THE TASSELING
By

Mike Scott
“Yer fuckin’ queer cunt!  Let’s give ’im a fuckin’ good kickin’.”  Mike winced out in shock when the first, clenched fist hammered into his solar plexus.  Immediately, spasms of pain wracked his stomach and he started to fight for breath.  The punch seemed to come from nowhere, but was followed in rapid succession, by six more, equally-savage blows, pounding into his torso from all sides.  Then he took another punch slammed into the side of his face.  It was thrown by the young skinhead he’d seen in the cottage just seconds before.  The sudden shock of the unexpected punch knocked him off-balance; he was down, grovelling on the gravel pathway.  Intuitively, he curled into a foetal ball in an effort to protect himself from the hail of vicious kicks smashed into his ribs by the three Doc-Martened skinheads.  

It was so sudden that his mind blanked into helpless confusion.  He was sure the skinhead was the only bloke around when he went into the cottage, he’d checked carefully.  The queer-bashers hanging around Highbury Fields were hot gossip on the local grapevine, so he’d taken extra care.  The lad was alone in the cottage when he walked in, standing at the trough with the front of his jeans spread open, the two flaps of the fly held wide apart behind his wrists.   Mike glanced sideways at him as he slid down his own zip; he knew that the boxers had been pushed right down, because he’d seen the furry, brown bush that grew half-way up the guy’s belly.  There was no stream of piss and his hand was cupped to cover his prick.  “Probably being careful himself, hiding his hard-on,” Mike guessed, “Seems a possible…?  On the other hand, he only looks about nineteen, could be rent.”  Mike decided to take a piss anyway, to make himself comfortable.  

The skinhead was on his right side, so Mike held his cock in his left hand to give him a good view, stripping the skin completely back to show off his knob.  His cock was an average length, so he reckoned that its knob’s thickness and huge, flared head were its most interesting features.  He became aware of movement and glanced over to see that the young bloke had removed his hand and was rolling his own foreskin backwards and forwards over the end of a slim, seven-inch erection.  That was more like it.  Immediately, Mike sprung up hard himself.  The skinhead seemed preoccupied with his own activities.  There was no returned look or obvious come-on.  Still, if they only had an anonymous, mutual wank it would be horny to watch the spunk shoot out of that young dick.  But the cock was covered up again.  Mike reflected to himself: “Maybe he’s a bit unsure, this might still be new to him, or he’s waiting for someone nearer his own age?”  He flipped his erection flat against his stomach and zipped up again.  As he left, he gave the guy the eye.  “I’m in the mood for a bit of rough, let’s see if he follows me?”  He did follow, and Mike was about to turn and smile at him when the attack was launched.  

Nature’s a funny creature.  When you’re under assault there’s no conscious pain.  The adrenalin rush provides its own, instant, anaesthetic.  It’s only afterwards, when the danger’s gone that the aches manifest themselves.  While Mike was on the ground, what preoccupied his mind was not the bruising boots, but the guilt that he didn’t try to fight back - that he wasn’t making the least effort to defend himself.  Surely he should try to get in one retaliatory blow?  But there were three of them and the two new-comers were built like the proverbial brick shithouses.  One had a St George’s Cross tattooed onto his forehead; Mike noticed that before he’d been knocked down.  They weren’t the sort you’d want to take on, even one-to-one.  Discretion is the better part of valour, so they say, and Mike decided that self-respect could take second place to survival.

“Leave the queer cunt, ‘e’s not werf it.  I fancy a fuckin’ pint, lets go down the pub.  Next time you flash that fuckin’ queer cock at me I’ll fuckin’ cut it off - understand?”   It was the young guy who was the mouthy one.  Mike smelled the warm cigarette breath as the threat was spat into his face.  Worse, he glimpsed the glint of the blade that was waved in the direction of his crotch.  Two more parting kicks and it was over.  Or was it? 

Mike lay on the ground, unable to move.  For a few moments he wasn’t sure that he could hold back the vomit.  He was struggling to stand up when he saw a fourth skinhead running towards him.  “Shit, there’re more of them.”  He despaired at the prospect of another kicking.

“What’s the matter mate?  Can I ’elp?  Muggers?  What’d they steal, wallet and cards?”

“Nothing, just beat me up for the fun of it.”  Mike squeezed out his reply between groans.

“What shits!  Think I know what yer mean.  You get caught in there?”  And he looked in the direction of the Gentleman’s Lavatory.  Me name’s Billy by the way.

Mike was stifled for a reply.  Billy seemed friendly enough, but he was a skinhead too, no mistaking it:  freshly-cut number two, single gold earring, Ben Sherman shirt, Levis pulled up tight with braces and those heavy, shiny, black, deadly Doc Martens.  Admit you’d been cottaging and who knows what damage he might inflict with those boots?  Was he being tricked again into revealing he was gay?

