 
your average Sunday evening crowd. It began to be a 
little clearer, I thought, when Robert announced that 
there was to be a beer bust in my honor. He even 
pronounced that the beer was free and I really knew 
something had to be very different somewhere. 

The announcement continued: For every pitcher of 
beer drawn, the Birthday Boy (me) would get five 
"good ones." A couple of the guys grabbed me and 
pushed me into the storeroom. Robert boomed 
through the door, "Strip down boy." That's what the 
man said and I took off my new fatigues, unlacing my 
boots and stood there in my birthday suit, waiting. 
The door opened slightly and someone threw in a 
jockstrap from the official collection on the wall 
behind the bar. Robert was always checking customers 
out as to whether or not they were wearing 
undershorts. If they were, they got them ripped off. If 
he found a jockstrap on them, he somehow seemed 
to get it away from them for his collection. Robert 
had a thing about jockstraps, among other things. 

I put the jock on, awaiting the next directive. The 
door opened and I stepped out, the almost-naked 
center of attention. I was handcuffed and bent over 
the bar where Robert' s best friend solemnly took an 
oversized black leather paddle and gave me my first 
five. Leather on bare flesh makes a frightening noise. I 
thanked him five times and continued being embar
rassed as hell with my bare ass hanging over the bar. 
But what embarrassed me even more was the hard-on 
I was beginning to get. The tears in my eyes were not 
so much from the heartwarming sentiment flowing 
around the room but from the fact that my ass was 
stinging. It hurt, dammit. 

They marched me over to a post near the edge of 
the room and fastened the handcuffs above my head. 
This turned out to be my position of honor for most 
of the honor-filled evening. 

Did you ever try to get your friends to not drink 
free beer? I don' t know about your friends, but mine 
seemed hellbent on consuming pitcher after pitcher 
and I got five "good ones" every few minutes. Some 
were more "good" than others, depending on who 
administered them. But each got a "Thank you, Sir." I 
was even allowed to drink a little beer but not 
through choice, since I had no desire to help drain 
any more pitchers than absolutely necessary. 

And when beer starts going through you, what do 
you do with it when you are fastened to a post? I 
made the mistake of mentionin~ this fact, albeit 
humbly, to one of my buddies. 'Please, I have to 
pee," I said naively. He told Robert, who was busy 
filling pitchers at the bar. 



"Let him pee in his pants," said Robert in his 
sweetly concerned way. 

I guess he was told that I didn't have any pants to 
pee in. So he handed my buddy an empty pitcher 
which was placed beneath my very full jock. I 
discovered there is a certain level of embarrassment 
that, when you reach it, there isn't much more room 
for any more. If you get my meaning. I pissed through 
my jock, and I guess you know what the sons of 
bitches did next. They made me drink it. At least it 
was warm, which I wasn't very at this point-other 
than my ass, which was glowing. 

So it was fun and frolic for most of the night. 
Everybody was helping the kid celebrate his birthday. 
Then came time to close up the bar and Robert 
poured a pitcher of fresh cold beer over my head 
while my boozy chums sang r,et another chorus of 
"Happy Birthday." I got five ' really good ones" for 
the aforementioned pitcher and I was touched. I was 
cold. My legs were trembling but, nonetheless, I felt 
special. Camaraderie can be expressed in many 
different ways. Ask someone who has survived a 
football squad initiation. But the tears in my eyes were 
a little different this time as Robert followed the beer 
with a bottle of champagne (which I fully expected 
him to break over my head). However, he simply 
shook it up and sprayed my bare bod. The tears were 
very real. Did you ever have champagne in your eyes? 

And then, to go with the champagne, came the real 
icing on the cake. Robert came out from the 
storeroom proudly bearing a huge round tray (proba
bly stollen from the pizza parlor down the street) on 
which were twenty-one candles. No cake, no icing, 
just twenty-one candles. I was treated to the festive 
honor of a multicolored hot wax job. There wasn't a 
dry eye in the house, especially mine. I howled and 
begged and squirmed, even offering to decline the 
honor. 

Standing in the center of all this attention, dripping 
wet, shivering in spite of being covered with hot wax, 
what more could anyone ask? What more could my 
dearest friends in the world do to me or for me? I 
soon found out. 

The big present for m'{ twenty-first birthday and my 
reward for the month o almost completed training 
was yet to come. For that matter, so was I. My cock 
and balls had expanded and contracted so many times 
that evening that I wondered if they were still there 
under the soaked jockstrap. 

Robert almost gently took me down from the post 
and half carried me to the pool table under the bright 
light. Not daring to move, I lay spread out as he 
walked away. A very good friend of mine came over 
and gave me some quiet advice. 

"What's coming next is the worst part. It's very 
intense and if you can close your mind to it, you're 
better off. " Comforting. " Open your mouth. " 

He laid a tab of acid on my tongue. 
Out came Robert from behind the bar carrying a 

black medical bag. Instantly there was pure and 
unadulterated panic on mr, part. What the fuck was he 
going to do, castrate me? ' Don 't look," he suggested,. 

Everyone gathered around and I mentally thanked 
the gods for the acid, which hadn't started to work 
yet. Robert started working on my tits, squeezing 
them, pulling them, pinching them and finally 
attaching some nasty little jagged-tooth clamps on ·' 
them. If there was such a thing as a dentist for tits, 
Robert qualified for the job. 
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1/aue/tj~O/c,#~~~ 
I knew. He was going to ring me like he had been 

threatening since a month ago. And my tits were on 
fire, but I knew the real pain hadn't really started as 
yet. 

" Please, Sir," I said in my most pathetic voice. 
I got my face slapped and was told to stick out my 

tits. I did automatically and got a wet needle through 
the right one. I could smell the alcohol. There was a 
flash of light; the acid was starting to take effect. Or 
maybe it was the pain. When I became aware again, I 
had a ring through my nipf.le, and Robert was wiping 
the area with more alcoho . 

He held me in his arms and said, "Happy Birthday, 
boy." 

I was still pretty shaky and someone handed me a 
cold beer. They all took turns inspecting my jewelry 
and Robert was beaming like a new father, proud as 
hell with himself and, I hoped, with me. 

Then do you know what the sonofabitch did? 
He made me stand up on the pool table and began 

selling chances on my ass for the night. I had 
envisioned his taking me home, letting me lie beside 
him in bed and hold me, telling me how wonderful I 
had been. And how brave. And how obedient. Instead 
he was selling my beautiful, if abused, little bod. 

"Your training is over, kid. We're gonna see how 
well you learned." He pulled the soggy jockstrap 
down to my ankles and I stepped out of it. He put 
one of my boots on the pool table in front of me and 
the line came by to drop their bucks into it. As they 
did so, he handed each one a slip to put their name 
on and told them to drop it into my other boot. I was 
going to be the door prize at my own birthday party. 
Little did I know this might be the best present of all. 
Little did Robert know either. 

Robert made a production of drawing the name and 
big, blond Gary stepped up to claim his prize. Robert 
handed him my clothes and the lead to my leash. I 
followed my new owner through the patting, slapping, 
pinching, pissing crowd. It was such fun for them that 
they brought me back to make me pass through them 
again, this time on my hands and knees. I really got 
my ass warmed up good and proper. Finally I made it 
out the door to the boots of my owner-for-the-night 
and I licked them gratefully. 

He told me to get on his Kawasaki. I was still wet, 
cold, my tit felt like it was going to fall off, and my ass 
was raw as I held my bare feet and legs away from the 
pipes and the ground and he started up the bike with 
a roar. 

There is nothing quite like roaring away from your 
birthday party through a town a thousand miles from 
home, stoned, buck-naked, as the possession of the 
man whom your arms are wrapped around, holding 
on for dear life. With your prick harder than it has 
been all night. 

Robert, the bastard, used the proceeds from the 
raffle to pay for the fucking beer and candles and 
ended up selling me. But I can't be too unhappy 
about it. Maybe he really did know what he was 
doing. Even without the very memorable party at the 
bar, I can never forget the rest of my twenty-first 

~ birthday. Christmas night had barely begun. 
But that is another story. o 





Bob Welty arrived at the Cabana disco around ten 
o'clock. Plenty of time to get drunk before midnight 
arrived and the balloons started falling. 

It was rotten going out on New Year's Eve alone. 
But it was either that, or go with John and Peter and 
the rest of the gang-and that was one of Bob's New 
Year's resolutions, to get away from that simpering 
group. If Peter called him Roberta one more time, he 
was going to slap that fat queen's face. 