“Don’t worry mate, I know the SP, do a bit o’ cottagin’ meself sometimes!  Those fuckin’, cunt queer-bashers need teachin’ a fuckin’ good lesson.  ‘Ere, let me ’elp yer up.”  He stretched out his hand and Mike grasped it.  Billy placed his thickly muscled arm around Mike’s body and under his pits, supporting him gently.

Mike had never felt so relieved before in his life.  Not just a friendly face when he needed one, but a safe one too.  Billy was maybe, six-foot-four and fifteen stones - and all of it muscle.  Mike let him take his full weight as he lifted him back onto his feet.

“D’yer live far?  I’ll see yer get ’ome safe if yer like?”

“Would you mind?  Thanks, I am feeling a bit shaky and I don’t want to bump into them again.”

“’Course mate, we gays gotta stick together.  It’s about time we did a bit of queer bashin’ of our own - and I mean it should be us queers doin’ the bashin’.”

It was only a three minute walk to Mike’s first-floor flat in Calabria Road, but it gave him time to deliver a brief run-down on what had happened.  Billy appeared genuinely concerned:  “Those fuckin’ animals would cut yer prick off too, if they thought they could get away with it.  Mike felt duty bound to invite Billy in; but to be honest he’d have invited him in anyway.  “Let’s get you fuckin’ sorted out, where’s yer bathroom mate?”  Mike lead him through to the back.  

“Shitting hell, what a mess!”  Mike swore himself, as he examined his face in the mirror.  His eye was already swelling and darkening with a blue-purple bruise and the blood trickling from his nose had spattered his white T-shirt with several scarlet stains.  Billy took charge.

“’Ere, let’s ’elp you off with that.”  He pulled the T-shirt up and Mike compliantly raised his arms while he eased it over his throbbing head.  “Sit down on the toilet, while I clean you up.”  Billy soaked a handful of tissues in cold water and gently wiped away the blood from his face and chest and pressed firmly against Mike’s left nostril to stem the flow.  “Keep your finger there, while I get some ice, I saw where the kitchen was.  Give us yer hanky.”  When he returned a handful of cubes had been wrapped up in the pale-blue cloth.  “Now hold this on your eye to keep down the swelling.  At least it seems like yer nose has stopped bleeding.  Need a cuppa?”

“No, I need a proper fucking drink.”  Mike walked through to the living room; Billy followed.  He poured them both huge shots of Bells whisky.  Billy sipped his sitting on the armchair by the window; Mike slugged down half of his with the first greedy gulp as he settled back on the sofa.  He needed to steady his nerves.  “Thanks, thanks for your help, you’ve been a real brick.”

Better than being a prick!”  he joked in reply.

“As it happens I like pricks!”  Mike quipped back, forcing a smile, and he looked in the direction of Billy’s groin.  His knees were spread wide and the braces had pulled the Levis up tight into his crotch.  He dressed to the left, that bulge was unmistakable.  Billy saw him looking.

“I’d a thought you’d be too fuckin’ shook up to think about that mate!”  he laughed.

“So would I, I suppose I’m just an old slut really,” Mike replied, “I had a lunchtime drink with a friend in the Compton.  There was a really fit Czech barman who served us and I’ve been feeling horny ever since.  Seems even a beating hasn’t knocked it out of me, perhaps I’ve developed a masochistic streak!”    Mike could hardly believe it himself, but as he looked at his Knight-in-Shining-Armour sprawled back in the chair with his deep brown eyes and square jaw, he developed an irresistible urge for sex.  “D’you know, I haven’t even told you my name, its Mike; anyway, I haven’t thanked you properly yet.”  He walked over to Billy, and, despite his aching ribs, leaned forwards and kissed him.  Billy’s lips met the kiss with a chaste, responsive peck.

“Don’t mention it mate, I’m sure you’d a done the same for me?”  Mike kissed him again, this time forcing the skinhead’s lips apart with his tongue.  Billy sucked it in, wrapping his brawny arms around him and caressing Mike’s naked back with his huge hands.  While they explored each other’s mouths, Mike reached down to feel that bulge; it had already grown hard and straight, its sensitised length trapped between the thigh and the denim.  He stroked it for a while before breaking off the exploratory snog.  Given the circumstances it might have seemed perverse, but he was hard himself and knew exactly what he wanted right then, so he blurted it out, looking pleadingly into Billy’s eyes:  “Fuck me, please fuck me… now?”  He didn’t wait for a reply.  He simply stood up, stripped himself naked, and knelt up on the sofa, resting his forehead on the cushion and offering his arse.  It was firm and smooth and round with the deep cleft gapping its invitation.

“Listen mate, I can see you’re fuckin’ up for this, but you sure you’re up to it?”  Billy only asked the question to be polite and tore off his shirt without waiting for a reply either; he ripped apart the studs of the 501’s and shoved them down, with the boxers, to his ankles.  He crouched on his haunches and prepared Mike with a delicious, wet rimming, probing his tongue deeply into the crack he was about to fuck, inflaming himself with the well-tasted smell of man.  He became aware that Mike was opening for him, stood up and pushed his knob carefully and slowly into Mike’s slippery hole.  When it was just inside, Mike’s ring closed and gripped it tightly just behind the ridge.  He knew he was thick and waited a few moments for Mike to relax to accommodate his six-inch circumference, before easing in deeper.  He only allowed half his length to enter Mike at first, sliding it back and forth gently.  Billy’s cock had developed in proportion to his height; one of those genuine nine inchers that you hear about but rarely see.  Friends had told him to get a web site and earn some spare cash wanking it for the paying viewers on the net, but that wasn’t his style.  His hand reached below and teased Mike’s right teat, lightly twisting and squeezing it.  Mike moaned in response, and turned his head to look into Billy’s face.  His eye’s were half-closed when he mouthed his encouragement: “Harder…”  Billy took him at his word and crushed the sensitive nipple between his powerful thumb and forefinger.  Mike screamed out wantonly from the thrill of sexual pain.  That was Billy’s cue to sink his whole, bloated length into Mike’s primed hole.

“I thought you’d like that, you are a little slut aren’t you, a dirty fucking slut.”  He looked down at the lightly muscled back, the narrow hips and the pert, sun-tanned arse.  He watched his cock slide effortlessly between its hairless cheeks, in and out of that willingly-violated hole.  Raw, animal instinct seized him.  Immediately, he wanted to use Mike, to slake the welling animal lust.  He was going to shag his bitch senseless.  He gripped Mike’s hips and slammed into him with wild savage thrusts and Mike pushed back wilfully, eager to meet them and urged him on with screams of: “Fuck, me, fuck me, yes… yeees… fuck my hole… fuck me stupid…”  It took only a few minutes of this unbridled, furious shagging before the welling orgasm almost overwhelmed Billy.  It took a gut-wrenching effort of will to fight the compulsion to shoot into him.  But he succeeded, and remained still until they’d both calmed down again.  When he recommenced the shafting, Billy rested on Mike’s back, covering him and enfolding him in his arms.  

Billy continued to fuck him slowly, working himself up to fever pitch and then resting, motionless, simply impaling Mike on his prick and holding him close.  Time and again the ritual was repeated.  Mike just knelt there welcoming the repeated lunges, grinding his buttocks into Billy’s belly; during the resting times he turned his head to meet Billy’s mouth, eye’s shut, lost in the joyous sexual oblivion of being possessed by a powerful man.  At a physical level, Mike chewed on his bottom lip, moaning and squirming with ecstatic pleasure with every thrust and withdrawal.  When Billy judged that Mike was stretched enough to take it, he pulled his huge cock right out before plunging straight back inside again.  He filled and emptied him repeatedly like a piston driving an ocean liner.  At an emotional level Mike felt safe and he felt wanted.  Billy fucked him like that for forty minutes before reaching the point of inevitability and shooting off.  Mike sensed Billy’s quickening rhythm and turned his head again to lock mouths, in perfect union with his lover at the moment of orgasm.  Mike didn’t wank himself, it didn’t seem necessary - being fucked by Billy was enough.

After his climax, the muscular skinhead remained on top, stroking Mike’s hair lovingly and kissing the nape of his neck and nibbling gently on his ear lobes, as he whispered his words of affection and reassurance.  He remained inside too.

Mike moaned softly, expressing his own sighs of satisfaction.  He moved his body slowly against Billy’s, luxuriating in the sensation of that firm, sweat-moist flesh pressed against his back.  They had only lain together for five minutes, in those tender moments of closeness, when Mike felt it.  Billy’s cock was growing hard again.  He clenched his ring, gripping the base of the cock tightly, conscious that it was steadily thickening.  He released and clenched, released and clenched till he’d teased it to a second full erection.  “He’s going to fuck me again…without even pulling out…don’t believe it…” he told himself, his arse greedy to be shagged again with that massive cock.  His expectation was confirmed by the exquisite sensation of that deep, rhythmic thrusting starting all over.  “Mmm, yeees, fuck me…” he moaned, “Fuck me for ever…”  This time Mike did reached down, discovered that his own cock was still rock hard and treated himself to a slow wank.

In the event, Billy only managed another ten minutes of lust before he exploded inside Mike for the second time.  Once he’d come, Mike accelerated his own strokes, pressing his forefinger on his prick’s trigger spot and quickly shot-off himself.  The cushion covers needed washing anyway.  They resigned themselves to their limitations, Billy pulled out and they both headed back to the bathroom to clean up.  Mike returned first, refilling their glasses.

They sipped their drinks leisurely, cuddling together on the sofa.  It was Mike’s first opportunity to examine Billy’s body: the pumped-up pecs, the deeply-furrowed six pack and the flat, sheet-steel stomach.  He admired the lion’s face tattooed onto his shoulder and the serpent snaking around his solid biceps.  He saw the bushy line of hair that sprouted from the top of Billy’s thick, tousled, mousy brush; it grew up, spreading its path to his belly button; he observed that he kept his pubes trimmed and had razored off the hairs from the base of his cock. (Mike did the same himself, it seemed to make it look longer - not that Billy had need of that.)  He also noticed the heavy, shiny, steel barbell pierced through the right nipple.  It appeared that Billy spent a lot of time wearing shorts, their outline was clear against the deep, bronze tan of his legs and torso; but there was another outline too, the lighter mark left by the narrow-sided sun briefs.  He looked lower.