So he went alone. He would probably meet up with 
the gang at the Cabana anyway. 

Bob wished he had a lover to go with, but he had 
given up long ago on finding one. No man seemed to 
be able to stand him for more than two weeks. He 
knew the fault was his. His self-image was terrible, he 
was bitchy, and he looked awful. He had talked about 
it with his straight roommate Eileen. " For God's sake, 
Bob," she would, say, putting on her running shoes, 
"if you feel that unattractive, do something about it. 
Take est. Get into running. Work out, go on a diet. 
And get rid of those flowery disco clothes. Macho is 
in." The last sentence would be swallowed by a huff 
as Eileen started her side-bends. Then she would put 
on her reflector sunglasses and go out for a two-mile 
run. 

Bob had never swallow.ed all that self-improvement 
shit. You are what you are, he told himself. Men with 
great bodies and good looks were born that way. You 
are what you are, and I am a doughy, pale, unstylish, 
unhip, unattractive zero. 

He supposed he could have found a lover by now, 
somebody as neurotic and out of things as he was, 
and they could be busy shredding each other's egos. 
But that wasn ' t the kind of man Bob wanted for a 
lover, or even for a trick. He had gotten so picky, 
holding out for things way beyond his class, that his 
sex life had almost completely dried up. He wanted 
the kind of guy in demand-muscular, self-assured, 
steamy. The kind of man who entered a room and 
turned heads. 

But studs like that weren't seen with guys like Bob. 
They were seen with other studs. 

Secretly, Bob wanted more than a stud. He wanted 
a dominating stud. A guy with strong shoulders, a big 
fat cock, and a mean streak. Shit, Bob would do 
anything for a man like that-crawl for him, beg him, 
lick his feet, let the man use him any way he wanted. 
But men like Bob dreamed of wouldn't give a damn if 
he crawled . They' d just step over him and find 
themselves a hunk who liked to crawl. 

The Cabana was about half-packed when he got 
there. The dance floor was already crowded, but the 
aisles on either side of the small balcony upstairs were 
almost empty. 

Bob got himself a drink. He gave in to his weakness 
for sweet, creamy drinks and ordered a Golden 
Cadillac. The calories were depressing. As a New 
Year's resolution, he decided he was going to cut 
back somewhere. 

He felt bloated and self-conscious suddenly, and 
wished he hadn' t worn the .tight white pants and his 
glitter T-shirt. Who was he kidding? The clothes just 
emphasized the rolls of fat on his stomach and ass. He 
went upstairs to the balcony where he wouldn't feel 
so obvious. 

No one else was there. Bob relaxed and looked 
down at the crowd. The balcony had a perfect view of 
the whole bar. Jesus, the place was full of attractive -
men. Where the hell did they all come from? It didn' t 
matter; Bob knew where they were headed. They'd all 
be going home with each other. 
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His eyes fell on a pretty blond boy standing by the 
dance floor, letting the whirling lights flash over him 
and swaying to the beat. Bob had never met him, but 
he knew his name was Joey. The kid was a regular at 
the bar, everyone knew his name. Joey looked about 
twenty and he was a dancer or gymnast or something. 
He had a lean, perfectly chiseled body, and he loved 
to show it off. Joey liked to dance up on the stage 
with the rest of the exhibitionists, stripping down 
when he got sweaty to show off his gleaming, hairless 
chest. Once Bob had seen him up on the stage 
wearing nothing but a silver jockstrap and doing 
somersaults while his cute young friends screamed 
with appreciation. 

Tonight Joey seemed to be alone. He was wearing 
skin-tight jeans and a white T-shirt. Bob figured the 
shirt would be coming off soon enough, giving 
everybody in the place a chance to ogle the boy's 
muscled chest and back. The kid's a trash y whore, Bob 
told himself. Not that I'd kick him out of bed . . . 

Bob ran his eyes over the rest of the crowd. 
Everybody in the place looked good enough to eat. 
Then he saw a man standing off the dance floor. One 
of his dream men. 

The man stood above the crowd-he was tall, 
six-two at least. His face was flawless. Short brown hair 
parted on the side, smooth cheekbones and a square, 
dean-shaven jaw. In his early thirties, almost 

The stud released one of his nipples 
and ran his hand over the boy's naked 
side and back, then slid his fingers 
into the boy's pants to feel his ass. 
too tanned and handsome, like a model. He was 
wearing a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up in 
tight bands around his big biceps, the front unbut
toned to reveal the definition of his plated stomach 
and the dense thatch of brown hair between his pees. 
He was wearing blue jeans, tight around his big thighs 
and hard round ass. And unless it was some kind of 
illusion of distance and light, the man had a huge 
basket. Bob could tell that from fifty feet away. 

The man 's face, beautiful as it was, had a cold edge 
to it. There was something selfish and cruel in his lips 
and eyes. The kind of man Bob would do anything 
for ... 

Bob shook his head and finished his drink. The man 
made him feel dumpy and depressed. He tried to turn 
his attention to the crowd on the dance floor. There 
were a lot of intersting costumes-a couple of guys 
dressed as 1985, wearing nothing but diapers, a few 
wild drag get-ups, more women than usual. 

But his eyes kept darting back to the big man. Bob 
tried looking at Joey for a while-somehow the kid 
was not as threatening. Then he looked back at the 
man. Then he realized that the two of them were 
cruising each other. 

That figures , Bob thought. 
Suddenly the stud took his eyes off Joey and looked 

up at the balcony. He stared. There was no one to see 
on the balcony except Bob. The man headed for the 
stairs. As he ascended, Bob's heart started thumping. 

He smiled at the man as he took the last step. The 
man frowned back and walked past him to stand at 
the rail and look down at the dance floor. Bob looked 
down too, his heart beating fast and his mouth dry at 
being so close to the man, and saw that the kid Joey 
was looking up now, with a serious expression on his 



innocent face. Joey seemed to hesitate, then he 
walked through the crowd of dancers and headed up 
the steps, glancing up at the man who stared coldly 
back. 

Joey stopped at the head of the stairs. He looked at 
Bob for an instant, merely noting his presence, then 
looked at the man. The stud was leaning against the 
rail, one hand idly squeezing his basket. joey 
approached him slowly. Bob saw the boy's adam's 
apple bob as he swallowed. 

joey walked up to the man. The two of them stared 
at each other. Bob moved to the shadows at the back 
of the landing where he had a good view of them 
both in profile. 

The man took his eyes off the kid, teasing him, and 
glanced down at the dance floor. Joey took the 
opportunity to stare at the man's chest and stomach, 
then down at the big lump at his crotch, and the 
man's fingers gently kneading it. The man looked 
back at Joey, caught him with his eyes on his basket, 
and smirked. He reached out and took one of Joey's 
nipples between his forefinger and thumb and 
squeezed it through the T -shirt. 

Joey's whole body seemed to ripple in response. He 
parted his lips and closed his eyes. The man's mouth 
stiffened into a grim smile. He took one of Joey's 
hands and placed it on his basket. 

Joey's mouth opened in a moan-Bob could not 
hear it for the pounding music-and he opened his 
eyes to gaze up at the man's face. The stud's cock was 
getting hard now. The bulge between his legs was 
enormous. Joey put both hands on it. There was a 
look of awe on his face. 

The man let go of his nipple and reached down to 
pull the shirt out of Joey's jeans. The blond kid 
stiffened for a moment and looked over at Bob, 
suddenly remembering there was a third person on 
the balcony. The man took Joey's chin in his hand and 
jerked his face back, then went on as if they were 
alone. 

He rolled the tight T-shirt up over Joey's stomach 
and chest, until his nipples showed. He looked down 
curiously at the boy's smooth sculptured stomach and 
ran his fingertips over the firm symmetrical squares of 
muscle. Then he took both nipples between his 
fingers and tugged. 

He was hurting the boy. Bob could tell by the way 
the blond kid sucked in his breath and tightened his 
chest. But the whole time Joey looked up reverently 
at the man and kept his hands on the man's big 
basket. 

The stud released one of his nipples and ran his 
hand over the boy's naked side and back, then slid his 
fingers into the boy's pants to feel his ass. joey tilted 
his ass out to give the man easier access, and pushed 
his chest forward, encouraging him to pull on his 
nipple, and held on to the big bulge in the man's 
jeans. 

The man reached deeper into the boy's pants; joey 
suddenly stiffened. Bob knew what had happened- . 
the man had shoved a finger up the kid's ass! 