The beautiful, drained cock had draped itself casually across the scrotum.  Mike leaned over and kissed it in gratitude, nibbling on its protruding pucker of foreskin.  The balls hung low, Mike cupped them in his hand, measuring their weight and size.  

“You leave him alone, he’s had enough exercise for one evening.” Billy joked, winking and grinning naughtily.

“You can never have enough of that kind of ‘exercise’,” Mike responded, “With a pair of bollocks like those, it’s no wonder you’ve got spunk and spunk to spare!”

Billy smiled again, this time self-deprecatingly, shrugging his shoulders:  “I try me best mate, thanks for the compliment.”  He knew he was buff, but he didn’t let it spoil his natural modesty.  “You’re pretty fit yourself and that beautiful bud of yours is well fuckin’ tight.  D’you get that tan at the sauna or on a nudist beach?”

“Bit of each. I like to flash it, I can see you keep your thong on.  Wouldn’t have thought you’d be the shy type?”

“I’m not, I’d love to have an all-over, it’s just that whenever I strip off on a nude beach I keep sprouting a hard-on - can be a bit embarrassing.  ’Spose I could get one at the sauna.  Thing is, I’m a builder, in the summer I work outside a lot in shorts, so my body’s always a deeper shade than my middle.  Building’s a great job in the summer, but there’s just one problem, I’m always surrounded by well fuckin’ fit young blokes wearing low-slung cut-off’s.”  Makes me as fuckin’ horny as hell!  Talking of building, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize the time, I’ve got to split, I’m being picked up at fuckin’ four o’clock in the morning, gotta drive up to Manchester for a week’s work.”  They both dressed and Mike showed him to the door.  

“Thanks again for what you did for me, in every way.  Erm…will I…err…see you again…?”

“I was wondering that meself, I’d love to.  Tell you what, why don’t you meet me at the For Skinz Club on Saturday night, you know, the one down near the arches.  Don’t worry about the dress code, I’ll fix it with the doorman.  It’s Billy Johnson by the way - no point turnin’ up before ten o’clock.  Promise…?”

“Promise.”  Mike meant it.  They enjoyed a lingering farewell kiss, reconciling themselves to the concept that absence makes the heart grow fonder.  They discovered that it did.  When he’d left his office earlier that evening, Mike thought he fancied a bit of ‘rough’, he didn’t anticipate how rough things were going be.

* * * * * * * * * * 

“Hi, I’m Mike Weaver, Billy Johnson said you’d be expecting me.”  He looked hopefully at the tall, middle-aged-bruiser of a skinhead on the door.  Mike had decided he wanted to make an effort for Billy’s sake, so he’d paid a visit to the hairdresser and bought a Ben Sherman shirt and a pair of DMs; the Levis were already in his wardrobe.

“So he did mate, said you’d have a fuckin’ shiner, didn’t say it’d be that fuckin’ bad though, you should’ve fucking ducked mate!  He’s in the Back Room with the lads.  It’s where you’d expect to find it, just walk in, don’t be fuckin’ shocked at what you see!”  And he pointed towards the rear of the cellar.

Mike picked his way between the groups and couples and singles, all in regulation dress, dancing, chatting, or just propping up the small bar getting pissed.  It was surreal.  It was no different from a ‘normal’ gay club: guys cruising, letting off steam on the dance floor or just enjoying the company of other guys.  But there were no screaming queens, everyone looked straight, dead straight, every one looked hard; every one acted hard; and every one sounded hard.  But there they were: chirping, kissing or boogying together.  It was obvious where the Back Room was, because it said so in stark, white letters on the black-painted door.  Mike turned the handle and walked in.  He wasn’t shocked.  It was the same as any ‘back room’ he’d seen before.  Guys were half-dressed, guys were naked, guys were wanking, guys were sucking, guys were fucking, guys were fisting.  Billy was still dressed though, sitting in the corner with a group of other skins.  

“Hi Billy!”  Billy jumped up, ran towards him and planted a wet, forceful kiss on his lips crushing him to his body in a greeting hug.  Mike responded, clinging to Billy and looking up into his face willing their mouths to lock for ever.

“How are you?  Feelin’ better?  Let’s have a look at you?  The bastards, the fuckin’ bastards, ’ere look what those cunts done to me boyfriend’s face!”  

“Boyfriend?”  Mike thought: “We’ve only met once before.”  But he didn’t object.  He’d been anxious to see Billy again all week; the yearning had grown into a crescendo of gut-churning anticipation.  He’d thought about him every day.  Every night he’d jerked off, fantasising Billy fucking him.  Fucking him kneeling down like he’d done last Monday.  Fucking him,  Mike lying on his back so he could gaze into his face and worship him with his eyes, while Billy stretched his legs high and wide.  Fucking him from behind, cuddled together lying on their sides.  Fucking him with Mike bent forwards supporting himself with his hands on the kitchen wall.  Fucking him across his dining table.  Fucking him face down in a field, press-upping his prick into him.  Fucking him with Mike’s legs thrown over his own shoulders, his arse pointing upwards, Billy thrusting down into him by flexing those powerful thigh muscles.  Fucking him repeatedly in a ‘back room’ with an audience of jealous guys looking on.  It had been a chance meeting, but the chemistry had clicked.  At least something good had come from those queer-bashers.  They hadn’t even sucked each other yet, but they were in love.  Tenderness wasn’t the only emotion Billy Johnson felt at that moment, he was angry too.

“Why should those fuckin’ shit queer-bashers get away with it?  D’you know, Mike told me the young one even led him on, wankin’ ’imself in front of ’im in the bog!”  He smashed his fist down heavily on the table causing the bottles to jump threateningly in the air.  “Sorry Mike, come and sit next to me and have a drink.  Mike snuggled down beside him, took a greedy swig from the proffered bottle of Becks and shared the mouthful with his new boyfriend from a second, open-lipped kiss.

“They need a fuckin’ tasseling.  You know, like we done to that gang in Wandsworth.”  Mike discovered later that it was Ace who suggested it.

“D’you know, you’re fuckin’ right mate!  You up fer it lads?”

“Fuckin’ right mate, we’re well up for it, ain’t we?”  It seemed that they were.

“What’s a tasseling Billy?”  

“Oh, you’ll find out.  You’ll be there to watch, guest of honour.  You’ll see ’em pay for what they done to you Mikey.  You’ll see ’em punished, you’ll see ’em taught to respect gays and you’ll see ’em marked out.  No cunt’s ever gonna hurt my Mikey again, you’ve got me to look out for you now.”  He put his arm around Mike’s shoulders looked into his eyes, and drew him close.  “Love you.”  Mike kissed him again:  “I love you too.”

They waited two weeks before putting their plan into action.  Billy wanted to ensure that Mike’s bruises had disappeared, he didn’t want to risk the Cunts (as they’d dubbed them) seeing the damage they’d done to him.  But they used the time profitably, taking turns to watch the cottage.  Most evenings the Cunts turned up between six and seven o’clock.  Same modus operandi every time.  The young boy waited for their prey, flashing at the urinal;  the two heavies hid in a nearby thicket of bushes.  It was Friday the 22nd when it happened, Mike would never forget that date, just as he would never forget the day he met Billy Johnson.

Ace arrived with Nick and Joey in his unmarked, white van.  There was a parking spot close to the Fields and near the cottage; it seemed like a good omen.  They met up at Mike’s flat to finalize their plan.  

“Got the Gaffer Tape, Nick?”

“Yep, all ready.”

“And everything set up in the van?”

“Done - it’s all ready for the Cunts and I’ve switched the plates, they’ll never trace us. ”  Ace replied confidently.

“You got your gear too, Joey?”  He had.

Billy checked his watch.  “OK mates, lets do it - don’t forget, no names.”

Billy, Ace and Joey made their ways separately and hid discretely near to the bushes where the two Cunt heavies concealed themselves.  Nick went into the cottage, where, as expected, the young skin was waiting, flies opened, stiff cock on show.  Instead of going to the trough he walked right up behind him and delivered twin karate chops to both kidneys.  The lad crumpled.  While he was thrashing about in agony, Nick twisted his arms behind his back and snapped on a set of handcuffs, then he stuck lengths of Gaffer Tape across his mouth and eyes.  The young guy didn’t know what had hit him till it was over.

Meanwhile, Billy and his two friends took care of the Cunts in the bushes.  The first Cunt received the tow cap of Ace’s Doc Martens booted viciously into his groin.  He doubled up, his hands shooting down to protect his searing balls.  As he bent forward, Ace’s fist upper-cutted into his chin.  It dazed him long enough for Joey to Gaffer Tape and cuff him too.  It was much the same for his companion, except that it was Billy’s fist that thudded into his stomach;  Billy had been nursing the anger behind that punch for three weeks and released it all in that one devastating hammer blow.  It was the Cunt’s turn to squirm from the agony of a convulsing solar plexus.  He was quickly bound and tapped too.  “Surprise,” Billy told their two prisoners, “It’s the element of surprise, it fuckin’ worked on you, just like it worked on the gays you fuckin’ beat up.  Not nice, is it?”