The man looked down, grim satisfaction on his face. 
His eyes were like eat's eyes, cold and shrewd. Joey 
looked up at him. His face had gone slack, mouth 
open, eyes narrow. 

The man held the boy on his finger, forcing him to 
rotate his hips. Then he pulled his hand out of joey's 
pants. He made a fist with his middle finger extended, 
and raised the slick finger to Joey's mouth. Joey 
frowned and turned his face away, wary eyes on the 
finger. The man grabbed the back of his neck and 

held his head stiff. He smiled as he ran the finger over 
Joey's lips, then pushed it inside the boy's mouth. 

Joey's face flushed-the man pinched his nipple
then he started sucking on the finger in his mouth, 
gazing up hungrily at the stud's smirking face. 

Simultaneously the two of them looked over at Bob. 
Joey kept nursing shamelessly at the finger. His eyes 
were glazed, as if he were drugged. The man's face 
had no expression. 

It was too much. Bob hurried off the balcony and 
went for another drink. He regretted wearing the tight 
white pants again. Everyone would be able to see his 
hard-on. 

He ordered a double bourbon and soda and tried 
to put the two of them out of his mind. But how 
could he? The man had blown his mind, the way he 
acted so cool and stuck-up, as if he were doing Joey a 
big favor by squeezing his tits and letting him grope 
his backet. And Joey-what a whore, letting the man 
handle him that way, sucking on his finger after it had 
been up his ass. And all in front of other people. Not 
just Bob-anyone in the bar could have looked up 
and seen what was going on. 

The crowd was gettin9 thicker. Everybody seemed 
high as a kite. Bob didn t feel high, just sluggish and a 
little drunk. New Year's Eve stunk. 

He fought the urge to walk the aisle that ran along 
the dance floor opposite the balcony. If he saw the 
two men again he would just get more frustrated. But 
he crossed the bar. When he looked up and saw them 
both still going at it by the balcony railing, he knew 
he would keep watching them as long as he could. 

Joe had his shirt off now. It was hanging from the 
back of his pants on the right side. He was bent over 
against the wall with his rear end stuck out, as if he 
was ready to have his jeans pulled down and get 
whipped or fucked . 

The man stood behind Joey. He pulled a switch
blade from his pocket and snapped it open. Bob 
gasped. The long tapered blade flashed brightly in the 
whirling lights from the ceiling. 

The music changed, and strobe light filled the bar. 
The flashing white light stabbed Bob's eyes. He put a 
hand over his brow and squinted up at the balcony. 

As the lights flashed on and off, the man ran his 
thumb over the blade. Then he lowered it and 
pressed the point into the seat of Joey's pants, as if he 
were going to jab the sharp point through the denim 
and stab Joey up the ass. Bob held his breath. 
Someone in the milling crowd bumped him, sloshed 
his drink. Bob kept his eyes on the balcony. 

Instead of stabbing, the man pricked with the knife, 
cutting the threads that held the seam together, 
making an opening in the back of Joey's pants. The 
man pulled the knife back and said something. Joey 
stood up and turned around. The man shoved him 
against the wall. The flickering light showed fear 
mixing with the lust on Joey's face. 

The man grabbed one of the boy's lean pees and 
squeezed it so the nipple stood out. He touched the 
tip of the knife to the lower edge of the kid's nipple. 
Joey pressed his hands between his l.egs and threw his 
head back. The man flicked his wrist, flipping the 
knife-point up. Joey's mouth opened and his chest 
heaved, almost as if he were coming. Bob couldn't tell 
if the knife had brought blood. He looked up and 
down the aisle, across the dance floor to the bar. No 
one else seemed to be aware of what was happening 
above. 

When Bob looked back, the man had moved his 
clutching ~and to Joey's other pee. Again he pinched 
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the muscle and put the tip of the blade to the 
protruding nipple. Joey was looking down at his chest, 
then up at the man, shocked and excited. The man's 
face was cat-like again. Impersonal but mean, playing 
with the blond kid like a toy. 

The blade flicked again, gleaming silver under the 
strobe light. Bob could swear he saw dark wetness on 
the tip. 

Suddenly the music changed. Something new and 
wild. The crowd on the dance floor screamed, and fog 
began to pour from the ceiling. The wispy blanket fell, 
swallowing the balcony. joey and the sadist 
disappeared. 

Bob panicked. Anything might be happening up 
there. He shoved into the crowd and headed for the 
stairs. Someone knocked the glass from his hand, he 
heard it hit the floor and shatter. "Watch it, creep!" 
an angry man in a silver domino slurred. Bob pushed 
on and bounded up the steps. Wisps of fog swirled 
around him. The colored lights danced over his head 
in solid beams. 

The balcony was empty. 
He steadied himself. As he caught his breath

running up the stairs had winded him-he turned 
angry. Those two were fucking his mind! It wasn't his 
business to look out for Joey. The kid had been 
hand-picked by the butchest stud in the bar. Maybe 
the man was getting rough with him, but joey seemed 
to be licking it up. Fucking whore. If he wanted to get 
his pretty tits sliced, let him. 

The fog was still thick. Bob could not see the 
dancers below, only the bars of red and blue light 
floating in the dense white mist. He felt alone and 
private, as if he were hidden in a cave. 

He thought about the man, about his smirking 
handsome face, his knife, the huge thing hidden in his 
pants. He had let Joey touch it. One feel of that cock 
and the boy had been hooked, ready to follow the 
man's lead like a dog on a leash. It must be 
enormous, Bob thought. What was it like to go down 
on a cock like that? What was it like to have a cock 
like that between your legs? 

The stud was going to fuck the blond kid's pretty 
face with it, stick it up his hard round ass. Joey wanted 
it bad. No telling what the man would put him 
through before he let him have it. Belt him, make him 
beg. The 111an would use his cock the way he used his 
shiny knife. To intimidate the boy, threaten him, hurt 
him. Shit, those two were hot. Bob would have given 
anything to see them both naked and sweaty, the big 
stud ploughing Joey with his huge shaft and making 
him grunt. 

Bob squeezed the hard-on inside his pants. He 
peered down at his flabby chest and pinched one of 
his fleshy pees until the nipple pressed against the 
cloth of his shirt. He imagined the man digging his 
fingernails into it and twisting, pressing his knife, 
sharp as a needle, against the tender spot, letting Bob 
touch his big fat cock-pushing Bob to his knees and 
telling him to suck it, in front of everyone in the 
bar ... 

Something flashed in the corner of his eye. Other 
people had arrived on the balcony. Bob's face turned 
hot, wondering how much they had seen. He hurried 
down the steps, almost tripping. 

He elbowed his way to the bar and ordered another 
double. He glimpsed John and Peter in the field of 
faces, but he avoided them. He wanted to be alone. 
He wanted to find Joey and the man apain. 

The Cabana was full. It was eleven o clock and the 
place was packed with partiers waiting for midnight, 
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when the balloons would drop, the OJ would play a 
disco Auld Lang Syne, and the champagne corks 
would start popping. Bob made the circuit of the bar 
over and over, avoiding Peter and John, but he 
couldn't find Joey and his stud anywhere. Perhaps 
they'd already left. 

A half-hour before midnight he found an empty 
spot against a wall facing the dance floor. He watched 
the milling crowd, the sweaty, barechested dancers, 
the wild lights. He glanced to his right-

They were standing right beside him. 
The man was leaning against the wall. His shirt was 

off. His chest and arms, darkly tanned, ran with sweat. 
Joey was in front of the man, leaning back against 

him with his ass pressed into the man's crotch. His 
hand reached back to grab the man's hips, thrusting 
his naked chest out. A thin trickle of dried blood ran 
down his rib cage from each nipple. 

The boy's face was beaded with sweat. He kept 
biting his lower lip, as if he were in/ain. The man was 
speaking low in his ear. joey groun his ass back 
against the man's lap, and moaned. Bob suddenly 
remembered the hole the man had cut in the seat of 
Joey's pants, and realized what was happening. 

The discarded shirts hanging from their pants on 
either side hid the connection. The man was fucking 
Joey, right there in the bar! 

The man was holding a drink in one hand-it was 
clear, something with gin or vodka. He worked his 
other hand over the kid's hairless chest, squeezing his 
tits, reaching down and running his fingernails over 
the obvious ridge of the erection down the boy's 
pants leg. He kept his hips stockstill, and made Joey 
milk the shaft with his ass. 