Nick checked that the coast was clear before they bundled their three prisoners into the back of the van.  Ace drove off, carefully and steadily with Mike sitting beside him.  He didn’t want to draw any attention to them.  He’d only been travelling for a few minutes when the siren sounded; Ace checked his mirror, it was the police.  “Shit!”  he cursed, someone must have seen us, he was just deciding whether to stop and bluff it, or turn off and put his foot down, when the blue flashing light overtook him and dwindled away into the distance,  “Phew,” he sighed heavily.  Ace continued travelling through North London till he reached a roller-shuttered garage on a deserted industrial estate.  He opened his window, leaned out and directed the remote towards the sensor on the wall.  The shutters opened; he drove in and they rattled closed behind, plunging them into an ominous darkness.  Ace opened his door and the cab light sprang to life.  “Here, put this on.”  He handed Mike a black leather hood decorated with metal studs, before pulling a similar mask over his own head.  “Borrowed some gear from a friend of mine who runs an S & M store.  We don’t want to be identified, do we?”  They got out of the cab,  Ace slid open the side door and they climbed into the van.  Mike had no inkling of the sight that was about to present itself.

Billy and the others had hooded-up themselves.  The Cunts had been stripped naked and the tapes removed; they were stretched over three gym horses placed along the centre of the van.  Their wrists and ankles were fastened to the horses’ legs.  In the corner was an assortment of straps and canes that would have done credit to a steamy session at Hoist.  The tasseling was going to be an interesting experience.

“D’you know what we call blokes like you?  Cunts!  ’Cause that’s what you fuckin’ are.  And, just so there’s no mistake, you’re gonna say it, right out loud: ‘I’m a cunt’.  You first pretty boy.”  They didn’t know it, but Billy had gone to the corner and picked up a thick, heavy, split-ended, leather taws; the kind that martinet Scots schoolmasters used to keep their charges in check.

“Don’t fuckin’ say it Alec.  Piss-off you wankers!”

“Too fuckin’ right Danny, I’ll never fuckin’ say it.  Piss-off you fuckin’ queer bastards!”  The taws flashed through the air and slashed across Alec’s arse cheeks.

“Aghhh!!!  Shit, he’s whipped me, Danny!  Now I definitely won’t say it, you shit-cock queers”

“Just wait till we get away from here, we’ll find you bastards and fuckin’ castrate you all!”

“Too fuckin’ right, Kev, we’re gonna cut yer fuckin’ cocks and bollocks off!”

Billy lost patience with the arrogant teenager and the belt whipped across Alec’s arse three more times in quick succession.  “What are you?  Don’t listen to your mates, pretty boy.  It’s your arse that’s taking it, not theirs - well, not yet anyway.”  Two more stripes, heavily whipped across his back, this time, broke him.

“Aghhh…I’m…aghhh…a…ughhh…cunt.”  He spilled out the reluctant admission between sobs of burning agony.

“That’s better little Alec, I knew you’d see it our way in the end.  But we’re not wasting any more fuckin’ time like this, c’mon mates, let’s soften ’em up.  Twenty!”

Nick and Ace picked up a taws each themselves and took up position behind Danny and Kev.  The vicious straps belted down relentlessly across the naked male flesh.  Alec was fortunate, he’d already taken six of the number prescribed, so Billy only administered fourteen more.  It was a bitter medicine to taste.  A smile of self-satisfaction crept onto Mike’s lips as he watched the leather straps rise and fall, time and again, ‘tenderising’ the exposed rumps of his assailants.  Half-way through he went around to the other side of the van; he wanted to see their faces.  

Their mouths opened in agonised gasps and screams; their features contorted into horror-comic caricatures as the bite of each lash shot its merciless anguish through their bodies and into their sensibilities.  What surprised Mike was his emotional reaction to the scene, he hadn’t realized the degree of subconscious resentment he’d harboured.  Instead of being quenched, that hunger for revenge feasted and grew fat on the punishment he witnessed being meted out.  When the beating was over, Mike was riled up and ravenous for more.  His bitterness was especially reserved for the young bloke who’d led him on in the cottage.  

Alec’s reaction to the whipping was different from the others’.  They’d  fought against it, he seemed to submit.  Mike felt certain  he’d recognized the reason.  He stormed back around the van again till he was directly behind the young skinhead who’d teased and the betrayed him.  He thrust his hand between his legs and grabbed his prick - it was hard.  He was turned on by it, the truth was, he was a ‘queer’ himself.  And that made Mike even more hungry for revenge.  It was one thing for a ‘straight’ to indulge in bout of queer-bashing.  He didn’t object to a gay who chose to remain in the closet - that was his own business.  But, for a guy who knew he was gay himself to use sex to lure a fellow gay into a trap, and join in the attack, was treachery, treachery to the tribe and Mike took it personally.  He abandoned any pretence at self-control, rushing to the pile in the corner and snatching up a long, flexible cane.  He thrashed it wildly across Alec’s already battered arse.

“Say it!  Admit it!  Shout it out loud so your fucking mates will know the truth!  You know what I mean, you fucking hypocritical cunt!  Say it, you bastard!”  All the while he whipped, repeatedly, raising heavy welts across the already tortured flesh.  Alec screamed from the pain.  “Say it, I said!”

“Alight…I’m a queer…I’m a fuckin’ queer like you!”

“I told you that fuckin’ little shit was a weirdo.”  Kev spat out the words with contempt.

“Now - use - the - right - term!”  And the cane thrashed onto his agonized arse once again to the beat of the words that Mike uttered.

“Sorry, I’m a homo, I’m gay!”  He shouted out the word in a liberating  triumph of catharsis.

Mike had completely lost it and continued to rain down stripes with pitiless abandon, purging away the resentment in his own cathartic moment of release.  Eventually, Billy stayed his hand.  “OK, that’s enough, leave ’im.  We don’t want to put him in hospital, at least he won’t be queer-bashing again.  Now then, Kev and Danny, if that’s what you’re called, what are you?”  They both acknowledged that they were ‘cunts’ without the least hesitation.  

“You three seem to think it’s fun beating up gays, do you know what it’s like being a gay?  Well little Alec here might have an inkling.  Anyway, we’re goin’ to show you, ready lads?”  As Billy spoke he ripped open a packet of condoms and handed one each to Ace, Joey and Nick.  They’d already removed their jeans and boxers and moved around so that the prisoners could see what was about to happen to them.  They wanked themselves to erection, at least Joey and Nick did, Ace’s massive prick was naturally aroused and Mike observed the huge, thick, steel PA shot through its bloated cut knob and the smaller ring dangling from its frenum.  S & M was one of Ace’s ‘things’.  They rolled the latex tubes over their cocks, making sure their three victims had a good look at what was about to be shoved into them.

“Oh shit, Kev, the fuckin’ bum-bandits are gonna bugger us!”  Ace’s palm slammed into the side of Danny’s face, knocking his head sideways and forcing tears to well up in his eyes.

“We’re not fuckin’ bum-bandits, we’re gays, learn some fuckin’ respect.  But you are right, we’re gonna rape your tight, virgin arseholes, you might even find you enjoy it  - we will!”

Billy had been busy slapping cold slicks of KY into the guys’ clefts, ready for his friends to position their knobs at the fluttering buds and take a firm grasp on the hips.  “OK, fuck ’em!”  They didn’t need telling twice and thrust into the three holes simultaneously.   The prisoners screamed out, of course, including Alec, who’s arse was still virgin too.   Again, Mike decided to watch their faces.  There was no doubt as to the extreme unpleasantness experienced by Danny and Kevin, not just the pain ripping into their guts, but the humiliation ripping into their self-respect.  As he enjoyed the scene of forced debauchery, Mike saw that Alec’s demeanour turned from one of pain and fear to one of sheer sexual bliss.  His discomfort had melted into uninhibited erotic pleasure.  Having purged his anger, Mike began to feel sorry for him:  humiliated and hog-tied was not the perfect way for a young gay to lose his virginity.  He stretched out his hand and reached beneath the horse.  Alec’s cock was still hard, Mike wanked it for him and heard him moan in response.   It only took six or so strokes and when Mike pulled Alec’s foreskin back hard, straining the short frenum, he shot his load.

“All move round one.  It’s like the fuckin’ Mad ’atter’s fuckin’ tea party here innit?  With the emphasis on the ‘fuckin’.”  Billy joked as he choreographed the group rape.  As one, they pulled out, changed places and plunged in again.  If Synchronized Sodomy was an Olympic event they’d have won gold!

“Aren’t you going to fuck them too?”  Mike asked innocently.

“No way, my prick’s spoken for.   It belongs to you now, and only you.”  They kissed and held each other.

“I don’t see why you should miss out on the fun.”  Mike whispered in Billy’s ear.  He slid down his body till he was kneeling on the hard metal floor and his face was level with Billy’s crotch.  He unzipped him and pulled out the stiffening cock, sucking it into his mouth, relishing the drops of salt man juice gathered beneath the foreskin.  He pulled the skin back fully and tongue-worshipped the bulbous head, before swallowing it deeply into his throat.  He sucked ravenously on that thick, ponderous hard-on, while Billy moaned with pleasure, lost in the sexual trance.

“Billy, I can’t last much longer.”  Joey brought him back to the present.

“Ahhh…mmm…sorry, mates…uhhh…all move round one…ahhh…”  Again they withdrew and began to fuck the one hole they hadn’t already sodomised.  “AHHHH…come…when…you…like…”  Billy called, as he fought to hold back his orgasm till he’d pulled out of Mike’s mouth.  Mike had other ideas.  That prick was his and he intended to have it.  He tightened his grip on Billy’s taut buttocks holding him close, keeping him inside.  He wanted to take Billy’s spunk.  And he did and tasted its salt-bitter tang and took the deliberate decision to swallow it,  to incorporate into himself.

They all came at pretty well the same time; the sounds and sight of one guy shooting his load can easily trigger an orgasm in another.  When they’d stripped off the condoms and cleaned themselves up, Ace flicked off the caps on the Becks and handed round the bottles.  Mike was the last to take a glug of the refreshing liquid, he didn’t want to pollute the delicious taste that lingered in his mouth.