The boy looked obscene. The men in the line 
streaming before them would stop and stare at him, at 
his bloodied nipples and lewdly gyrating hips, and at 
the stonefaced man behind him, before the crush 
forced them to move on. 

Joey got embarrassed. He flushed, and hid his face 
against his shoulder. But the man grabbed his neck in 
a vice grip and forced him to face the gawking men 
passing by. 

He touched the cold glass to the boy's nipples, 
making his pees tighten and his tits draw erect. He 
relaxed his grip, dipped his middle finger in the 
alcohol, and touched his fingertip to joey's nipples. 
joey hissed at the stinging contact and dug his hands 
into the man's hips. The man chuckled. 

Bob stared at them wide-eyed. After a few minutes 
the man turned his head and saw him gaping. The 
man sneered. Then, as if to say That's right, 
cocksucker, I 9ot my cock up the kid's ass, he put his 
hands on Joey ships and pushed him forward. Joey 
resisted, not wanting the .r.enetration to be seen. Bob 
could hear his strangled' No!" above the booming 
disco beat. The kid strained to push back, but the 
man's arms were stronger., 

Bob stared down at the four inches of exposed 
cock. It was thick as his forearm, slick and dark, 
emerging from the man's fly and disappearing into the 
hole in Joey's pants. 

The man looked at Bob and curled his upper lip. 
The kid kept straining back to reclaim the exposed 

inches. The stud pulled his hands away, and Joey sank 
back into his crotch. The complete penetration 
seemed to hurt him-he trembled and bent forward 
at the waist. The man reached down and pulled him 
upright. Joey's eyes were closed. Tears mingled with 
the sweat on his cheeks. 

The man whispered gruffly in his ear, and joey 



reluctantly began squeezing and twisting his ass again. 
The man dropped his head back and smiled with 
pleasure. 

Bob felt a hand on his arm and jerked. 
" Well , Roberta, where the hell have you been?" It 

was Peter, staring at him through thick glasses and 
bouncing his blubber to the beat. Bob glared at him, 
wanting him to go away. But Peter started chattering 
in his lispy singsong voice. Not in front of this man, 
Bob thought. Don't humiliate me. He grabbed Peter's 
arm and dragged him away, onto the dance floor, 
hoping to get rid of him somehow and get back to 
the man quickly. 

Peter threw his fat arms around his neck. "Ooo, so 
you wanna dance, tiger?" Bob tried to throw the arms 
off him-what if the man saw him like that? Then 
there was a burst of confetti , balloons, Auld Lang 
Syne. Peter shrieked with excitement and started 
covering his face with wet kisses. Bob glanced 
frantically toward the wall. He caught sight of the 
man 's face-head thrown back, eyes shut, mouth 
open in a lion's roar. He was coming, shooting his 
fireworks up Joey's ass. 

Bob managed to wrench himself from Peter's 
embrace. He tried to get back to the man, but the 
crowd was like a whirlpool. It swept him back towards 
the dance floor and away. When he was able to fight 
his way back, five minutes later, they were gone. 

It was a lousy way to start the New Year-ducking 
his friends, ignoring the champagne and confetti, 
combing the packed bar in search of a man and boy 
who had no interest in him at all, desperate for the 
thrill of feeding off the electricity between them. If he 
had any self-esteem at all, he would find somebody to 
dance with, start having fun, and forget about those 
two oversexed assholes. 

But Joey and the man were nowhere. Bob finally 
decided they must have left the bar. It made sense. 
They had stayed until midnight. The man had found a 
willing kid and celebrated the first minutes of the new 
year by shooting in his ass. Then they 'd gone 
somewhere else, the man's place probably. They'd be 
doing it all night. 

Bob accepted a glass of champagne from a 
wandering waiter in a leopard-skin jockstrap. He 
finished it quickly, and realized he had to piss badly. 
He hadn't hit the men's room all night-his cock had 
been hard so much of the time he hadn't been able 
to relieve himself. 

There were lines three-deep at the urinals in the big 
men's room off the dance floor. He decided to try the 
room off the stage. It had only a single toilet in it, and 
a door that locked. It was usually reserved for the 
women who came to the Cabana, but it might be 
available. 

As he approached the door of the toilet another 
man slipped ahead of him. The man opened the door 
and froze. He shut the door and turned around, face 
white as chalk. Bob stepped angrily out of his way. If 
the asshole was going to throw up, why didn't he do 
it in the bathroom? 

Bob walked to the door and opened it. joey and the 
man were inside. 

He was allowed to see them only for a moment, but 
every detail burned in his mind like a brand. 

joey sat on the toilet. His shirt was still off, and his 
jeans were pushed down around his ankles so that he 
was virtually naked. His cock rose up stiff from the 
thatch of blond hair between his thighs, bigger than 
Bob would have expected. The boy had both hands 
on his meat, masturbating. His cock shone with a 

bubbly coating of spit. 
The man stood over joey. His pants were down 

around his thighs. The tan line around his hips stood 
out starkly. His ass was as pale and smooth as cream. 

The white light over the sink picked out every 
muscle in the man's torso. Huge shoulders and pees 
seemed to levitate above a narrow waist. 

His cock was held between Joey's widely circled 
lips. Joey's throat was rippling, swallowing. His chin 
and belly glistened with a wetness that wasn 't sweat. 

The man glanced contemptuously at Bob, as if he 
were a worm. He turned toward the door, dragging 
his cock out of Joey's mouth. The half-hard shaft was 
still pissing. The liquid shot across the side of the 
boy's face and splattered against the tile wall. 

Bob saw the whole thing now, the whole fucking 
thing. Even half-hard it was enormous. Nine, ten 
inches? He couldn't judge. As thick as a baseball bat. 
The skin on the cock looked as sleek and tan as the 
rest of the man's body. Bob's mouth fell open. If only 
the man would let him-

"You seem to be following me and my kid around," 
the man smirked. Joey had turned his face away, 
embarrassed, but the boy's cock was still rock-hard in 
his hands. " Get the fuck out of here," the man 
snarled. He turned back to Joey, tilted his cock down 
like a heavy club and shot a jet of piss into the boy's 
crotch. Joey pumped his wet cock, wild with 
excitement. 

"Get your mouth on it," the man said . The boy 
turned his face into the stream-piss splattered over 
his cheeks and chin, onto his chest-and caught the 
fat cockhead between his lips. He swallowed convul 
sively and pumped his cock. 

The man looked at Bob angrily and crooked his 
finger. Bob walked to him, heart beating fast. The man 
grabbed one of his breasts and dug his strong fingers 
into the soft meat. It hurt like hell-but the man was 
touching him! Then the man grabbed his crotch and 
twisted, crushing Bob's balls. Bob screamed. 

" You think I want a pig like you hanging around 
me? Now get your fat ass out of here and stay out! " 

The man flung Bob from the room and slammed the 
door. Bob fell on his ass, scurried up and ran back to 
the door, wanting the man to touch him again, even if 
it was agony. But the door was locked. He looked 
around. People were laughing. 

He hurriedly walked to the oposite side of the bar, 
keeping his eyes on the bathroom door. After a long 
time Joey and the man came out.The man pushed 
joey through the crowd with his hand on the boy's 
ass-his middle finger unseen, inserted through the 
hole in the kid's pants. He marched the boy through 
the crowd, his finger up his ass. Joey's chest and face 
glistened with piss. His tight jeans were dotted with 
patches of wetness. His cock still looked stiff down his 
pants leg. 

The man led Joey to the exit, then they dis
appeared. 

Bob had an impulse to follow them, but he knew it 
was no good. He hung around the bar for another 
hour. A few guys asked him to dance. They were 
alright looking, but he couldn 't get interested. 

He drove home alone, so horny he pulled out his 
cock and pumped it on the freeway. 

Eileen was still out partying. He stripped in the 
living room and touched the bruises the man had 
made on his pee. He squeezed his balls to remind 
himself of the way the man had grabbed him there. 
He beat off, and came three times before he was 
exhausted enough to sleep. o 
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BY 
ROBERT PAYNE 
ILLUSTRATED BY CHUCK ARNETI 

auld lang 
syne 

Here it is New Year's Eve, 
and I am standing out in the 
cold, waiting for something 
to happen, preferably some
thing good. 

Christmas always was bad enough, but then I never 
expect much from family holidays. We won't go into 
my family situation. They don't know where I am and, 
at this point, I don't know where they are. The 
important thing is that neither side really cares. Right 
now, all that seems important is that it is cold and 
starting to rain which may turn into snow. This old 
windbreaker isn't much help and my jeans are too 
thin to keep out even the wind. 