“Well mates, that all went pretty much according to plan.  We’ve well punished ’em, we’ve taught them the joys of gay sex, all that’s left is to mark ’em.  Let’s do the tasseling.

“What is a tasseling?”  Mike was curious to know.

“Well, you see, to blokes like them, ‘skinhead’ has a double meaning.  It doesn’t just mean they like to show the skin on their scalps, it means they’ve got skin covering their cock-heads - foreskin.  That’s why the clubs called For Skinz, it’s a pun, only we don’t mind if a guy’s been cut or not, like Ace here, they do.  It all comes from the fascists’ other hatreds, not just gays but Jews and Muslims as well.  To them being circumcised is a mutilation, a sign of inferiority, and we’re goin’ to mutilate them.

“What…!!!  You’re going to circumcise them?!”

“Nah, nothing so easy, we’re going to shred their foreskins so they’re left with a fleshy tassel at the ends of their miserable pricks.  Every time they take a piss or have a wank, every time they want a fuck, every time they strip off for bed or to take a shower they’ll see it and be reminded of what we do to queer-bashers.  Of course, they could get the doctor to clean it up for them, but they’d have a lot to explain and that would leave them circumcised, just like the Jews and Muslims they hate!  Let’s cut Kevin first, he seems to think he’s the fuckin’ hardest.”

They unfastened Kevin’s wrists and ankles, turned him around and re-cuffed him, this time bent backwards over the horse.  His hips were thrust forward, offering his cock for Billy’s ministrations.  He struggled, but with three muscular guys holding him and Billy’s fist smashed into his stomach for the second time, he soon accepted the inevitability of his fate.  Billy took out a small pair of scissors, poured Detol over them and inserted the lower blade inside Kevin’s foreskin pushing it right in till the point pricked into its root behind the groove; he squeezed hard.  Kevin screamed louder than he had during his whipping.  “Come on now, be a brave soldier, African blokes have this done all the time and they don’t even murmur.”  Billy moved the scissors along and cut again.  The cuts were at an angle, slicing away a long, narrow triangle of flesh from Kevin’s prepuce.  He repeated the operation all the way around the cock-head.  Kevin passed out after the third triangle had been cut away.  When it was finished, he was left with six, pointed tassels of foreskin adorning the end of his bloody cock.  Joey was a nurse and set to work inserting the sutures he had ‘borrowed’ from the hospital.  He could have ‘borrowed’ some anaesthetic too, but that would have missed the point!  Danny suffered the same painful indignity.  “OK, Alec’s turn now.”

The look of terror on Alec’s face was truly pitiful as Billy inserted the blade under his foreskin.  Suddenly, Mike spoke out:  “No, don’t do it.  He’s young, he was confused, he was struggling over his sexuality, we’ve all had to come to terms with it, now he has.  Let’s give him a chance.”

“But that’s just the point, he was the fuckin’ gay traitor.”  Ace wasn’t in the mood to show mercy, anyway, he was hard-as-hell again, getting a kick out of it.

“I know, but if he ever does anything like that again we’ll find out and you can tassel him any time you want, and he knows you can do it.”

Billy pulled out the blade:  “Alright, M…,” he only just managed to stop himself saying Mike’s name, “For your sake we won’t tassel him, but we must leave him with a mark so he doesn’t forget.  We’ll tip him instead.  Billy took the thin, pink foreskin between finger and thumb and stretched it out hard till Alec thought his skin would rip away from the root of his prick.   He positioned the scissor blades across the taut  prepuce:  “About that much should do it.”  Casually, he snipped away a three-quarter-inch ring of flesh from its end.  Alec cried out in anguish and his knees buckled.  He would never forget.

He didn’t, and embraced his new life with gusto.  He even joined the For Skinz club.  Billy and Mike saw him there frequently, just dancing and drinking and getting familiar with the scene.  More often than not he got picked-up too; he soon graduated to the Back Room.  Once, Billy and Mike followed him into the toilets and stood either side as he pissed into the basin; he didn’t know who they were of course.  They glanced knowingly at each other:  his foreskin only covered half of his knob.  “D’you know, I think I done ’im a favour.  It looks dead, fuckin’ sexy with the tip sticking out like that.  How about I…”

“No fucking way, you’re not going to tip me!”  Mike was smiling but he didn’t want to leave any doubts in Billy’s mind.  

“I was only joking.”

“Yeah, I know you too well, give you an inch and you’ll take three-quarters!"  That was a knee-jerk reaction, if he was honest, Mike's instinctive reaction was to think that it did look 'fuckin sexy' cut like that.  "How about we go back to my place?”  He threw a pout of promise in Billy’s direction and reached out to stiffen his bulge with teasing fingers.

“Nah, I’ve got a better idea, how’s about I fuck you, right here, in the Back Room?”  That was a better idea.