Standing on this particular corner hasn't produced 
much in the way o offers. Most of the guys standing 
around this street trying to score are like me; they 
may talk money but what they really want is a warm 
meal and a place to stay. That's not much for letting 
some old guy get in your pants. I was out most of last 
night trying my best to score. I haven't eaten since 
morning and what sleep I got was on a bench at the 
bus station. Nobody bothers you there too much after 
about three or four in the morning. There aren't many 
cops around and it is too damned cold to be outside. 
Tonight I am too frozen and tired to turn anyone on 
or be very turned on myself. 

How did I end up like this? At twenty-three, almost 
twenty-four, I'm out of the service, out of school and 
out of a job. I never was anything too great in school 
anyway, always interested mainly in sports, which 
probably accounts for my build. But I wasn't good 
enough that I would end up being a ballplayer, or so 
overwhelmingly handsome that I could be an actor, 
even if I could act. Out in California, where I was 
mustered out from the Marine Corps, I got by alright, 
standing on Santa Monica Boulevard with my shirt off 
and these same damn jeans hugging my ass. My god, 
was that only a couple of months ago? I got this 
chance to come to New York with a guy that dug me 
enough to pay the expenses. But he found someone 
younger and cuter who dug making it with guys more 
that I did, or at least with that guy. 

So Happy New Year everybody, go away and leave 
me alone. Let me stand over here, bent over from the 
cold, leaning against the building feeling sorry for 
myself. I probably look like someone from Midnight 



Cowboy. Right now I would go home with the 
Abominable Snowman if he asked me. 

The cops came by a while ago and tol~ u~ to move 
on. They didn't bother to get out of the1r n1ce warm 
patrol car to do it, either. Maybe I should get myself 
arrested. They'd have to feed me and give me a c~t to 
sleep on. Shit, what am I thinking of? Me stay behmd 
bars just for bed and board? What a hell of a way to 
start out a new year. 

Finally this guy roars up on a big bike. He went 
around the block once and I saw him look at me, I 
thought. Then here he comes again almost imme
diately and stops. He looks me over and I lo?k at as 
much of him as I can see under the leather Jacket, 
helmet and gloves. He motions me to get on and, as 
desparate as I am, I shake my head. It's too fucking 
cold and windy and wet to ride anywhere on a . 
motorcycle on this night. This asshole probably lives 
an hour away so if I don't freeze to death there's 
always a good chance that I'll get wiped out on a spill. 
He's a big guy, I. can tell, but other than that, who 
knows what he is? 

It's now eleven o'clock and that looks like it was my 
big chance of the evening. God, not another night in 
the bus station! My hands are so numb that I can't 
even feel them anymore and my feet and legs don't 
even belong to me and haven't for over an hour. 
Maybe I should move to some other spot on the 
street, but it's really coming down now and at least I m 
under an awning. . 

I make a resolution right here and now. Never aga1n 
will I be in this position. If I have to steal or go back 
home or whatever, I will never let myself get down to 
what and where I am. It isn't even midnight and here 
I am making resolutions. I felt more like praying. 

Maybe I did, because this big van rolls up, like the 
answer to a prayer, the window rolls down and I don't 
even wait for the man inside to say "Get in," which 
he does as I open the door. 

I look over in the dark and I'm almost sure it is the 
same dude that stopped on the bike a while ago. Or 
maybe I'm not so sure. But he doesn' t drive off, he 
just looks me over. He can tell I'm cold as hell and 
although the van is warm, he turns up the heater. The 
radio is playing softly and the lights on the ?ashboard 
look warm and inviting, almost like the Chnstmas tree 
that I didn't have, He's still looking me over. Shit, 
please let me be what he wants tonight. 

"You hustling?" I start to tell him it doesn't matter 
but I just nod my frozen head. My ears feel like 
they're going to fall off. 

"How much?" 
I still have a voice of sorts. "Anything you wanna 

pay." Shit, if any of the other guys heard me say that, 
they'd run me off the street. 

"Open up your jacket," he says quietly, but in a 
voice that nobody would think of arguing with, even 
if it wasn't raining outside. I unzipped the wet jacket 
and decided to pull it off. 

"Shirt," he says in the same voice. 
It is damp too, and surprisingly, I feel warmer 

without anything on from the waist up. 
"What you got between your legs?" 
1 start to say, " Same thing you got," but I unbutton 

after unfastening my belt and I show him. I threw 
what underwear I had away last week. 

"You a good cocksucker? " 
I would have told him I was anything that would 

keep him from ordering me out of this warm, 
comfortable spot. "Whatever you say, man." 

" What's your name?" 
I told him. He said his was something or another, 

but I could call him " Sir. " I'd call him anything he 
liked, he could be sure of that. 

"You're all wet. Strip. " 
Going along with my " Give 'em anything they 

want" and " The customer is always right" slogans of 
the day, I pulled off my wet shoes and socks and 
pulled the tattered jeans .down. I was stark naked 
sitting at the corner of a busy city intersection with a 
complete stranger. 

"You cold, kid?" I nodded and he reached over to 
the glove compartment and pulled out a flask. He 
handed it to me. It turned out to be brandy and the 
warmth of it burned all the way down. On an emptr 
stomach, I knew I would be feeling it very fast. Wei, 
it was New Year's and I was grateful. 

The guy pulled away from the curb with naked me 
on board. He seemed satisfied with the merchandise. 
And I had no complaints. It might be a better night 
than I had hoped for. Like I said, I was grateful. 

I handed the man his flask and he took a swig. 
"Have another," he said. 

"Yes ... Sir." He seemed to like that, at least he 
smiled. 

"Get down on the floor, boy." I looked around at 
the back of the van . 

"On the floor here, between the seats. " 
I got down on my knees and looked up at the 

driver. The heater was blowing on me and it felt 
good. The brandy had warmed up my insides. I 
looked at the guy. He had a leather bike cap on now 
instead of the helmet. Strong face, ten-fifteen years 
older than me. Moustache (I shaved mine off to look 
younger when I got to New York) but no beard. He 
put a hand on my head and pushed me down to his 
leather-clad thigh. I laid my ckeek against it and 
smelled the leather. He took a fistful of my hair and 
pushed my face into his crotch. I didn 't know what to 
do next and I figure he' ll tell me. I'm right. He wants 
me to blow into his crotch . I thought he wanted me 
to blow him and maybe he would, but right now all 
he wanted was warm air into his fly, like I was getting 
from the heater. My mind starts racing. What else 
does this stud want from me? This could end up being 
a New Year's Eve to remember, or one to regret. 

I think that maybe I better tell him that I am not 
really a very good cocksucker and I don' t like the idea 
of getting fucked. Kissing guys turns me off. just your 
average street hustler. They had told me I should get 
as much as I can for as little as I have to do. Maybe I 
should give this guy some idea of how much money I 
really could use right' now. But something tells me 
that I better leave well enough alone. 

Finally I come up for air. " Where are we 
going .. . Sir?" 

" Wherever I want to take you. And I don ' t 
remember tellin~ you to take your fucking mouth off 
my crotch, boy.' 

I went back to blowing and felt the bulge in the 
leather blow up a little, too. It turned him on. Maybe 
it did me, too; at least my own rick wasn ' t drawn u 
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stepped up on it I was about a foot higher off the 
floor . But there was another step and I was a couple 
of feet higher. I stood there in all my nakedness. The 
two men each grabbed one of my arms and I felt what 
seemed like a fur-lined bracelet clamped on. I started 
to r,rotest. 

' Hey man, you didn ' t say nothin ' about anything 
like-' and a heavy hand hit me across the face. Just 
as I started to protect myself, or better still , hit back, 
my arms went up in the air and I was standing on my 
toes. The " bracelets" were attached to the chains I 
could hear rattling. Two sets of hands grabbed my 
ankles and fastened similar restraints. Shit, just like in 
the brig ! Maybe I'd be better off in jail. 

I was spread-eagled and I heard the horns and bells 
and music swell up in the next toom. It was the new 
year. One of the two guys stepped up facing me and 
put his mouth over mine. What a trip. In fact, what a 
kiss! His tongue was down my throat. For a guy who 
didn' t kiss other men, I sure had a mouthful. 

A pair of gloved hands were going over my body. 
They felt my pees and stopped around the nipples. I 
jerked back when they pinched those nipples and 
wouldn ' t let go. I opened my mouth to complain 
loudly and got my face smacked for it. My eyes were 
getting accustomed to the gloom and I saw the blond 
take off his boot and sock. He put the sock in my 
mouth. He slapped my face again and said quietly, 
"Keep that in or I' ll have your balls." 

I kept my balls, as well as my mouth shut. Men 
were starting to wander in the side room and look at 
me. I began to figure it out. From the bits of 
conversation, I got the idea that everyone had 
chipped in and sent the man out to find someone to 
use at the party . The guy they must have hired 
originally hadn' t shown up. What the hell were they 
planning on doing to me? Well , at least there would 
be the nundred bucks. But this crowd looks like it 
could have paid a lot more. I should have upped the 
ante. Outside the big w indows the rain had turned to 
snow and again I was almost glad I was here, even 
nude and tied up, rather than still standing at that 
godforsaken corner with nowhere to go. So began my 
first few hours of the new year. 

Everybody helped themselves to me, sort of. Guys 
would come over and play with my cock and balls, or 
worse yet, stick a finger up my ass. Or pinch my tits or 
grab a handful of chest or pubic hair. But nothing 
really unendurable. The most uncomfortable part of it 
was being spread-eagled and having to stand on my 
tiptoes. Occasionally someone would make my cock 
hard and I would remember that I hadn 't gotten off 
for several days. First, I had had no opportunity and 
second, a good hustler, I am told, saves his loads for 
the paying customers. 

An hour or so goes by and almost everyone has 
ended up in the second room where I am the 
entertainment. And the plan starts coming to light. I 
decide that the guy who picked me up is going to get 
back HIS money by selling chances on me. They draw 
names out of somebody's boot and he calls a name. 
Up steps a leather number with chains all over his left 
shoulder and takes off his belt. He walks around to 
the back of me and his belt comes to life. Man, does 
that sting. I would yell out, no matter what, but I have 
a mouthful of sock. I yell anyway into the sock. 

There is another stinging pop against my butt. And 
another. And another. Ten in all and the leather 
number steps down and hands my man, who is 
holding the boot with the slips of paper in it, a ten 
dollar bill. Shit! Does this mean I am in for at least 
one hundred of these? Or more if my john is to make 
a profit. 

I was, baby, I was. 
They beat my ass, they beat me across by back, my 

legs and one guy demanded that one of my ankles be 
unfastened so he could whip the souls of my feet. Not 
soles, but souls. I think that hurt the most and I spit 
out the sock to yell out. 

" Hey, your boy wants us to use his mouth! " I 
looked over the group and saw a number of naked 
bodies on their knees before someone in full leather, 
all obviously using their mouths. The crowd was 
turning on obviously, but I was no longer in any 
mood to be the star. I always remembered New Year's 
as being a night you took a girl out dancing and 
drinking and tried to get into her pants. Now that was 
the way for a man to start the year out right. Along 
with some resolutions about going to the gym and 
getting a job and straightening up your act. Nobody 
ever told me I would end up at this particular time 
and in this particular place being a virgin sacrifice for 
a bunch of drunken leather faggots. But maybe every 
man has his price and these guys had simply paid 
mine. If I was for sale for a night or for a certain 
amount of strokes with a belt or a whip, maybe I 
wasn ' t at the beginning, but at the end. 

Then somebody poured a complete drink into me. 
It wasn't the first, but it was the only full drink I had 
consumed since I got kissed at midnight. They poured 
it down me, inside and out. Then they let me down 
and shackled my ankles and wrists together. I crawled 
around on the carpet, having my face pushed into 
guy's crotches and suddenly I felt something other 
than a finger entering my ass. Mr mouth was full so I 
couldn ' t complain. In it came, al the way, and I felt a 
hairy crotch against the cheeks of my ass. I got fucked 
right there in the middle of the room in front of 
everybody. When whoever it was was satisfied, 
someone took the leash and led me, still crawling, 
into a bedroom. There they lifted me on the bed and 
laid me on my back, my legs in the air and very 
spread apart. I was open season and the line formed 
to the left. 

I was crying and begging but nobody paid much 
attention to it. One guy brought me another drink, 
which I opened my mouth for gratefully. Then the 
bastard sat on my face while someone else was 
fucking me. Man, I was really earning my hundred 
bucks the hard way. Of course I wasn ' t the only one 
getting fucked, but as far as I could tell, I was the only 
one that didn ' t have any choice. This went on for I 
don ' t know how long. My ass was so sore I thought I 
couldn ' t take any more when they unfastened my 
shackles and led me back into the other room. 

I was suspended again and subjected to every 
indignity anyone could think of. I was whipped more 
and fucked and pissed on. One big bruiser kept 
stepping up and using my belly for a punching bag 
every once in awhile. Maybe this was the price for 
selling my body. In that case I guess I deserve 
whatever I get. 
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up, which 
And it goes 
s, he pulls out 
me, especially 

e and I lay 

"What do you do for a living besides hustle?" he 
asks me. 

I tell him my situation, fairly honestly and without 
too much bullshit. 

"You tired of standing out in the weather hustling •• ~ 
?
,, ;;".,;.,. 

your ass ~~~- -?" 
I start to give him a long dissertationJ>t:Ifl j,JJ.s-t"'tOOk/ 

up at those very stern, dark eyes and-11od . ..R'fere is 
something about lying in a poo~yo own and 

mebody else's piss, unable ) 0 st or do much of 
thing that cuts the crap./ 
eed a boy. You want o my boy?" 

at do you want e d · " I re-
me F d. . 

" Wha u are t ld r,;· o, boy...,: .. ___./' 
s ~ a-·to~s away. It also didn't 

see so adA. r ::gef"()u't of the cold . In fact, the..; 
part I kep ,Fe~ · bering was that everyone want ,tl 
e~Fo .. reason or another. / ....-· 

· · e r,our room. You a good worker / 
.. <'. .Sir.' Maybe it was the Marine C~ training 

king. 
" You a good cocksucker? " I had been aking most 

of it at the other end. I could be a goo whatever it 
ook, if it made the man happy w~'th . God, not to 
~ve to be on my own for awhile. I s emed to have 

done such a poor job of it. This gu at least had his 
act together. But what was h.~ rj}d y offering me? Or 
better yet, what did he w~f1'fle to offer him? 

" Anything you want, Sir." Just let me stay here 
where it 's warm, without the cops breathing down my 
neck and having to drop my pants for anybody with 
the price, when I could find someone who qualified. 

So this is how I am starting the new year, living a 
brand-new lifestyle-albeit naked-taking care of this 
place, keeping the man's van and bike in shape and 
spreading my legs whenever he wants. Or getting 
hung up in the playroom to amuse him and a few of 
his friends. You know what? I'm getting used to it. I 
won't admit it but I probably like a big part of it. I've 
learned I have some skills around the house that 
nobody ever gave me credit for until now. My health 
is a lot better than when I wasn ' t eating right and was 
out in all kinds of weather. 

I work out downstairs with his weights and the 
other night he made me do more pushups than I ever 
did before in my life at one time, even in the Corps. 
My shoulders and arms show it, too, my belly is flat 
and rippled and my ass is tight (and shaved). His 
friends keep mentioning how good I am looking, and 
since I don t wear anything except an occasional 
jockstrap, there isn ' t an inch of me they can ' t pass 
judgment on. 

The other night he made me get on the bike with 
nothing but cutoffs on and we rode over to one of his 
buddy's through the snow-covered streets. I thought I 
would freeze, but I didn't. It was kind of exhilarating 
being stripped and racing through the snow. I held 
myself close to him as we rode, which helped. Then 
when we got in the guy's place, I handed over the 
cutoffs at the door and sat on the floor by the 
fireplace sipping a hot brandy. 

This slave bit isn' t so bad, I guess. But then, we' ll 
see what the rest of the year brings. o 



From Fetters of London comes some businesslike 
restraints. In front are rigid steel bars for arms, 
wrists and ankles. For a moveable approach lo 
bondage are chain-connected wrist and ankle 
shackles. Creal for houseboys so that you can tell 
from the metallic rattle where they are in the 
house and that they are working. Avai lable in USA 
by ordering from New York. 
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BLACK 
LABEL 

co. 
TRAVEL SLING 

made of 
Black Acrolon 

washable 
guaranteed 

ONLY 

$39.95 

money order to 

BLACK LABEL CO. 
116 huron ave 

mt. clemens mi. 48043 
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S~UTOPIA 
Supply Co. Catalog 

Unique Toys for S&M Men 

Rope 
Body 
Harness 
Kit 
$10.00 
+ $1.50 S&H 

35 ' of Nylon braided rope and 
4 pg. instructions with step by 
step photos. 

Desmodus Publications 
P.O. Box 6592- AMS 
Chicago, IL 60680 

Catalog- $3.00 

MR. 

s 
LEATHER 

t ... i ~""'- ,_, . 

"another satisfied customer:' 

135 Broadway 
Denver, Colorado 80203 

(303) 722-6521 

227 · 7th Street 
San Francisco, California 94103 

(415) 863-7764 

Send $3 for NEW 32 page catalogue. 

OF FINLAND 

new catalog ·a 
Send $1.50 

{Check or Money Order) 
State that you are 21 

Tom of Finland 
P.O. Box 26716 Dept. D 

IIIJ Los Angeles, CA 90026 [:;c 



THE LATEX CROWD-A SECOND SKIN 
For latex lovers here are three ensembles to give you that 
"your own skin" feeling. Left is a zippered suit to keep you 
contained. Center is harness, shak les, bit and blindfold, not 
of leather but lat ex which is undeterred by moisture. 

Hard-on is optional. For that completely contained feeling, 
jump into this comp lete su it. Covers heads, hands and feet. 
All from The Pleasure Chest, Los Angeles. 
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11Eavy 
11al'd\V81'E 

P. O . BOX 302 29 
HOUSTON, TEXAS 77249 
713- 862-1S40 

NEW ITEM!! 

SURGICAL STAINLESS STEEL BARBELLS 

3B .. -12·~sa" 

DEAlER INQUIRIES WELCOME 

CATALOG Sl- APPLIED TO FIRST ORDER 

Manufacturers of Fine Custom 
leathers for Over 1 0 Years 

UNDERGROUND 

Send for our 
free Tit Clamp 

& leather Brochures 

390 West St. NYC 10014 

Specializing in 
leathers, Novelties 
and S & M Products 

Visit Our Store-

L 
E 
A 
'T 
H 
E 
R. 
s 

Watch our Craftsmen in Action 

Wholesale /Retail 

NEW FROM FETTERS 
'HALF-IRONS' 
combine the strength of heavy 
chain welded to a steel plate 
and shackle with flexible but 
heavy-duty solid leather wri 
leg restraints. 

QUICK & EASY TO USE. 
Lockable with a 
padlock or can be 
fixed closed with split
pin (nail). 

SPECIAL 
OFFER 
Cuff or Ankle 
534 per pair 

Padded with 
Leather-covered foam 
5 45 per pair 

"Jitters 
(pnce mel p&p. padlocks not mci.)(NY res1dents add tax) 

Deale!s in lntemationol Poice Equipment & 'Houdiniono' 

263 W. 19th Street, N.Y., N.Y. 10024 
(Su1 te *101) Stncfly moil order only' 



PLAY IT 
STRAIGHT 

Spell it straight or strait, you don't have to be crazy to wear 
one. From Fetters comes these beauties along with 
instructions on how ro pur one on. Everybody's favorite in 
restraints, these models are of fine leather and rivets 
instead of institutional canvas. 
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••••••••••••••••••••••••••• • • : IIENEMA NIGHTII : 
• • • TOGETHER WITH • 

: II ENEMA SLA VEil : 
• • i NOW IN VIDEO i 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
: = • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • Shipping and Handling .... $ 2.50 • • • • Catalogue $3.00 I• 
: Now Available from: : 
• • : J.B.'s Supply,Ltd.'D' : 
• P.O. Box 85667 : 
: Los Angeles, California 90072 • • • • Age and signature required! • 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

BLACK 
LEATHER 
CAPS 

106 New Lots Ave 
BROOKLYN. 
NEW YORK 11212 

Dealer lnqulrtes 
Invited 
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For Men Only 

BDDYTDI\IE 
Stay active. Stay healltDY 
Testosterone, the 
powerful male sex 
hormone. makes you ~ • ·· 
the man you are. :::.:.) ; ... 
Body Tone tablets '- • · 
will help you produce ~ ' 
more natural testoster~ ~"'' 
Body Tone tablets 
can help you get more 
sexual satlsfactio?! 

100 ta~ts $14.95 
Satisfaction guaratrijeed or your money back! 

Send cash, chee?j' money order to ' 
BROTHERS ARMACEUTICAL J 

7036 W. Higgins R . , Chicago, Illinois 60656 

BEAUTIFUL TAN 
Get a glorious golden tan, naturally, without hannful 
skin damaging chemicals. BEAUTIFUL TAN tablets 
help you tan naturally. 3 tablets 
daily will give you the cleepest, 
dari!est tan you ever had in 
10 days, or your money back . 

only from IOOOJo naturalmg~d.enh 

50 tablets $ 10. 9S 

100 tablets $18. 9S 
200 tablets $ 27. <JS 

~nd cash. check or money order to 

BROTHERS 
PHARMACEUTICAL D 
7036 W. l:figgins Road 
Chicago. Illinois 60656 

HATCHING T -SHIRTS 

$1 QOO POSTPAID 
STATE SMALL, MEDIUM OR LARGE 

WHILE SUPPLY LASTS 

PIGASUS 
1314 Rosalie St. 

Houston, TX 77004 
713/524-PIGS 

MODELED BY KEN BERGQUIST 
MR. SOUTHEAST DRUMMER 

• • ,.. ........................................... . .. 
~ T·SHIRTS :·: 
~ 50150 COn ON / POLY Bl lND ~ 
..o1 BASKET CASE LT 8.DK BLUE ON OWHITE DRED 
I" CRUISIN BL~ 8. WHT ON DLT BLUE DTURO 
~ SIZE OSM OMED DLG OXLG 

~ NAME--

ZIP 

~ ADDRE SS 

~ CITY 
~ ONLY $10 DCHK OMO OM( OVISA ~ 

~ (!IRD No EXP DATE ~ 
~ DEALER INQUIRIES WELCOME· 617 ·536-4469 f 
,; T·PARTY • 180 NEWBURY ST., BOSTON, MA 0211b ~ 

'''''''''''' 

When You're 
Ready ... 
Get Our Catalog. 

·TIT TOYS 
·ENEMA GEAR 
• N STUFF 

$4 .00 for 54-Page Catalog 

KINGS MEN, LTD. 
Box 544, Avon, MA 02322 



GIVE HIM SOMETHING 
TO KEEP IT IN ... 
Chastity belt s never seem to go o ut of style and this one 
is a beauty. Three locks with wire mesh pouch enables 
th e wearer to piss and that 's about it. We assume the 
nett in g will expand with an erection. 
Ball stretchers are attention getters, lets him (or you) 
show off thos e big balls and keeps his mind on what he',, .. 
doin g. Th e one is from Th e Lea th er Locker. ·i'1>· 

Leather Jock s are availab le both studded 
and unstudde d for yo ur stud ava ilable in 
whatever size studs come in at the ... , 
Studstores. · "'~;· 

LEATHER MOTORCYCLE 
CAP $29. 
Sizes 6% · 7%. 

No.4026 
CHAIN OVER CROWN 
AND AROUND BRIM 
ADD $5.00 

Postage & Handling 
Add $3.00 

CHIPS MOTORCYCLE 
JACKET by Taubers of California 

RACK PRICE : 

$225.00 
TAILORED : 

$270.00 
Si zes 32 · 48 
Black Onl y. 
No.3458 

POSTA GE, 
HANDLING 
ADD $5.00 

WINTER GAUNTLET 
GLOVE 
Made from 
drum-dyed 
b lack COW· 

hide. Rein· 
forced in areas of greatest stress w/proper 
thickness of lining to assure warmth w/o 
bulkiness. Zippered wrist compartment 
holds rain mitt. 
No. 1045- S.M.l.Xl. .. . . . .. $19.00 
No. 1046 (without mitten) . . . . $17.00 

- Postage & Handling $3.00 -

CHIPS RUBBER RIDING 
BOOTS 
Sizes 7-12 
(Full sizes 
only!) 

No. 8211 
Reg. $39.00 

SALE! 

$29. 

All rubber riding 
boot is complete· 
ly waterproof! 
Continental toe 
shape. 
Fully fabric 
lined. Tailored 
leg shape. Spur 
rest. 

POSTAGE 
HAND L IN G 

ADD $5.00 

CARRIES YOUR EQUIPMENT liKE 
WEARING YOUR 'HARD-ON' YOUR 
SLEEVE! IT DOES PAY TO ADVER-
TISE! (Sold wi condoms.) 
No. 3622 
$10.00 
Postage & 
Handling $2. 

Catalog $3. 
(Free with 
order) 

(State circumference of arm) 

; I FOLSOM ' ~ maste of ]fieatqer 
336 SIXTH ST ., DEPT. 'D' 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 
415 I 777-4643 

Hours : Noon-Si x; Sat . Nine-Si x 
All Major Credit Cards Honored. 

(Your Complete Leather Outfitters) 
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BOOT TOPS 
AT THE COMPOUND 
Transform these shorter boots 
into high ones for the military 
look as this young recruit has 
done. Being confin ed to quarters 
limits one, but that doesn't keep 
him from looking sharp. Boot 
Tops shown above are from 
Fetters in New York. Another 
version is ava ilable at the Studstores. 

BODY BAGS 
PACK 'EM IN! 
For those into confinement, here 
is an effort less way to do it. Plenty 
o f breathing holes. In vinyl canvas 
and leather with a window to 
check on your subject. He'll love 
you for it. 

ON PAGE 47-The illustration of 
Santa with a hard-on is by none 
ot her than Tom of Finland, of 
course. Tom has a whole cata log 
of prints, cards, T-shirts and 
lithographs ava ilable. There has 
never been anyone lik e him. 
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NEW 
PACKAGE 
A NE:W LOOK FOR AN OLD FRIEND! 
VITA-MEN now comes in a 
new white bottle with a 
smart new label. Gone is the 
plain brown bottle and the 
black and red label. But 
more important than the 
new package is what is in it. 
We challenge anybody to 
give you a better or more 
advanced formula of 
vitamins, minerals and herbs 
designed for men. Get it and 
take it. It's important! 

NEW 30 DAYS SUPPLY 180 TABLETS 

IMPROVED FORJV\ULA! $25 
ADVANCED NEW FORMULA 
~OR THE SUPER ACTIVE MAN! 

~ 

VITAMINS, MINERALS, HERBS 
SUPER SUPPLEMENT 

--------------~~ 
SIX TABLETS CONTAIN: 

VITAMINS POTENCY %ADA' =-=---------.:..;PO~Ti"'EN.o:C:..:.Y___::%':':RD:7A'-' 
Vrlamrn A (Beta Carolene) . . 10.0001U 200% GTF Chromrum . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 200 meg 
Vrtamm A (palmrtate) . . . . . . . S,OOOIU 100% Zinc (Amino acrd chelate) . 100 mg 
B1 (thramme)................... 100 mg 6667% Copper (Ammo acrd chelate) .. 2 mg 
B2 (riboflavm) . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . 100 mg 5882% Manganese (Ammo Acrd Chelate).. . .. 20 mg 
Nracm . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... 50 mg 250';, HERBALS 
B3 !macmamrde) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. · 1

1
0
50
0 mmgg 1500500·~~ .. GG;,::o:.;:ta"':K:i'o7"la-.-.. -.. --------,. 2"'5-:-m:-:-g--; 

B5 pantothemc acid) . . . . . . . . . . . • 25 
B6 pyndoxrne) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 100 mg ~% mseng · · · · · 

150 
~~ 

B10 (paba/ . . . . . 100 mg Ssaw patmleltto . 50 
B12 (coba amm concentrate) . 200 meg 3333% arsapan a . . mg 
vuamrn C (Sago Palm) . . . . 1000 mg 1667% Echmacea . . 300 mg 
Vitamm E (d-alpha tocopherol) . . . . . 400t0 1333% LTeamraoxnacBuamtm_ · · t25 mg 
Vrtamrn 03.. . . 100tU 25% Lr·corrce · · · 20 mg 
Folic Acrd. . . 400 meg 100% 25 mg 
Brotrn ... tOO meg 333'·• Sp11utma . . . . . . . 25 mg 
ChOtme (brtartrale) . . . . 200 mg Bee Pollen . . . . . . . . ._, ._. ~ . . . 100~ 
lnosrtol . . . . . . . .... 125 mg AMINO~ 
BroFiavonords. . .. 200 mg L-Lislne-:-:-:-:-: . . .. 
Hespendrn . . . 20 mg ... L-Phenylalanme . 
Rutin . . . . . . . 75 mg L·Giutamrne 
Oclacosanol . ~50-m.£9__ ... _ L-Ornrthme · 
MINERALS L-Tyrosrne ..... 
CalCium (Ammo acrd chelate) . . . 500 rng 50;;;,- 0-L Meth10nrne . . 
Magnesrum (Ammo acrd chelate) 350 mg 87".. L:(:y_st~.:..: · · _ .. '-'--" _ 

-:-750 mg 
25 mg 
25 mg 

.. 25 mg 

. 25 mg 
. 100 mg 
.. 30 mg 

Srhca . . . . . . . . . 500 meg ... ACTIVATED GLANDULAR$ 
Vanadrum . . 75 meg Prostate tissue -:-so rng 

~g~nt~mno Acid Chelaiel . . . · 
22~om~~ l~t:: l~r:O~~ · . . ~~ ;_ 

s~l:~~~~(;,~~~t~~11i clielatei :: . :: 1s&5m~~ OHEA Complex tDioscorea Vrllosal 200 rng 
Molybedum (Amrno Acrd Chelate) . 50 meg '"No US ADA established lor these rngredrenls 

NEW guPPLEMENT! A REMARKABLE ACHIEVEMENT! 
An exciting powerhouse for
mula designed for your 
Immune System. Developed by 
the doctors and lab who give 
you VITA-MEN. I 

Guaranteed by VITA-MEN laboratories. 
San Francisco, CA. Dealer inquiries invited. 

30DAYStt.f2 
SUPPLY~ r---------------------------· 

0 Send me _ month's supply of VITA-MEN @ $25. 
(f) ,.... 

!o!! ~ 0 Include_ month's supply of IMMUNITABS @ $11 .95. 
5 (J. 0 Send one of each for $35. 

~ ..... <( NAME 
Q::(])() 
~~S ADDRESS __________________________________ __ 

::5 E -~ CITY. STATE. ZIP 
zo 0 
UJ"'c 
~oQ 

'L.L..l.L.. 

~~g 

Enclose is my check or money-order. 

Or charge it to my 0 VISA 0 MASTERCARD 

No. Exp. 

Signature ------------------



SEND TO: LE SALON, 30 SHERIDAN ST., DEPT. D, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94103 

D PLEASE RUSH ME THE NEW SURGE STUDIO VIDEO, "HEAD TRIPS." 
PRICE: $79. I will add $2.50 FOR POSTAGE & HANDLING. 
SPECIFY FORMAT: D BETA D VHS 

NAME (PRINT) 
MAILING ADDRESS ______________ APT. # ___ _ 

CITY/ STATE/ZIP --------------------
SIGNATURE 
BY MY SIGNATURE I STATE THAT I AM AT LEAST 21 YEARS OF AGE. 

VISA, MASTERCHARGE ORDERS: CHARGE MY D VISA D MASTER CHARGE 
CARD# INTERBANK # ________ _ 

SIGNATURE EXPIR . DATE ----

PHONE ORDERS: CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-227-3444 M-F. 8:30 AM-5 PM (PACIFIC 
TIME) . RESIDENTS OF CALIF. , HAWAII & ALASKA CALL COLLECT 1-415-
431-7474. 

ENCLOSED IS MY CHECK OR MONEY ORDER FOR$ -------
SORRY. NO C.O.D.'S. ABSOLUTELY NO ORDERS ACCEPTED FROM FLORIDA, 
TEXAS, TENN. NO EXCEPTIONS. CALIF. RESIDENTS ADD 6% SALES TAX. 

D I WANT TO JOIN LE SALON'S MAIL ORDER CLUB! 
PLEASE RUSH ME AN APPLICATION SO I CAN RECEIVE MONTHLY BRO
CHURES FEATURING THE NEWEST & HOTTEST IN MAGS, VIDEO, FILMS, AND 
ADULT NOVELTIES! (SORRY NO APPLICATIONS SENT TO TENN ., TEXAS OR 
FLORIDA') 

VISIT LE SALON'S 2 STORES-IN SAN FRANCISCO AT 1112 POLK STREET 
IN AMSTERDAM AT NIEUWENDIJK 20. 
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